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FROM 
THE PUBLISHER TO THE PUBLIC 


(Iu reference to certain Advertrsements and Notices that have 
appeared in the newspapers concerning some assumed copyright 
in“ Artemus Ward—INs Book ”’| 


Tus reprint of the Ameican volume is published without the 
permission or sanction of the Autho: If it be urged that, in thus 
acting, we are raising “the black flag” and turning pirata, we 
afswer this —So long as Amezica refuses to grant copynght to 
English authors, and rcproduces, wholesale, English writmgs and 
engravings, without so much as “ By your leave, gentlemen,” at 
cannot be expected that we who suffer these depredations, and 
against whom such rights of search and seizure are enforced, should 
not, now and then, m our turn, bring to, and bring ont, and board, 
some neat littl. craft w: have descried in the offing 


NOTICES OF AN INDEPENDENT PRESS 


[I wave observed, reader (bene or male volent, as it may happen) that it i 
custumary to append to the second editions of books, and to the second works 
of authors, short sentences commendatory of the first, under the title of 
Notices of the Press These, I have been given to understand are procurable 
at certain established rates payment being made either in money or adver 
tising patronage by the publisher, or by an adequate outlay of servility on the 
part of the author Considerin, these things with myself, and also that such 
noticea are neither intended, nor generally believed, to convey any real 
opimons being a purely ceremonial accompaniment of literature and resem 
bling certificates to the virtues of various morbiferal panaceas, I conceived that 
it would be not only more economical to prepare a sufficient number of such 
myself, but also more immediately subservient to the end in view to prefix 
them to this our primary edition rather than await the contingency of a second 
when they would seem to be of small utility To delay attaching the bods until 
the second attempt at flying the kite, would indicate but a slender experience in 
that useful art Neither has 1t escaped my notice, nor fmled to afford me 
matter of reflection, that, when a circus or a caravan 1s about to visit Jaaiam, 
the initial step 13 to send forward large and highly ornamented bills of perform 
ance to be hung m the bar room and the post-office These having been suffi 
ciently gazed at and beginmmng to lose then attractiveness axcept for the flies, 
and, truly, the boys also (in whom I find 1t impossible to repress, even dumng 
school hours, certain oral and tele,raphic communications concerning the 
expected show) upon some fine morning the band enters in a gaily painted 
wagon, or trinmphal chanot, and with noisy advertisement, by means of brasa, 
wood, and sheepskin makes the circuit of our startled village-streets Then, 
as the exciting sounds draw nearer and nearer, do 1 desiderate those eyes of 
Anpetarchus, ‘ whose looks were as a breeching toa boy Then do I peroeive, 
with vain regret of wasted opportunities, the advantage of a panoratic or pan 
technic education, amce he 1s most reverenced by my little subjects who can 
throw the cleanest summeraet or walk most securely upon the revolving cask 
The story of the Pied Piper becomes for the first tame credible to me (albeat 
confirmed by the Hameliners dating their legal instruments from the period of 
his exit), ae I behold how those straina, without pretence of magical potency, 
bewitch the pupillary legs, nor leave to tho redagogic an entire self contro, 
For those ressons, leat my kingly prerogative should suffer dimiuation, 1 pést 
Tugue my restless commons, whom I also follow into tho street, clued wingy 
some nuachiet may chance befall them After the manner of auch lfectire, 


» 
bull 
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send forward the followimg notices of domestic manufactare to make brazen 
proclamation not unconscious of the advantage which will accrue if oue little 
craft, cymbula suttlts, shall seem to leave port with a chipping breeze, and to 
carry in nautical phrase a bonein her mouth Nevertheless I have chosen 
a¥ being more equitable to prepare some also sufficiently objargator) that 
readers of every taste may find a dish to their palate I have modelle( them 
upon actually existing specimens preserved in my own cabinet of natural 
curiosities One, in particular I had copied with tolerabie exactness from a 
notice of one of my own discourses which from its superior tone and appew 
auce of vast expenence I concluded to have been written by @ man at least 
three hundred years of age though I recollected no existing instance of such 
antediluvian longevity Nevertheless I afte: wards discovered the author to bo 
& young gentleman preparing for the ministry und r the direction of one of my 
brethren in a nerghbourme town and whom I had once instinctively corrected 
ina Latin quantity But this I Lave b cu torced to omit, from its too great 
length —H W ] 


Irom the Untrersal Titles y Universe 


Tull of passages which rivet the attention o° the reader Under a 
rustic garb sentiments are conseyed which should be commuitted to tho memory 
and engraven on the heart of every moral and social being, We con 
sider this & xxtque performance We hope to sce it soon introduced 
into our common schools Mr Wilbur has performed his duties as 
editor with excellent taste and judgment ‘Lhis 19 a vern which we hope 
to see successfully prosecuted We hai the appearance of this work a3 
a long stride toward the formation of 1 purely aboripinal indigenous native 
and American literature We rejoice to meet with an author national enough 
to break away from the slavish defurence too common wong us to Jngh h 
grammar and orthography Wher allis so good we are at a loss how 
to make extracts On the whole we may eall it a volume which no 
hbrary, pretending to entire completeness, should ful to place upon its shelves 


From the Higginbottomopolis Snapping turtle 


A collection of the merest balderdash and doggerel that 1t was ever our hal 
fortune to lay eyes on The author 1s a vulgar buffoon, and the editor a talka 
tive tedious old fool We use strong language but should any of our readera 
peruse the book (from which calamity Heaven preserve them!) they will fiud 
reasons for it thick as the leaves of Vallumbrozer or, to use a still more expres 
sive comparison as the combined heads of author and editor The work 34 

j, Vretchedly got up We should hke to know how much Bretteh gold was 
icketed by this lbeller of our country and her purest patriots 
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From the Oldfogrumville Mentor 


We have not had time to do more than glance through this handsomely 
printed volume, but the name of its respectable editor, the Rev Mr Whlbur, 
of Jaalam, will afford a sufficient gusranty for the worth of 1tscontents * 
The paper 1s white, the type clear and the volume of a convement and attrac 
tive 8178 In reading this elegantly executed work, 1t has seemed to us 
that a passage or two might have been retrenched with advantage, and that the 
general style of diction was susceptible of a higher polish On the 
whole, we may safely leave the ungrateful task of criticism to the reader We 
will barely suggest that in volumes intended as this 16, for the illustration of # 
provincial dialect and turns of expression, a dash of humour or satire might be 
thrown in with advantage The work 1s admrablv got up This 
work will form an appropriate ornament to the centre table It 18 beautifully 
printed, on paper of an excellent quality 


Tiom the Dekay Buluark 


We should be wanting in our duty as the conductor of that tremendous 
eugine, 8 pabhe press as an American and as a min did we allow such an 
opportunity as 18 presented tous by ‘The Biglow Lapers to pass by without 
entering our earnest protest avainst such attempts (now alas! too common) at 
demoralizing the public sentament Under a wretched mask of stupid drollery 
slavery, war, the social glass and in short all the valuable and time honoured 
petitutions justly dear to our common humanity, and especially to republicans 
are made the butt of coarse and senseless mbaldry by this low minded senbbler 
It 18 tame that the respectable and rcligious portion of our community should 
be aroused to the alarming mronds of foreign Jacobinism sansculottism, and 
infidelity Itis a fearful proof of the wide spread nature of this contagion 
that these secret stavs at religion and virtue are given from under the cloak 
(rredite, posters!) of a clergyman It 1s a mournful spectacle indeed to the 
patriot and Christian to see liberality and new ideas (falsely so called,—they 
are a8 old as Eden) invading the sacred precincts of the pulpit On 
the whole, we consider this volume as one of the first shocking results which we 
predicted would spring out of the late French ‘Revolution (1!) 


Fiom the Bungtown Copper and Comprehenswe Tocain (a tryweakly 
Samily journal) 


Altogether an admirable work « Tull of humor, boisterous, but deh 
cate,—of wit withering and scorching, yet combined with a pathos cool as 
morning dew,—of sataro ponderous as the mace of Richard, yct keen as the 
scymutar of Saladin A work full of ‘minntain mirth, musclhnevous a4 
Puck and lightsome as Ariel We know not whether to admire mest 
the genial, fresh, and discursive concinmty of the author or his playful fancy, 
weird imagnation, and compass of style, at once both objective and subjective, 
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Wo mht indulge in some criticsms but were the author other than 
heis he would bea different being Asit1s he haa a wonderful pose which 
flita from flower to flower and bears the reader irresistibly along on its eagle 


pinions (like Ganymede) to the highest heaven of invention We 
love @ book so purely objective Many of his pixtures of natural 
scenery have an extraordinary subjective clearness and fidelity In fine 


we consider this as one of the most extraordinary volumes of this or any age 

We know of no Enghsh author who could have written 16 It 18 a work to 
which the proud genius of our country standing, with one foot on the Aroostook 
und the other on the Rio Grande and holding up the star spangled banner 
amud the wreck of matter and the crush of worlds, may pomt with bewilderin, 
scorn of the pumer efforts of enslaved Europe We hope soon to en 

counter our author among those ngher walks of literature m which he 15 
evidently capable of achieving endurmg fame Already we should be inclined 
to assign him a high positiou in the bright galaxy of our American bards 


From the Sulriver Pilot and Flag of Freedom 


A volume in bad grammar and worse taste While the pieces here 
collected were confined to their appropriate sphere in the corners of obscure 
newspapers we considered them wholly beneath contempt, but as the author 
has chosen to come furward in this public manner, he must expect the lash he 


sv richly merits Contemptible slanders Vilest Billingspute 
Has rahed all the gutters of our language Lhe most purc 

upri,ht and consistent politicians not safe from his mabhgnant venom 

General Cushing, comes 1n fora share of hus vile calumntes The Reverend 


Homer Wilbur 1s a disgrace to his cloth 


From the World If umount Lolren Létachm a 


Speech 38 silver silenee 13 golden No utterance more Orphic then this 
While therc fore as highest author woe reverence him whose works continue 
heroically unwritten we have also oui hopeful word for those who with pen 
(from wing of goose loud cackling or seraph God commussivned) record the 
thing that 18 revealed Under mask of quaintest wony, we detect hero 
the deep storm tost (nigh shipwracked) soul thunder scarred, semiarticulate, 
but ever chmbing hopefully toward the pcacetul summits of an Infinite Sorrow 

Lcs, thou poor, forlorn Hosea, with Hebrew fire flaming soul in thee, 
for thee also this life of ours has not been without its aspects of heavenliest 
pity and laughingest mirth Conceivable enough! Through coarse Thersites 
cloak, we have revelation of the heart wild glowing world clasping, that 1s in 

wm Brayely he grapples with the life problem as it presents itself to him,, 
hycombed, shaggy careless of the nicer proprietics inoxpert of ‘elegant 
dition, yet with voice audible enough to whoso hath ears up there on the 
gravelly side hills, or down on the splashy, Tndierubber like salt marshes of 


native Jaslam To this soul also the Necesnty of Creating somewhat has 
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unveiled its awful front If not G dipuses and Electras and Alcestises then 
wn God 8 name Birdofredum Sawins! These also shall get born mto the world 
and filch (if so need) a Zingal: subsistence therein these lank, omnivorvnus 
Yankees of his He shall paint the Seen since the Unseen will not mt to him 
\etin him algo are Nibelungen lays and Thads, and Ulysses wanderings and 
Divine Comedies —1f only once he could come at them! Therem hes much, 
nay all for what truly 1s this which we name d/l but that which we do zot 
possess rf Ghmpses also are given us of an old father Ezekiel nit 
without paternal pride as is the wont of such A brown parchment-hided old 
man of the geoponie or bucolic species gray eyed we fancy quened perhaps 
with much weather cunning and plentiful September gale memones biddin, 
fair in good time to become the Oldest Inhabitant After such hasty apparition, 
he vamshes and is seen nu more Ot ‘Rev Homer Wilbur AM 
Pastor of the Firat Church in Jaalam, we have small care to speak here 
Spare touch in him of his Melesigenes namesake save haply the—blindness ! 
A tolerably caliginose nephelegeretous elderly gentleman with infinite faculty 
of sermomzing muscularized by long practice and excellent digestive 
apparatus and for the rest well meaning enough, and with small pnvate 
dluminations (somewhat tallowy 11 18 to be teared) of hisown To him there, 
‘ Pastor of the First Church in Jaslam our Hosea presents himself as a 
quite inexplicable Sphinx riddle A mch poverty of Latin and Greek —so far 
18 clear enough even to eyes peering myopic through horn lensed editorial 
spe tacles —but naught farther? O purblind well meaning altogether fuscous 
Melesipenes Wilbur there are things m him imcommuanuicable by atrohe of 
birch' Did st ever enter that old bewildered head of thine that there was the 
J ovwibslity of the Infinite mn hun? To thee quite wingless (and even feathe rless) 
biped has not so muchervcn isadreamofwmgsevercome? Talented young, 
parishioner? Amon; the Arts whereof thou ait Ifa jtster, does that of seesng 
happen to be one? Unhappy trtsum Magister!’ Somehow a Nemean hon, 
fulvous, torrid eyed dry nursed in broad howling sand wildernesses of a suffi 
ciently rare spimt Libya (it may be supposed) has got whelped among the 
sheep Already he stands wild glaring, with feet clutching the ground as with 
oak roots gathering for a Remus apring over the walls of thy httle fold In 
Heavens name go not near him with that flybite crook of thine! In good 
tume thou painful preacher, thou wilt go to the appointed place of departed 
Artillery Election Sermous Riyht Handsof Fellowship and Results of Councils, 
,athered to thy spiritual fathers with much Latin of the Epitaphial sort thou, 
too shalt have thy reward, but on him the Kumemdes have looked not 
\antippes of the pit snake tressed finger threatenin,, but radiantly calm as 
on antique gems fo. hom paws impatient the winged courser of the gods, 
champing unwelcome bit, him the starry deeps, the empyrean glooms, aud 
fur flashing splendors await 


From the Onton Grove Phani 


A talented young townsman of ours, recently returned from a Contmental 
tuur, and who 1s already favorably known to our readers by his sprightly 
Ictters from abroad which have graced our eclumns, called at our office yester 
day We learn from him, that, having enjoyed the distnguehed privilege, 
while in Germany, of an introduction to the oslobraied Yon Humbug, he took 
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the opportunity to present that eminent man with » copy of the ‘ Biglow 
Papers ‘The next mormng he recived the following note which he has 
landly furmshed us for pubheation We prefer to print it verbatem, knowing 
that our readers will readily forgive the few errors into which the illustrious 
writer has fallen, through ignorance of our language 


“Wick Worrms Misrszr ! 

“T shall also now especially happy starve, because I have more or less a work 
of one those abor;mal Red Men seen 1n which have I so deaf an interest ever 
taken fullworthy on the self shelf with our Gottsched to be upset 


Pardon my in the Enghsh speech unpractice ! 
“Von Humave 


He also sent with the abovo note a copy of lus famous work on ‘ Cosmetics 
to be presented to Mr Biglow but this was taken from our fmend by the 
English custom house officers probably through a petty national spite No 
doubt it has by this time found its way nto the Bntish Muscum We trust 
this outrage will be exposed in all our American papers We shell do our best 
to bring it to the notice of the State Department Our numerous readers will 
share in the pleasure we experience at seemg out young and vigorous national 
liter iture thus encouragingly patted on the head by this venerable and world 
renowned German We love to sec these recsprocations of good fecling between 
the dificrent branches of the great Anglo Saxon race 

[Lhe fcllowing genuine notice having met mycye, I gladly insert a portion 
of it here,the more espccially as it contains one of Mr Biglow 8 poems not 
elsewhere printed —H W ] 


Diom the Jaalam Independent Blunderbuss 


But while we lament to pee our young townsman thus minghng in 
the heated contests of party politics we think we detect in him the presence of 
talenta which if propeily directed night give an innocent pleasure to mans 
As a proof that he 1s competent to the production of other kinds of poetry wo 
copy for our readers a short fragment of a pastoral by him, the manuscript of 
which was loaned us by a friend The title of 1t 1s “ The Courtin 


ZRKLE crep up quite unbeknown, The very room oo7 she wus in, 

An_ peeked in thru the winder, Looked warm frum floor to cailin , 
An there sot Huldy all alone, An she looked full ez rosy agin 

ith no one nigh to hender Ez th apples she wuz peelin 


Agin the chimbly c1ooknecks hung, 


An In amon), st em ruste 
Araspin on the scraper, — 
The ole Queen's arm thet gran ther All ways to once her foalins flew 


oun 
Fetched’ back frum Concord busted Like sparke in burnt up paper 


She heerd a foot an knowed 1t, tu, 


The wannut logs shot sparkles out He kin o litered on the mat, 
Towards the pootsest, bless her ! Some doubtile o the acckle; 

An leetile fires danced all about His heart kep goin pitypat, 
The chiny on the dresser But hern went pity Zekle 
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An yet she pin her chee: a yerk Sez he ‘ Id betlercall agin 
F7 though she wished him forder, fez she Think likely Wexler 
An on her apples kep to work The last word pricked him ke a pin, 
Fz ef a wager spurred her An —wal he up and kist her 
© You want to sce my Pa Ispose ? When Ma bimeby upon em ships, 
Wal no Tcome designin — Ifuldy sot pale e7 ashes 
‘To see my Ma? Shes eprinklm All lund o smily round the hps 
clo es An teary round the lashes 


Agim tomorrow 8 1 nin 
Her blood mz qu ck, though hic the 


Jia stood a spell on one foot fust tide 
Jhen stood a spull on tothe; Down {to the Bay o Fundy 
An on whith one he felt the wust An all I know 13 they wuz cried 
He couldn t ha told yc nuther In meetin come nex Sunday 


SaT1s multis sese emptores futuros hbn profe as Georgius Nichols, Carta 
bmgiensig opus emittet de parte pravi sed adhuc neglecta histone naturals 
cum titulo scquent: videlicct 

Conatus ad Delineationem naw ton nonniil perfectiorem Saruber Bombe! t 
fore ouljo ditt Huupr@ ab Howsro Wirutr Artium Magistio Societatis 
histonceo niturals Jaalamonsis Lriside (Secretamio Sucio que (eheu') singul ) 
multarumgne aharum Socutitum eruditarum (sive mciuditarum) tim do nes 
ticarum quam transmai natu Socio—foisit an futuro 


PROIMIIWM 
Lucton: Bixevoro § 


To,@ scholastica nondum deposita quum aystemata vata entomologic: a 
iris Cus scientia cultoribus studiosissimus summa diligentia ccdificata penitus 
ind yasem non fuit quin luctuose omniLusin ns quamvis ahter laude digniss 
mis liotum mani momenti perciperem Tunc nescio quo motu superiwroe 
impulsus, aut qua captus dulcedine operis, ad eum implendum (Cartius alter) 


me solemniter devovi Nec ab isto labore, Catporwwe imposito, abst u 
antequam tractatulum sufficienter inconcinnum lmugua vernacula perfeceram 


Inde juvemhter tumetactus, et barathro meptie TWY BiBrXcoTwdrAGy (necnon 
* Pubhe Legentis ) nusquam explorato, me composmase quod quam placentas 
profervidas (ut sic dicam) homines ingurmtarent credikh Sed, quum huie et 
wlio biblopole MSS mea submiaissem et nihil solidius responsione valde nega 

tiva in Mussum meum retulissem, horror ingens atque misemcordia ob crass: 

tudinem Lambertianam in cerebns homunculorum istius munerig coclest. 
quadam ira infixam mc invasere Extemplo mei solius umpensis hbrum edere 
decievi, nihil omnino dubitans quin ‘Mundus Scientificus (ut arant) erume 

ham meam amphter repleret Nullam, attamen, ex agro ulo meo parvulo 
segetem demessui, preter gaudrum vacuum beno de Republica merend: Iste 
panis meus pretiosus super aquas literatias faculentas prefidenter jactus, quasi 
Ifarpyiarum quarundam (soloet biblbopolaru, storum tacmorosorum supra- 
dictorum) tactu rancidus, intra perpaucos dies miki domum redut Et, quam 
ipee tali victu ali non tolerarem, primam i mentem veuit pistom (typographo 
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nempe) nihilominus solvendum esso Animum non ideirco demisi, imo eque 
ac pueri naviculas auas penes ge lino retinent (eo ut e recto cursu delapsas ad 
ripam retrahant), sic ego Argo meam chartaceam fluctibus laborentem « 
queesitu velleris aurei, ipse potius tonsus pelleque exutus mente solida revocavi 
Metaphoram ut mutem, ooomarangam meam a scopo aberrantem retraxi dum 
majore yi occasione munistrante adversus Fortunem intorquerem Ast mihi, 


taha volventi, et, sicut Saturnus alle Tt oBopog hiberos inte Nectus mei depas 
cere fidenti: casus miserandus, nec antea mauditus supervenit Nam, utferunt 
Scythas pietatis causa et parsimonie parentes suos mortuos devorisse sic 
Rhus he meus pmmogenitus Scythis :psis minus mansuetus, patrem vivum 
totum et caleitrantem exsorbere enixus est “ec tamen hac de causa sobvlem 
meam esurientem exheredavi Sed famem istam pro valido testamomio virilitatis 
robomsque putius habul cibumque ad eam satiandam salva paterna mea carne, 
pet Et qua bilem allam scatumentem ad ws etiuin concoquendum idonesm 
esse estimabam unde ws ahenum ut minoris pretu haberem circumspex) 
Rebus ita se habentibus ab avunculo meo Johanne Doolittle Armigero, impe 
travi ut pecunias necessarias suppeditaret ne opus esset mihi universitatem 
rehnquendi antequam ad gradum primum im artibus pervenissem Tune ego 
salyum facere patronam meum munificum mexime cupiens, omnes libros prima 
editionis operis mei non venditos una cum privilegio in omne mvum eyasdem 
wmprimendi et edendi avunculo meo dicto pignerayi Ex wWlo die atro lapide 
notando curs vociferantes familia singuhs anms crescentis eo usque insulta 
bant ut nunquam tam carum piguus e vincuhs 18t13 aheneis solvere possyem 

Avunculo vero nuper mortuo quum inter alos consanguineos testament ejus 
Jectionem audiendi causs advenissem, erectis aumbus verba tala sequentia 
accep! — Quoniam persuasum habeco meum dilcctum nepotem Home ruin 
longa et intima rerum angustarum dom expericntia aptissimun esse qui 
divitias tueatur, beneficenterque ac prudenter us divinis creditis utatur,—ergo, 
motus hisce cogitationbus exque amore meo in dium nagno do Itgoquae 
nepoti caro meo supranominato omnes sin,ularesque istas possesmones nee 
ponderabiles nec computabills meas qua@ sequuntur sulect quingentos hbros 
quos mihi pigneravit dictus Homerus anno lucis 1792, cum pmvilegio edendi et 
repetend: opus istud ‘ suientificum (quod dicunt) suum oi sic clegent Tamen 
DO M precor oculos Homen nepotig mei ita aperiat eumque moveat ut 
bros istos in bibhotheca unius e plurims castclis sus Hispamenmbus tuto 
abscondat 

Hie verbis (vix credibihibus) auditis cor meuim in pectore exsultavit Deinde, 
quoniam tractatus Anghce scriptus spem auctore fefellcrat, quppe quum stu 
dium Historia Naturals m Republics nostra inter factions strepitum languescat, 
Latine versum edere statu et eo potius quia nego quomody disciplia acade 
mica et duo diplomata proficiant, msi quod peritoa lnguarum omnino morta 


arum (et damnandarum, ut dicebat iste Tavovpyo, Guhelmus Cobbett) nus 
faciant 

Et mhi adhuc superstes eat tota ila editio puma quan qua 1 er pitacuum 
per quod dentes caninos dentibam retinco 


~ 
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OPFRI8 SPECIMEN 
(Ad eremplum Johannis Phystophilt speeumims Monachologve ) 


122 8 B Milbtaris, Wrunce Carnifer, JaBtonsK Profanus, DEs¥our 


[Male hancce speciem Cyclopem Fabneius vocat ut qui singulo oculo ad quod 
sui interest disttpguitur Mehus vero Isascus Outis nullum mter 8S muilit 
§ que Belzebul (Fabric 152) diserimen esse defendit | 

Halntat civitat Americ sustral 

Aureis lineis splendidus plerumque tamen sordidus, utpote lanienas valde 
frequentans, foetore sanguinis allectus Amat quoque insuper septa apricar: 
neque mde niai maxima conatione, detruditur Cand:datus ergo populanter 
yocatus Caput cmstam quasi pennarum ostendit Pro cibo vaccam publicam 
calhde mulget abdomen enorme, facultas suctus haud facile estimanda 
Otiosus, futuus ferox nihlominus, semperque dimicare paratus Tortuose 
repit 

Cagite siepe maxima com cura dissecto ne illud rudimentum etiam cerebri 
commune omnibus prope insectis detegere poteram 

Unam de hoc 8 muiit rem singularem notayn nam 8 Gumeens (Fabric 
143) servos fact et idcirco a multis summa in reverentia habitus, quasi 
scintillas rations pesne humanm demonetrans 


24 8 B Criticur, Wrrpve = Zolws, Fasrrc §=Pygmeus, Caruszn 


[{Stultissime Johannes Stryx cum 8 punctato (Fabne 64—108) confandst 
Specimina quamplurima scrutatiou: microscopicrs subject: nunquam tamen 
unum ulla indicia punct: cujugvis prorsus ostendentem mven: | 

Precipue formidolosus, maectatusque im proxima mma anonyma sese ab 
scondit, we, we crebermme sindens Ineptus, segnipes 

Habitat ubique gentium im sicco, nidum suum terebratione imdefeasa 
wdificans Cibus Libros depascit, siccos precipue eseligens, et forte succidum 

® * # * & 


NOTE TO TITLE-PAGE 


T will not have escaped the attentavc eye that I have on the title pag¢ 
omitted those honorary appendages to the editorial name which not only add 

gicatly to the value ofevcry book but whet und exacerbate the appetite of the 
reader lor not only docs he surmise that an honorary membership of literary 
and scientific societies imphics a certain amount of necessary distinction on 
the part of the recipient of such decorations bat he 1s wilhng to trust himself 
more entirely to an author who writes under the fearful responsibility of in 
solving the reputation of such bodies as the S Archaeol Duhom, or 
the Acad Ltt cé Srient Aamlschal 1 cannot but think that the early editions 
of Shakespeare and Milton would have met with more rapid and general 
acecptance but forthe barrenness of their respective title pages ; and I beheve 
that evennow a pubhsher of the works of either of those justly distinguished 
men would find bis account in procuring their admission to the membership of 
Icarned bodies on the Continent —a proceeding no whit more incongruous 
than the reversal of the judgment against Socrates, when he was already morc 
fhan twenty centuries beyond the reach of antidotes and when his memory 
had acquired a deserved respectability I conceive that it was a feeling of the 
importance of this precaution which induced Mr Locke to style himseif 

Gent ’ on the title page of his Essay as who should say to his readers that 
they could receive his metaphysics on the honour of a gentleman 

Nevertheless fiuding that without dcsccnding toa smaller size of type than 
would have been compatible withthe dignity of the several socictiesto be named 
I could not compress my intended list within the limits of a single page and 
thioking moreover that the act v ould carry with it an air of decorous modesty 
Ihave cho en to take the reader aside ag it were into my private closet, and 
there not only exhibit to him the diplomas which I already possess bat also to 
furnish him with a prophetic vision of those which J may without undue pre 
sumption hope tor as notbeyond the reach of human ambition and attainment 
And J am the rather induced to this from the fact that my name has been yu 
accountably dropped from the last triennial catalogue of our beloved Adna 
Atuter Whether thia is to be attributed to the difficulty of Latinizing any of 
thoge honorary adjuncts (with a complete hst of which [ took care to furnish 
th proper persons nearly a ) car beforehand), or whether it had ita origin ua 
any more culpable motives I forbear to consider in this place the matter being 
incourse of paiiful investigation But, however this may be, I felt the omis 
sion the more keenly, as I had, in expectation of the new catalogue, eniched 
the library of the Jaalam Athensum with the od one then in my possession 
wy which means it has come about that my children will be deprived of ancien 
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wearying, winter evening samusement in looking out the name of their patent 
im that distinguished roll Lhose harmless innocents had at least committcd 
no——but I forbear having intrusted my reflections and animadversions on 
this painful topic to the safe keeping of my private diary imtended for post 
humous publication I state this fact here in orderthat certain nameless 1n 
dividuals who are perhaps overmuch congratulating themselves upon my 
silence may know that a rod is in pickle which the vigorous hand of a justly 
incensed posterity will apply to their memonies 

The careful reader will note that in the lst which I have prepared I have 
included the names of seycral Cisatlantic societies to which a place 18 not 
commonly assigned j1 processions of this nature I have ventured to do this 
not only to encourage native ambition and genius but also because I have 
never been able to perceive in what way distance (unless we suppose them at 
the end of alever, could increase the weight of learned bodies As far as I have 
been able to extend my researches among such stuffed specimens as occasion 
ally reach America I have discovered no generic differcnce between the anti 
podal Fogrum Japonmeum anithe F Americunum sufficiently common in our 
own immedate neighbourhood Yet with a becoming deference to the 
popular behef that distinctions of this sort are enhanced in value by every 
additional mile they travel I have mtermixed the names of some tolerably 
distant literary and other associations with the rest 

Tadd here also an advertisement which that it may be the more readily 
understood by those persons especially interested therein I have written in 
that curtailed and otherwise maltreated canme Latin to the writing and 
reading of which they are accustomed 


ONMNIB PER TOT ORB TERRAR CATALOG ACADEM Epp 


Minim gent diplom abinclytiss acad vest orans wit honorand operosiss , 
atsol ut sciat quant glor nom meum (dip) fort concess ) catal vest tem{ 
futur affer wl subjec addit omub titul honorar qu adh non tant opt 
quam probab put 

** Lift Unmal distine ut Pres S Hist Nat Jaai 
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HEN, more than three years ago, my talented young parish 
1oner, Mr Biglow, came to me and submitted to my anim 
adversions the first of his poems which he intended to commit to 
the more hazardous trial of a city newspaper, 16 never so much as 
entered my imagination to conceive that his productions would evcr 
bc gathered into a fair volume, and usliered into the august presence 
of the reading public by myselt So little are we short sighted 
mortals able to predict the event! I confess that there 1s to me 
a quite new satisfaction in bemg associated (though only as sleep 
ing partner) in a book which can stand by itself in an independent 
unity on the shelves of hbrames For there 1s always this draw 
back from the pleasure of printing a sermoyp, that, whereas the 
queasy stomach of this generation will not bear a discourse lonz 
cnough to make a separate volume, those religious and godly 
minded children (those Samuels, if I may call them so) of the 
bra must at first he buried in an undistinguished heap, and then 
get such resurrection as 1s vouchsated to them, mummy wrapt 
with a score of others na cheap bindmg, with no other mark ot 
distinction than the word “ Miscellaneous”? printed upon the back 
Far be it from me to claim any credit for the quite unexpected 
popularity which I am pleased to find these bucolic strains have 
attained unto If I know myself, I am measurably free from the 
itch of vamty, yet I may be allowed to say that I was not back 
ward to recognize in them a certain wild, puckery, acidulous 
(sometimes even verging toward that pomt which, in our rustic 
phrase, 18 termed shut eye) flavour, not wholly unpleasing, nor 
unwholesome, to palates cloyed with the »ugaiiness of tamed and 
cultivated frut It may be, also, that some touches of my own, 
Ba 
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here and there, may have led to their wider acceptance, albeit 
solely fiom my luger experience of literature and authorship * 

I was, at fist, melined to discourage Mi Biglow’s attempts, 
as knowing thit the desne to poctize is one of the diseases nitu 
1uly ieident to adolescence, which, if the fittmg remedics be 
not at once ind with a bold hand applicd, may become chronic, 
and render one, who might clsc have become in due time an 
ornament of the social circlc, a painful object even to nearcst 
friends and rclatives But thinking, ou 4 further experience, that 
there was a geim of promise in him which rcquned only culture 
and the pulling up of weeds fiom around 1t, I thought it best to 
set before him the acknowledged examples of English compositions 
in vise, and leave the rest to natural emulation With this view, 
I accordingly lent him some volumes of Pope ind Goldsmith, to 
the assiduous study of which he promiscd to devote lus evenness 
Not long afterward, lic biought me some veises wiitten upon th it 
model, a specimen of which 1 subjom, having changed some 
phrascs of less clegancy, ad 1 few ihymes objectionrble to the 
cultivated car The pocm consisted of childish 1emimiscenccs, 
and the sketches which follow will not secm destitute of truth 
to those whose foitunite educition begin in a country village 
And, fist, let us hang up his chaicoal , oitiait of the school 
dame 

Piopt on the marsh a dwelling new I ce 

The humble school house of my A B C 

Where well drilled urchins each behind his tire 
Waited m ranks the wished command to fire 
Phen all together when the signal came 
Discharged them a ) abs against the dame 
Daughter of Danaus who could daily pour 

In treacherous pipkms her Pierian store 

She mid the volleyed learning firm and calm 
Patted the furloughed ferule on her palin 


And, to our wonder could divine at once 
Who flashed the pan, and who was downright dunce 


There young Devotion learned to climb with ease 
Ihe gnarly limbs of Scripture family trees 

And he was most commended and admired 

Who soonest to the topmost twig perspired, 


octets dos 





* The reader curious in such matters may refer “f he can find them) tu ‘A 
Sermon preached on the Anniversary of the Dark Day,’’ ‘An Artillery Election 
Sermon,’ “A Discourse on the Late Echipse,”’ ‘Dorcas a Funeral Sermonon 
the Death of Madam Submit Tidd, Relict of the late Experience Tidd, Esq ,” 
&eo , &eo 
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Tach name was called as many various ways 

As pleased the reader s ear on different day 

bo that the weather or the ferule s stings 

Colds in the head or fifty other things 
Jransformed the helpless Hlebrew thrice aweck 
To guttural Pequot or 1.esounding Greek 

Ihe vibrant accent skipping here and there 
Just as it pleased invention or despair 

No controversial Ifebraist was the Damc, 

With or without the points pleased her the samc 
If any tyro found a name too tough 

And looked at her pnidc furmished skill enough 
She uerved her larynx for the desperate thing 
And clearcd the five barred syllables at a spiing 


Ah, dear old times! there once it was my hap 
Perched on a stool to wear the Jong, eared cap 
1rom books derraded there lI sat at ease 

A drone the envy of compulsory bces 

Rewards of merit too full many a time 

Each with its woodcut and its moral rhyme 

And pieiced half dollars hung on ribbons gay 
About my neck—to be restored next day 

JT carned home rewards as shining then 

As those which deck the hfclong pains of men 
More solid than the redemanded praise 

With which the world beribbons later days 

Ah dea: old times! how brightly ye return ! 

How rubbed afresh your phosphor traces burn! 
The ramble schoolward through dewsparkling meds 
The willow wands turned Cinderella steeds 

Lhe impromptu pinbent hook the deep remorse 

O er the chance captured minnow’s inchlong corse 
The pockets plethoric with marbles round 

Phat still a space for ball and pegtop found, 

Nor satiate yet could manage to confine 
Iforsechestnuts flagroot and the kite s woun! twine 
And hke the prophet s carpet could take in, 
Lularging still the popgun s magazine, 

‘Lhe dinner carried in the small tm pall 

Shared with the dog, whose most beseeching tail 
And dripping tongue and eager ears belied 

The assumed indifference of canine pride 

The caper homeward shortened if the cart 

Of neighbour Pomeroy trundling from the mart, 
O ertook me,—then, translated to the seat, 

I praised the steed how staunch he was and fleet, 
While the blaff farmer, with superior grin, 
Explained where horses should be thick, where thin, 
And warned me (Joke he always ha in store) 

To shun a beast that four white stockings wore 
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What a fine natural courtesy was his | 

His nod was pleasure and his full bow bliss 

How did his well thumbed hat with ardour rapt 

Tts decorous curve to every rank adapt ! 

How did it graduate with a courtly ease 

The whole long scale of social differences 

Yet so gave each his measure running o er 

None thought his own was less his neighbor s more 
The squire was flattered and the pauper knew 

Old tames acknowledged ’neath the threadbare blue! 
Dropped at the corner of the embowered lane 
Whistling I wade the knee deep leaves again, 

While eager Argus who has missed all day 

The sharer of his condescending play 

Comes Jeaping onward with a bark elate 

And boisterous tail to greet me at the gate 

That I was true in absence to our love 

Let the thick dog 8 ears in my primer prove’ 


T add only one further extract, which will possess a melancholy 
imterest to all such as have endeavoured to glean the materials of 
revolutionary history from the lips of aged persons, who took 2 
part in the actual making of it, and, finding the manufacture pio 
fitable, contmued the supply m an adequate proportion to the 
demand 


* Old Joe is gone, who saw hot Percy goad 
His slow artillery up the Concord road 
A tale which grew in wonder, year by year, 
As every time he told it Joe drew near 
To the main fight till, faded and grown gray 
The origmal scene to bolder tints gave way 
Then Joe had heard the foe’s scared double quick 
Beat on stove drum with one uncaptured stick 
And ere Death came the lengthening tale to lop, 
Himself had fired and seen a red coat drop 
Had Joe lived long enough, that scrambling fight 
Had squared more nearly with his sense of nght, 
And vanquish d Percy to complete the tale 
Had hammer’d stone for life in Concord jail ’ 


I do not know that the foregoing extracts ought not to be 
called my own rather than Mr Biglow’s, as, indeed, he maintained 
stoutly that my file had left nothmg of his mthem I should 
net, perhaps, have felt entitled to take so great hberties with 
them, had I not more than suspected an hereditary vem of poetry 
m myself, a very near ancestor having written a Latin poem m 
the Harvard Gratulatio on the accession of George the Third 
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Suffice it to sav, that, whether not satisfied with such hmited 
approbation as I could conscientiously bestow, or from a sense of 
natural aptitude, certam 1t 1s that my young fnend could never 
be induced to any further essays in this hind He affumed that 
it was to him hke writing in a foreign tongue,—that Mi Popes 
versification was like the i1egular ticking of one of Willard’. 
clocks, in which one could fancy, after long listemmg, a ecrtam 
kind of rhythm or tune, but which yet was only a poverty stricken 
tick, tick, after all,—and that he had nevei scen a sweet watcr on 
a trellis growing so fairly, or m forms s0 pleasing to his eye, as a 
fox grape over a scrub ork in a swamp He added I know not 
what, to the effect that the sweet water would only be the more 
disfigured by having its leaves starched and noned out, 1nd that 
Pegasus (so he called him) hardly looked ught with his mane and 
tul im cul papers These and other such opmmons I did not long 
stuive to eradicate, attributing them rather to a dcfective educa 
tion and senses untuned by too long familaity with purely 
natural objects, than to 1 peiverted moial sense =I was the more 
melined to this leniency smce sufficient: evidence was not to seek, 
that his verses, 1s wanting as they certamly were in classic polish 
and pot, had somehow taken hold of the public ea im a sur 
plising manner So, only scttmg him nght 1s to the quantity of 
jhe proper name Pegasus, I left him to follow the bent of lus 
natural genius 

Yet could I not surrender him wholly to the tutelage of the 
pagan (which, literally mterpreted, sigmfics village) muse without 
yct a farther cfloit for his conversion, ind to this end I resolved 
that whatever of poetic fire yet burned in myself, aided by the 
assiduous bellows of correct models, should be put m requisition 
Accordingly, when my ingenious voung parishioner brought to my 
study a copy of verses which he had wutten touching the acquis 
tion of terntory resulting from the Mexicin war, and the folly of 
leaving the question of slavery or freedom to the adjudication of 
chance, I did myself indite a short fable or apologue after the 
manner of Gay and Prior, to the end that he might see how casily 
even such subjects as he treated of were capable of a more 
refined st3le and more elegant expression Mr Buiglow’s produc- 
tion was as follows 
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THE TWO GUNNERS 


A FABLE 


Two fellas, Isrel named and Joe 
One Sundy mornin ’greed to go 
Agunnin soon s the bells wuz done 
And meetin finally begun 

So st no one wouldn t be about 
Ther Sabbath breakin’ to spy out 


Joe didn t want to go a mite 

Ife fult ez though twarnt skeercely right 
But when his doubts he went to speak on 
Isrel he up and called him Deacon 

An kep apokin fun hke sin 

An’ then arubbin ont in 

Mill Joe less skeered o doin wrong 

Jhan bein laughed at went alony, 


Past noontime they went trampm rounJd 
An nary thing to pop at found 

1il] fairly tired o their spree 

‘Lhey leaned their guns agin a tree 

An jest ez they wuz settin down 

To take their noonin Joe looked roun 
And see (across lots in a pond 

That warn t more n twenty rod beyond) 
A goose that on the water sot 

Ez ef awaitin to be shot 


Isrel he ups and grabs his gun 

Sezhe By ginger heres some fun! ° 
Dont fire, sez Joe it aint no use 

That s Deacon Peleg s tame wild goose 

Sez Isre] 1 don t care a cent 

I ve sighted an Illlether went ’ 

Bung ! went queen’s arm, ole gander flopped 

llis wings a spell an’ quorked an dropped 


Sez Joe “I wouldnt ha been hired 
At that poor critter to ha fired, 

But sence it s clean gin up the ghost, 
We Ii hev the tallest kind o’ roast; 

I guess our waistbands ‘ll be tight 
’Fore it comes ten o’clock ternight ”* 


‘*T won't agree to no such bender,’’ 
Sez Isrel “keep it till it’s tender ; 
’Taint wuth a snap afore it's ripe ’* 

Sez Joe, ‘ Id jest ez lives eat tripe; 
You atr a buster ter suppose 

I'd eat what makes me hole my nose! ” 
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So they disputed to an fro 
Till cunnin Isrel sez to Joe 

‘Don t less stay here an play the foo! 
Less wait tall both on us git cool 
Jest for a day or two less hide 2t 
An then toss up and so decide 1t 

Agreed! *? sez Joe an so they did, 

An the ole goose waz safely nd 


Now twuz the hottest kind o’ weather 
An when at last they come together 
It didn t sigmfy which won 

Fer all the mischief hed ben done 

The goose wuz there but fer his soul 
Joe wouldn t ha tetched it with a pole 
But Isrel kind o hked the smell! on t 
Au made jis dinner very well on t 


My own humble attempt wis m manner and form following, 
and I pimt ut here, I sincerely trust, out of no vain glory, but 
solcly with the hope of domg good 


LEAVING THE MATTER OPEN 


A TAIE 


By Homer WiiBur, AM 


Two brothers once an ill matched pair 
Together dwelt (no matter where) 

lo whom an Uncle Sam or some one 

Tlad left a house and farm in common 

ihe two in principles and habits 

Were different as rats from rabbits 

Stout Farmer North with frugal care 

Laid up provision for his heir 

Not scorning with hard sun browned hands 
To scrape acquaintance with his lands , 
Whatever thing he had to do 

Tie did and made it pay him, too, 

He sold his waste stone by the pound, 

His drains made water wheels spin round, 
His ice in summer time he sold 

His wood brought profit when ‘twas cold, 
He dug and delved from morn till night, 
Strove to make profit squkre with right, 
Lived on his means, cut no gx at dash, 
And paid his debts in honest cash 
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On tother hand his brother South 

Lived very much from hand to mouth 
Played gentleman nursed dainty hands 
Borrowed North s money on his lands 

And culled his morals and his graces 

From cock pits bar rooms fights, and races 
His sole work in the farming line 

Was keeping droves of long legged swine 
Which brought grea bothers and expenses 
To North in looking after fences 

And when they happened to break through 
Cost him both time and temper too 

kor South insisted it was plain 

He ought to drive them home again 

And North consented to the work 

Because he loved to buy cheap pork 


Meanwhile South s swine increasing fast 
His farm became too small at last 

So having thought the matter over 

And feeling bound to live mn clover 

And never pay the clover s worth 

He said one day to brother North — 


* Our families are both increasing 

And though we labour without ceasmg 
Our produce soon will be too scant 

lo keep our children out of want 

‘Lhey who wish fortune to be lasting 
Must be both prudent and forecasting, 
We soon shall need more land a lot 

IT know that cheaply can be bo t 

You lend the cash I'll buy the acres 
And we 1] be equally partakers 


Poor North whose Anglo Saxon blood 
Gave him a hankenng after mud, 

Wavered a moment then consented 

And when the cash was paid repented 

To make the new land worth a pin 
Thought he it must be all fenced in 

For if South’s swine once get the run on ¢ 
No kinu of farming can be done on’t 

Tf that don t suit the other side 

’Tis best we instantly divide 


But somehow South could ne'er incline 
This way or that to run the line, 

And always found some new pretence 
’Gainst setting the division fence 

At last he said — 
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Tor peace’s sake 
Liberal concessions I will make 
Though I believe upon my soul 
I ve a just title to the whole 
I ll make an offer which I call 
Gen rous —we ll have no fence at all 
Then both of us, whene er we choose 
Can take what part we want to use 
If you should chance to need 1t first 
Pick you the best I J] take the worst *’ 


‘Agreed! cned North; thought he this fall 
With wheat and rye I ll sow it all 

In that way I shall get the start 
And South may whistle for his part 

So thought so done the field was sown, 
And winter having come and gone 

Sly North walked bhthely forth to spy 

The progress of his wheat and rye 

Heavens what a sight' his brother’s swme 
Had asked themselves all out to dine 

Such gruntmg munching rooting shoving 
The soil seemed all alive and moving 
As for his grain such work they made on t 
He couldn t spy a single blade on t 


Off in a rage he rushed to South 
My wheat and rye’ —gnef choked his mouth 
Pray don’t mind me ” said South _ but plant 
All of the new land that you want, 
‘ yes but your hogs ’ cried North 


‘The grain 
Won t hurt them ’ answered South again 
** But they destroy my grain, 


** No doubt 
’Tis fortunate you've found it out ; 
Misfortunes teach and only they 
You must not sow it in their way ’ 

‘Nay you, says North, ‘ must keep them out 

* Did I create them with a snout?” 
Asked South demurely ‘ as agreed, 
The land 18 open to your seed 
And would you fain prevent my pigs 
From running there their harmless ngs > 
God knows I view this compromise 
With not the most approving eyes 
I gave up my unquestioned rights 
I or sake of quiet days and mehts 
I offered then you know ‘tis true, 
To cut the piece of Jandin two ° 
** Then cut it now,’ growls North 
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“ Abate 
Your heat says South “tis now too late 
J oftered you the rocky corner 
But you of your own good the scorncr 
Refused to take it Iam sorry 
No doubt you might have found a quarry 
terhaps a gold mine for aught I know, 
Containin,, heaps of native rhino 
You can ¢ expect me to resign 
My night ’—— 


But where ’ quoth North “ are mme? 
“Your nmghts saystother well that s funny 
J bought the land —~— 


* I pud the money 
‘That answered South 1s from the point 
The ownership you Il grant is joint 
lm _ ure my only hope an | tiust 1s 
Not Jaw so much as abstract justice 
lhough youremember twas agreed 
That so and so—consult the deed 
Objections now are out of date 
They might have answered once but Fate 
Quashes them at the point we ve got to 
Obsta principrs, that s my motto 
So saying South began to whistle 
And looked as obstinate as gristle, 
While North went homeward each brown j aw 
Clenched hke a knot of natural law, 
And all the while in either ear 
Heard something clicking wondrous clear 


To turn now to other matters, there are two things upon which 
1t would seem fitting to dilate somewhat more largely in thus place, 
—the Yankee characte: and the Yankce dialect And, first, of the 
Yankee character, which has wanted neither open malignes, nor 
even more dangerous enemies in the pcrsons of those unskilful 
paimters who have given to it that hardness, angularity, and want 
of proper perspective, which, im truth, belonged, not to their 
subject, but to their own miggard and unskilful pencil 

New England was not so much the colony of a mother country, 
as a Hagar driven forth mto the wilderness The httle self exiled 
band which came hither in 1620 came, not to seek gold, but to 
found a democracy They came that they might have the pnvi 
lege to work and pray, to sit upon hard benches and listen to 
pamful preachers as long as they would, yea, even unto thirty 
seventhly, af the spirit so willed it And surely, if the Greek 
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might botst lis Theirmopyle, where thice hundied men fell in 
resisting the Persian, we may well be proud of om Plymouth 
Rock, where a hudful of men, women, rnd cliidren, not merely 
faced but vanquished, wintcr, famime, the wilderness, and the yet 
more invincible stoige that drew them back to fhe green island far 
away These found no lotus growing upon the surly shoue, the 
taste of which could make them forget then little native Ithaca, 
nor were they so wanting to themselves in faith as to buin then 4 
slup, but could sec the far west wind belly the homeward sail, 
and then turn umepiming to ¢1 ipple with the teamble Unknown 
As Want was the prime foe thcse hardy caodists had to fortiess 
{hcimsclvcs ig unst, so it is little wondcx if that traditional feud 15 
Jong in wcating out of the stock ‘Lhe wounds of the old warfare 
wore long aheuimg, ind an cast wand of hard times puts a new 
whe im every onc of them ‘Thrift was the first Icsson m their 
hoinbook, pointcd out, lite: after Ietta, by the lean finger of the 
hird schoolmaste:, Necessity Neither were those plump 10sy 
eullod knglishmen that eunc lithe, but + haid faced, atiabilious, 
curncst cyed race, stifl fiom long wrestling with the Loid m 
prayei, and who had taught Satan to dread the new Puritan hug 
Add two hundied yea1s’ influence of soil, climate, and exposure, 
with its necessary rcsult of idiosyncrasies, and we have the 
present Yankee, full of expedients, half master of all traacs, in 
ventive in all but the beautiful, full of shifts, not yet capable of | 
comfort, armed at all pomts agamst the old enemy Hunger, 
longanimous, good at prtching, not so caieful for what 1s bcst as 
for wlat will do, with a clasp to lus purse and a button to hus 
pocket, not skilled to build .gainst Time, as in old countrics, but 
against sore pressing Necd, accustomed to move the world with 
no rod ord but his own two fect, and no lever but his own long | 
forecast A strange hybiid, mdecd, did circumstance beget, hue | 
m the New Wold, upon the old Puutan stoch, and the earth | 
never before saw such mystic piacticalism, such niggard genuality, | 
such calculating fanaticism, such cast non enthusiasm, such sour 
faced humow, such close fitted generosity This new Greyulis 
esurvens Will make + living out of anything He will mvent new 
trades us wellas tools Hus brain 1s his capital, and he wall get 
education at all risks Put him on Juan Fernandez, and he would 
make a spelling book fist, and a salt pan afterword Jn coelam 
jusseres, .b1¢,—o1 the other way either,—ait 1s all one, so anythmg 
isto be got by it Yet, after all, sin, speculative Jonathan 1s 
more like the Englishman of two centuries ago than John Bull 
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himself is He has lost somewhat m solidity, has become fluent 
and adaptable, but more of the orginal groundwork of character 
remams He feels more at home with Fulke Greville, Herbert ox 
Cherbury, Quarles, George Herbert, and Browne, than with his 
modern English cousms He is nearer than John, by at least a 
hundred years, to Naseby, Marston Moor, Worcester, and the 
time when, if ever, there were true Englishmen John Bull has 
suffered the idea of the Invisible to be very much fattened out of 
hm Jonathan 1s conscious stall that he lives in the world of the 
Unseen as well as of the Seen ‘To move John you must make 
your fulcrum of solid beef and pudding, an abstract idea will do 
for Jonathan. 


*,* TO THE INDULGENT READER 


My fmend, the Reverend Mr Wilbur having been seived with a dangerous 
fit of uIness before this introduction had pa.sed through the press and being 
incapacitated for all literary exertion sent to me his notes memoranda &c 
and requested me to fashion them mto some shape more fittmg for the 
general eye This owing to the fragmentary and disjomted state of his 
manuseripts I have felt wholly unable to do yet being unwilling that the 
reader should be deprived of such parts of ns lucubrations as seemcd more 
fimshed and not well discerning how to segregate these from the rest I have 
concluded to send them all to the prcss precisely as they are 


CoLtumsus Nreg 
Pastor of a Church in Bungtown Corne) 


It remais to speak of the Yankee dialect And, first, 1 may 
be premised, in a general way, that any one much read im the 
writings of the early colonists necd not be told that the far greate: 
share of the words and phrases now esteemed peculiar to New 
England, and local there, were brought from the mother country 
A person fambar with the dialect of certam portions of Mas 
sachusetts will not fail to recognize, in ordinary discourse, many 
words now noted im English vocabularies as archaic, the greater 
part of which were im common use about the time of the King 
James translation of the Biblu Shakespeare stands less in need 
of a glossary to most New Englanders than to many a native of 
the Old Country The peculiarities of our speech, however, are 
rapidly wearing out As there is no country where reading 1s so 
universal and newspapers are so multitudimous, so no phrase 
remams long local, but 1s transplanted in the mail bags to every 
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remotest corner ofthe land Consequently our dialect approaches 
nearer to uniformity than that of any othe: nation 

The Englsh have complamed of us for commg nucw words 
Many of those so stigmatized were old ones by them forgotten, 
and all make now an unquestioned part of the currency, wherever 
English is spoken Undoubtedly, we have a mght to make new 
words, as they are needed by the fresh aspects under which hfe 
presents itself here m the New World, and, mdeed, wherever a 
language 18 alive, it grows It might be questioned whether we 
could not establish a stronger title to the ownership of thc 
English tongue than the mother islanders themselves Here, past 
all question, 1s to be its great home and centre And not only 
1s 1t already spoken here by greater numbers, but with a far 
lugher popular average of correctness, than in Britain The great 
writers of 1t, too, we might claim as ours, were ownership to be 
settled by the number of 1eaders and lovers 

As regaids the provincialisms to be met with im this volume, I 
may say that the reader will not find one which 1s not (as I 
believe) either native or imported with the early settlers, nor one 
which I have not, with my own cars, heard in familiar use In 
the metrical portion of the book, 1 have endeavoured to adapt the 
spelling as nearly as possible to the ordimary mode of pronuncia 
tion Let the reader who deems me over particular remembu 

“this caution of Martial — 


Quem reestas, meus est O Fidentene Isbellus 3 
Sed male cum veritas wncipit esse tutes 


A few furthe: explanatory remarks will not be impertinent 

I shall barely lay down a few general rules for the reade.’s 
guidance 

1 The genuine Yankee never gives the rough sound to the» 
when he can help it, and often displays considerable ingenuity m 
avoiding it even before a vowel 

2 He seldom sounds the final g, a piece of self demal, if we 
consider his partiality for nasals The same of the final d, as han’ 
and stan’ for hand and stand 

3 The 4 m such words as wihtle, when, where, he omits alto 
gether 

4 In regard to a, he shows some inconsistency, somctimes 
giving a close and obscure sound, as dev for have, hendy for handy, 
ez for as, thet for that, and again giving 4 the broad sound it has 
in father, as hdnaome for handsome, 
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5 Tothe sound ou he prefixes ane (hard to exemplify other 
wise than orally) 
The following passige in Shakspeare he would reeite thus — 


Neow js the winta uv eour discontent 

Med glorious summa by this sun o’ Yock, 

An all the cleouds thet leoweied upun eour heouse 
In the deep buzzum 0 the oshin buried 

Neow air eour breows beound ith victorious wreaths 
Lour breused arms hung up fer monimunce 

Eour stain alarums changed to merry meetins 

Lour dreffle marches to dehghtful measures 

Grim visaged war heth smeuthed his wrinkled flout 
An neow instido mountin barebid steeds 

To fright the rouls o ferfle edvcursenes, 

Tie capers nimly in a lady s chémber, 

To the lascivious pleasm uv a loot 


6 du, nw such words as danghte: and slaughter, he pronounces 
ah 


7 To the dish thus seasoned add a diaw! ad lidetum 


{Mr Wulbur s notes here become entirely fragmentary —C N ] 


a Unable to procuie a likeness of Mr Biglow, I thought the 
cu1lous reader might be gratified with a sight of the editoul 
effigics And here a choice between two was offered—the one & 
profile (entirely black) cut by Doyle, the other a portrait painted 
by a native artist of much promise ‘Lhe fiist of these seemed 
Wanting 1m expression, and m the second a slight obliquity of the 
visual organs has been heightencd (perhaps from an over desire 
of force on the part of the artist) into too close an approach to 
actual stiabismus ‘This slight divergence in my optical apparatus 
fiom the ordinary model—howeve: I may have been taught to 
regard it in the light of a mercy rither than a cross, since It 
cnabled me to gise as much of directness and personal application 
to my discourses as met the wants of my congiegation, without 
rish of offending any by beg supposed to have him or her in my 
eye (as the saying 1s)—scenied yct to Mrs Wilbur a sufficiert 
objection to the engraving of the aforesaid pamting We read of 
many who either absolutely refused to allow the copying of then 
features, as especially did Plotinus and Agesilaus among the 
ancients, not to mention the more modein mstances of Scioppius, 
Paleottus, Pinellus, Velserus, Gatakex, and others, or were 
indifferent thereto, as Cromwell 
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B Yet was Caesar desirous of concealmg lus baldness Pe, 
contra, my Lord Protector’s carefulness in the matter of bis wart 
might be cited Men generally more desirous of bemg emp oved 
in ther portraits than characters Shall probably find very un 
flattercd likenesses of ourselves in Recording Angel’s gallcry 


y Whether any of our national peculiarities may be traced to 
our use of stoves, as a certam closeness of the lips i pronuncia 
tion, and a smothered smouldermgness of disposition, seldom 
r1ouscd to open flamc? An unrestramed intercourse with fire 
probably conducive to generosity and hospitality of soul Ancient 
Mexicans used stoves, as the friar Augustin Ruz reports, Hakluyt, 
III , 468,—but Popisn priests not always reliable authonty 

To day picked my Isabella grapes Crop mjured by attacks of 
rose bug the sprmg Whether Noah was justifiable in pieserv 
mz this class of msects ? 


é Concerning Mr Biglow’s pedigice ‘Tolerably certam that 
‘there was never a poet among his ancestors An ordination hymn 
attributed to a matcrnal uncle, but perhaps a sort of production 
not demanding the creative faculty 

His grandtather a paimter of the grandiosc or Michael Angelo 
school Seldom painted objects smaller than houses or barns, and 
these with uncommon expiession 


e Of the Wilburs no complete pedigree The crest said to be 
a wild boar, wheuce, perhaps, the name (?) A connection with 
the Karls of Wilbraham (guasz wild boar ham) might be made out. 
This suggestion worth tollowmg up In 1677, John W m 


Expect ——, had issue, 1 John, 2 Haggai, 3 Expect, 4 Ruha 
mah, 6 Desire 


Hear lyes y* bodye of Mra Expect Wilber 

¥e crewell salvages they Wil d her 

Together wt other Christian .vles eleaven, 
October y* ix daye, 3707, 


G 
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Ye stream of Jordan sh as crost ore 
And now expeacts me on y¢ other shor 
1 live 1» hope her soon ta join 
Her earthlye yeeres were forty and nme 
From Gravestone in Pelussett North parish 


This 18 unquestionbly the same Jobn who afteiward (1711) 
maiied Tabitha Hagg o1 Ragg 

But if this were the case, she seems to have died carly , for 
only three years after, namcly, 1714, we have evidence thit he 
maiuied Winfred, daughter of Licutenant Tipping 

Ue seems to have been a mw of substance, for we find hin m 
1696 conveymg “one undivided eightieth prrt of a salt mcadow ” 
in Yabbok, and he commanded a sloop in 1702 

Those who doubt the importance of gencalogici studies /uste 
potins quam argumento erudiendt 

J trace him as far as 1728, and there lose liam = In that yea he 
was chosen selectman 

No giavestone Perhaps overthrown when new hearse house 
was built, 1802 

He was probably the son of John, who came from Bulham 
Comit Salop circa 1642 

This fust John was a man of considerable importance, beng 
twice mentioned with the honourable prefix of Mr im the town 
records Name spelt with two /s 

Hear lyeth y bod [stone unhappily broken } 
Mr Thon Willber [Esq] [J tnclose this in brachets as doubtful 
To me it seems clear } 
Ob t dhe (tllegeble looks hile xvi] iii [p70b 1693 } 
paynt 
deseased seinte 
A friend and (fathJer untoe all ye opreast, 
Hlee gave y wicked familists noe reast 
When Sat{an bljewe his Antinomian blaste 
Wee clong to [Wilber as a steadtjast maste 
{[Algaynst y* horrid Qua(kers] 

It 1s greatly to be lamented that this curious epitaph 18 muti 
lated It 1s said that the sacrilegious Butish soldiers made a 
target of this stone during the war of Independence How odious 
an animosity wlich pauses not at the grave! How brutal that 
which spares not the monuments of authentic history! This 1s 
not impiobably from the pen of Rev Moody Pyram, who 1s 
mentioned by Hubbard as having been noted for a silver vein of 
poctry If lus papers be still extant, a copy might possibly be 
recovered 
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No. I 
A LETTER 


FROM MR EZEKIEL BIGLOW OF JAALAM TO THE HON JOSEPH 
T BUCKINGHAM, EDITOR OF THE BOSTON COURIER, INCLOSING 
A POEM OF HIS SON, MR HOSEA BIGLOW 


JAYLEM, June 1846 


Mister Eppyter —Our Hosea wuz down to Boston last week, 
and he see a cructin Saryunt a struttim round as popler as a hen 
with 1 chicking, with 2 fellers a drummuin and fifin arter him hke 
all nater the saryunt he thout Hosea hedn’t gut his 1 teeth cut 
cos he looked a kindo’s though he’d jest com down, so he cal’lated 
to hook him in, but Hosy woodn’t take none o’ his sarse for all he 
hed much as 20 Rooster’s tales stuck onto his hat and eenamost 
enuf brass a bobbin up and down on his shoulders and figureed 
onto his coat and trousis, let alone wut nater hed sot m his 
featers, to make a 6 pounder out on 

wal, Hosea he com home considerabal nled, and arter I’d gone 
to bed I heern Him a thrashin round like a short taled Bull in 
fi time The old Woman ses she to me ses she, Zekle, ses she, 
our Hosee’s gut the chollery or suthin another ses she, don’t you 
Bee skeered, ses J, he’s oney amakin pottery * ses 1, he’s ollers 
on hand at that ere busynes hkhe Da & martin, and shure enuf, 
cum mornm, Hosy he cum down stares full chizzle, hare on eend 
and cote tales flym, and sot mte of to go reed his varses to Parson 
Wilbur bem he hamt aney grate shows 0’ book larnn himself, 
bimeby he cum back and sed the parson wuz drefile tickled with 
em as I hoop you will Be, and said they wuz True gnt 

Hosea ses taint hardly fair to call ‘em hisnfaow, cos the parson 


* Aut insamél, aut erect fact —H, We 
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hind ’o sheked off sum o’ the last varses, but he told Hosee he 
didnt want to put his ore in to tetch to the Rest on’em, bein they 
wuz verry well As thay wuz, and then Hosy ses he sed suthin a 
nuther about Simplex Mundishes or sum sech feller, but I guess 
Hosea kind o’ didn’t hear him, fo: I never hearn 0’ nobody o° thit 
name in this villadge, and ]’ve lived here man and boy 76 year 
cum next tatur digging, and thar aint nowheres a kitting spryer’n 
I be 

If you print ’em I wish you’d jest let folks know who hosy’s 
father 1s, cos my ant Keziah used to say 1t’» nater to be cuus 
ses she, she aint ivi though and hes a likely kind o’ lad 


EZEKIEL BIGLOW 


THRASH away, you'll kev to 1attle 
On them kittle diums o’ yourn,— 
*Tamt a knowin’ hind o’ cattle 
Thet 1s hetehed with mouldv ¢ in 
Put in stiff, you fifer feller, 
Let folk see how spry you be,— 
Guess you'll toot till you are yeller 
’Fore vou git ahold o’ me! 


‘Lhet air flag’s a leetle rotten, 
Hope it amt your Sunday’s best ,— 
Fact' 1¢ takes a sight 0’ cotton 
To stuff out a sogei’s chest 
Sence we farmers hev to pay fe1’t, 
Ef you must wear humps like these, 
Sposin’ you should try salt hay fer’t, 
It would du ez slick ez grease 


*Twouldn’t suit them Southun fellers, 
They’re a drefile graspin’ set, 
We must ollers blow the bellers 
Wen they want their zrons het , 
May be 1t’s all right ez preachin’, 
But my narves it kind o’ grates, 
Wen I see the overreachin’ 
O’4hem nigger drivin’ States 
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Them thet rule us, them slave traders, 
Haint they cut a thunder swaith, 
(Helped by Yankee renegaders, ) 
Thru the vartu o’ the North! 
We begin to think 1t’s nater 
To take sarse an’ not be nled ,— 
Who'd expect to sce a tate 
All on eend at bein’ biled ” 


Ez fer war, I call 1¢ murder,— 
There you hev 1¢ plam an’ flit, 
I don’t want to go no furden 
Than my Testyment fer that , 
God hez said so plump an’ fanly, 
Tt’s ez long ev 1t 1s broad, 
Av’ yow’ve gut to git up anly 
Ef you want to take m God 


*Taint vou eppyletts an’ feathers 
Make the thing a grain more 1icht 
Taint vfollerin’ your bell wetheis 
Will excuse ye in His sight, 
Tf you take a swoid w’ dior it, 
Aw’ go stick + feller thiu, 
Guv’ment aint to answer for if, 
God’ll send the bill to you 


Wut’s the use 0’ meetin’ goin’ 
Every Sabbath, wet or drv, 
Ef it’s right to go amowm’ 
Feller men like oats an’ rve ? 
I dunno but wut it’s pooty 
Jramuin’ round 1n bobtail coats,— 
But 1t’s curus Christian dooty 
‘Lhis ’ere cuttin’ folks’s throats 


They may talk o’ Freedom’s airy 

Tell they’re pupple m the facc,— 
Ji’s a grand gret cemetary 

Fer the barthnghts of our raec, 
They jest want this Californy 

So’s to lug new slave states in 
To abuse ye, an’ to seorn ‘ye, 

An’ to plunder ye like gin 
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Aunt 1t cute to see a Yankec 
Take sech everlastin’ pains, 
All to git the Devil’s thankee, 
Helpin’ on em’ weld then chaims ? 
Wy, it’s jest ez clear ez figgers, 
Clear ez onc an’ one make two, 
Chaps thet m ike black slaves o’ mz,ers 
Want to make wite slaves 0’ )ou 


Tell ye jest the eend I’ve come to 
Arter cipherin’ plaguy smart, 
An’ 1t makes a handy sum, tu, 
Any gump could larn by heart , 
Laborin’ man an’ laborin’ woman 
Hev one glory an’ one shame, 
Kiv’y thin’ thet’s done inhuman 
Injers all on ’em the same 


*Taint by turnim’ out to hack folks , 
You’re agom’ to git your nght, 
Nor by lookin’ down on black folks 

Coz you’re put upon by wite, 
Slavery aint o’ nary color, 

’Taint the hide thet makes 1t wus, 
All it keers fer in a feller 

’S jest to make him fill its pus 


Want to tackle me m, du ye ? 
I expect you'll hev to wait , 
Wen cold lead puts dayhght thru yo 
You'll begin to kal’late 
*Spose the crows wun’t fall to pickin’ 
All the carkiss from your bones, 
Coz you helped to give a lickin’ 
To them poor half Spamsh drones ? 


Jest go home an’ ask our Nancy 
Wether I'd be sech a goose 

Ez to jine ye,—guess you'd fancy 
The etarnal bung wuz loose ! 

She wants me fer home consumption, 
Let alone the hav’s to mow,— 

Ef you’re after folks o? gumption, 
You’ve a darned long row ta hoe 
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Take them editors thet’s crow’ 
Like a cockerel three months old,— 
Don’t hetch any on ’em goin’, 
Though they de so blasted bold, 
Aint they a prime lot o’ fellers ? 
Fore they thmk on’t they will sprout, 
(Like a peach thet’s got the yellers,) 
With the meanness bustin’ out 


Wal, go ’long to help ’em stealin’ 
Bigger pens to cram with slaves, 

Help the men thet’s ollers dealin’ 
Insults on your fathers’ graves , 

Help the strong to grind the feeble, 
Help the many agin the few, 

Help the men thet call your people 
Witewashed slaves an’ peddln’ crew! 


Massachusetts, God forgive her, 
She’s akneelin’ with the rest, 
She, thet ough’ to ha’ clung fer ever 
In hor grand old eagle nest, 
She thet ough’ to stand so fearless 
Wile the wracks are round her hurled, 
Holdin’ up a beacon pecrless 
To the oppressed of all the world! 


Hamnt they sold your colored seamen ? 
Haint they made your env’ys wiz? 

Wut’) make ye act hke freemen? 
Wul’\l gt your dander nz? 

Come, Pl tell ye wut I’m thinkin’ 
Is our dooty 1m this fix, 

They’d ha’ done ’t ez quick cz wink’ 
In the days 0’ seventy six 


Clang the bells in every steeple, 
Call all true men to disown 

The tradoocers of our people, 
The enslavers 0’ their own , 

Let our dear old Bay State proudly 
Put the trumpet to her mouth 

Let herring this messidge londly 
Tn the ears of all the South — 
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*“ T’ll return ye good fer evil 
Much ez we frail mortils can, 
But I wun’t go help the Devil 
Makin’ man the cus o’ man, 
Call me coward, call me traiter, 
Jest ez suits your mean idees,— 
Heie I stand a tyrant hater, 
An’ the friend o’ God an’ Peace!” 


Ef I'd my way I hed ruther 

We should go to work an’ part,— 
They take one way, we toke t other,— 

Guess 1t wouldn’t break my heart , 
Man had ough’ to put asunder 

Them thet God has noways jined , 
Aw I shouldn’t gretly wonder 

Ef there’s thousands 0’ my mind 


[The fist recruiting sergeant on record I conceive to have been that 1odi 
vidual who 1s mentioned in the Book of Job as going to and fro in the earth 
and walking up and downtntét Bishop Latimer will have him to have been a 
mishop but to me that other callmg would appear more congenial The sect 
of Cainites is not yet extinct who esteemed the first born of Adam to be the 
most worthy not only because of that privilege of primogeniture but 
inasmuch as he was able to overcome and slay his younger brother That 
was a wise saying of the famous Marquis Pescara to the Papal Legate that :/ 
was impossble for men to serve Mars and Christ at the same time = Yet intime 
past the profession of aims was judged to be Kat é€ox yy that ofa gentleman 
nor does this opimon want fur strenuous upholders even in our day Must we 
suppose then that the profession of Christianity was only intended for losels 
or at best to afford an opening for plebeian ambition? Or shall we hold with 
that nice y metaphysical Pomeranian, Captain Vratz who was Count Konigs 
mark s chief instrument in the murder of Mr Thynne that the Scheme of 
Salvation has been arranged with an especial eye to the necessities of the 
upper classes and that God would consider a gentleman and deal with him 
suitably to the condition and profession he had placed himim”? It may be 
said of us all, Azemplo plus quam ratwne vivamus —H W ] 
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No Il 
A LETTER 


FROM MR HOSEA BIGLOW TO THI HON J T BUCKINGHAM, 
EDITOR OF THE BOSION COURIER, COVERING A LLTTER 
FROM MR 3B SAWIN, PRIVATE IN THL MASSACITUSLITS 
REGIMENT 


[This letter of Mr Sawin s was not onlgimally written in verse Mr Biglow 
thinking 1t peculiarly susceptible of metrical adornment tianslited 1t so to 
speak into his own vernacular tongue This is not the time to consider the 
question whether rhyme be a mode of express on natual to the human race 
If leisure from other and more important avocations be granted I will handle 
the matter more at large n an append, to the present volume In this place 
I will barely remark that I have sometimes noticed in the unlanguaged prat 
times of infants a fondness for alliteration assonance and even rhyme in 
which natural predisposition we may trace the three degrees through which 
our Anglo Saxon verse rose to 1ts culmination in the poetry of Pope I would 
not be understood as questioning m these remarks that pious theory which 
supposes that children if left entircly to themselves would naturally discourse 
m Hebrew lor this the authority of one experiment 1» claimed and I could 
with Sir Thomas Browne desire it4 establishment, masmuch as the acquire 
ment of that sacred tongue would thereby be faciltatcd Iam aware that 
Herodotus states the conc lusion of Psammeticus to have been in favour of a 
dialect ofthe Phrygian But beside the chance that a tnal of this importance 
would hardly be blessed to a Pagan monarch whose only motive was curiosity, 
we have on the Hebrew side the comparatively recent mvestigation of James 
the Fourth of Scotland I will add to this prefatory remark that Mr Sawin 
though a native of Janlam has never been a stated attendant on the rehgious 
exercises of my congregation I consider my humble efforts prospered in 
that not one of my sheep hath ever indued the wolf's clothing of war save 
for the comparatively innocent diversion of a militia training Not that my 
flock are backward to undergo the hardships of d«fensive warfare They serve 
cheerfully in the great army which fights even unto death pro ari et focis, 
accoutred with the spade the axe, the plane the sledge the spelling book, 
and other such effectual weapons against want and ignorance asd unthrife I 
have taught them (under God) to esteem our human institutions as but tents 
of a night to be stricken whenever Truth puts the bugle to her lips and 
s0unds & march to the heights of wider viewed intelhgence and more perfect 
organization -—H W ] 


Mister Bucxrum, the follerin Billet was writ hum by a 
Yung feller of our town that wuz cussed fool enuff to goe atrottm 
inter Miss Cliff arter a Drum and fife it ain’t Nater for a feller 
to let on that he’s sick o’ any bigmess that He went intu off his 
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own free will and a Cord, but I rather cal’late he’s middlin tired 
o’ voluntearimm By this Time I bleeve u may put dependunts on 
his statemence For I never heerd nothin bad on him let Alone 
his havm what Parson Wilbur cals a pongshong for cocktales, and 
he ses 1t wuz a soshiashun of idees sot him agoun arter the Crootin 
Sargient cos he wore a cocktale onto his hat 

his Folks gin the letter to me andi shew 1t to parson Wilbur 
and he ses 1t oughter Bee*printed send It to mister Buckmum, 
ses he, 1 don’t ollers agree with him, ses he, but by Time,* ses he, 
I du hke a feller that ain’t a Feared 

I have intusspussed a Few refleckshuns hear and thar We're 
kind o’ prest with Haym 

Ewers respecfly 
HOSEA BIGLOW 


Turs kind 0’ sogeim’ aint a mite hke our October tfaimin’, 

A chap could clear nght out fiom therc ef’t only looked lke 
rainin’, 

An’ th’ Cunnles, tu, could kiver up their shappoes with bandanners, 

An’ send the insines shootin’ to the bar room with their banners, 

(Fear o’ gittin’ on ’em spotted,) an’ a feller could cry quarter 

Ef he fired away lus ramrod arter tu much rum an’ water 

Recollect wut fun we hed, you’n’ I an’ Ezry Hollis, 

Up there to Waltham plam last fall, along 0’ the Cornwallis ? ¢ 

This sort 0’ thing aint yest hke thet,—I wish thet I wuz furder,—t 

Nimepunce a day fer killin’ folks comes kind o’ low fer murder, 

(Wy [’ve worked out to slarterin’ some fer Deacon Cephas Billins, 

An’ in the hardest tames there wuz I ollers tetched ten shillins,) 

There’s sutthin’ gits nto my throat thet makes 1t hard to swaller, 

It comes so nateral to think about a hempen collar , 

It’s glory,—but, in spite o’ all my trym’ to git callous, 

I feel a kmd o’ m a cart, aridin’ to the gallus 


* Jn relation to this expression, I cannot bat think that Mr Biglow has 
been too hasty in attributing it to me Though Time be a comparatively 
innocent personage to swear by and though Longinus m his discourse 
Tepe 'Ywoug has commended timely oaths as not only a useful but sublime 
figure of speech yet I have always kept my lips free from that abomination 
Od: profanum vulgus, I hate your swearing and hectoring fellows —H W 

+ i hait the Site of a feller with a muskit as I do pizn But their ts fun to a 
cornwallis 1 aint agoin’ to deny 1t ~H B 

t he means Not quite so fur I guess —H B 
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But wen it comes to des’ killed,—I tell ye I felt streaked 

The fust time ’tever I found out wy baggonets wuz peaked , 

Here’s how it wuz I started out to go to a fandango, 

The sentimul he ups an’ sez, “ Thet’s furder ’an you can go ” 

“ Noneo’ your sarse,” sez 1, sez he, “Stan” back!” “Amt you a 
buster P ” 

Sez I, “I’m up to all thet air, I guess I’ve been to muster , 

I know wy sentinuls air sot, you aint dgoin’ to eat us 

Caleb hamt no monopoly to court the seenoreetas , 

My folks to hum air full ez good ez hisn be, by golly!” 

An’ so ez I wuz goin’ by, not thinkin’ wut would folly, 

The everlastin’ cus he stuck his one pronged pitchfork in me 

An’ made a hole nght thru my close ez ef I wuz an m’my 


Wal, it beats all how big I felt hoorawm’ in ole Funnel 

Wen Mister Bolles he gin the sword to our Leftenant Cunnle, 

(It’s Mister Secondary Bolles,* thet wrt the prize peace essay , 

Thet’s why he didn’t list himself along o’ us, I dessay,) 

An’ Rantoul, tu, talked pooty loud, but don’t put As foot im it, 

Coz human lifc’s so sacred thet he’s principled agm 1,— 

Though I myself can’t rightly see 1t’s any wus achokmm’ on ’em, 

Than puttin’ bullets thiu ther lights, or with a bagnet pokin’ on 
em, 

How drefile slick he reeled 1t off, (ike Bhtz at our lyceum 

Ahaulin’ nbbins from his chops so quick you skeercely see ’em,) 

About the Anglo Saxon race (an’ saxons would be handy 

To du the burym’ down here upon the Rio Grandy), 

About our patriotic pas an’ our star spangled banner, 

Our country’s bird alookin’ on an’ singin’ out hosanner, 

Aw’ how he (Mister B himsclf) wuz happy fer Amenky,— 

T fult, ez sister Patience sez, a leetle mite histcrichy 

I felt, I swon, ez though it wuz a drefile kind 0’ privilege 

Atrampin’ round thru Boston streets among the gutter’s drivelage, 

T act’lly thought 1t wuz a treat to hear a little drummm’, 

Aw’ it did bony fidy seem milanyum wuz acomin’ 

Wen all on us got suits (darned hke them wore in the state prison) 

An’ every fuller felt ez though all Mexico wuz hisn T 


* the ignerant crecter means Sekketary; but he ollers stuck to his books 
like cobbler’s wax to an ile stone —H B 


+ it must be aloud that thare’s a streak 0’ natur in lovin’ sho but it 
sartinly is 1 of the curusest things in mater to see a rispecktable dri goods 
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Tlus ’ere’s about the meanest place a skunk could wal diskiver 
(Saltillo’s Mexican, I b’heve, fer wut we call Salt river) , 

The sort o’ trash a feller gits to eat doos beat all nater, 

I'd give a year’s pay ter a smell o’ one good blue nose tater, 
The country here thet Mister Bolles declared to be so charmin 
Throughout 1s swaimm’ with the most alumun’ kind o’ vaimin’ 


3 


He talked about delishus fioots, but then 1t wuz a whopper all, 

The holl on’t’s mud an’ prickly pers, with hee an’ thue a 
chappai id , 

You see a feller peckin’ out, an’, fust you know, a lanat 

Is round you throat an’ you a copse, fore you can say, “ Wut air 
ye at?’ * 

You never see sech daincd erct bugs (it my not be irrelev int 

To say I’ve seen a scwabeus pilularinst Ing ez a year old 
elephant,) 

The rigiment come up one day in time to stop a red bug 

From runnim’ off with Cunnle Wnght,—’twuz jest a common 
emer lectiulai cus 


One mght I stated up on cend an’ thought I wuz to hum agin, 

I heern a horn, thinks I it’s Sol the fisherman hez come agin, 

Ms bellow ses is sound enough,—ez I’m a livin’ cieeter, 

I felt a thing go thru ny leg,—’twuz nothin’ more ’*n a skeetc1 ! 

Then there’s the yaller fever, tu, they call 1t here el vomito,— 

(Come, thet wun’t du, you landcrab there, I tcll ye to lc’ go 
my toe! 

My gracious! it’s a scorpion thet’s took a shine to play with’!, 

I darsn’t skeer the tarnal thing fer fear he’d 1un away with’t ) 

Afore I come away from hum I hed a strong persuasion 

Thet Mexicans worn’t human beans,{—an ourang outang nation, 


dealer (deekon off a chutch mayby) a riggon’ himself out in the Weigh they du 
and struttin round in the Reign aspilin his trowsis and makin wet goods of 
himself Ef any thins foolisher and more dicklus than militerry gloary it is 
mihshy gloary —H B 

“ these fellers are very pioppilly called Rank Heroes, and the more tha kill 
the ranker and more Herowick tha bekum —H B 

tit wuz tumblebug as he Writ it but the parson put the I atten instid 
i sed tother maid better meeter but he eaid tha was eddykated peepl to 
Boston and tha wouldn t stan’ it no how idnow as tha wood and iduow us 
tha wood.—H B rn 

+ he means human beins, that’s wut he means 1 spose he kunder thougit 
the wuz hantan beans ware the Xisle Poles comets from -H B 
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A sort 0° folks a chap could kill an’ never dream on’t artcr, 

No moie’n a {elle:’d dream o’ pigs thet he hed hed to slarter , 

J’d un idee thet they were built arter the daikie fashion ll, 

An’ kickin’ colored folks about, you hnow,’s a hind o’ national , 

But wen I jmed I wornt so wise ez thet air queen o’ Sheby, 

Fer, come to look at ’em, they amt much diff’rent fiom wut we be, 

An’ here we air ascrougin’ ’em out o’ thir own domimons, 

Asheltetin’ ’em, ez Caleb sez, under our eagle’s pimions, 

Wich means to t ike 1 fcller up jest by the slack o’ ’s tiowsis 

An’ walk him Spanish clean nght out 0’ all lis homes an’ houscs , 

Wal, 16 doos seem a curus way, but then hooraw fe: Jackson! 

It must be nght, ter Caleb sez it’s 1eg’lur Anglo saxon 

The Mev’cans don’t fight fair, thev say, they piz’n all the watu, 

Aw’ du amazin’ lots o’ things thet isn’t wut they ough’ to, 

Bum’ they haint no lead, they make them bullets out 0’ coppu 

An shoot the darned things at us, tu, wich Caleb sez aint 
proper , 

He sez they’d ougly’ to stain’ 11ght up w’ Ict us pop ?em fanh, 

(Guess wen he ketches ’em at thet he’ll hev to git up aurly,) 

Thet our nation’s bigge1’n theirn an’ so its 11g hts air bigger, 

Aw’ thet it’s all to make ’em tree that we air pullin’ trigger, 

Thet Anglo Saxondom’s idee’s abieahiw’ ’em to pieces, 

Aw’ thet idee’s thet every man doos jest wut he damn pleases , 

iif I don’t make his meanin’ clear, pcihaps m some respex I cm, 

I know thet “every man” don’t mean a mggen or a Mexican, 

An’ there’s another thing I hnow, an’ thet 1s, ef these creetuis, 

Thet stich an Anglosavon mask onto State prison feeturs, 

Should come to Jaalam Centre fer to argify an’ spout on’t, 

The gals ’ould count the silver spoons the mimmit they cleared 
out on’t 


This gom’ ware glory waits ye haint one agieeable feetur, 

An’ ef it worn’t fer wakin’ snakes, ’'d home agin short meter, 

O, wouldn’t I be off, quick time, ef’t worn’t thet I wuz sartan 

They'd let the daylight into me to pay me ter desartin ' 

I don’t approve o’ tellin’ tales, but jest to you I may state 

Our ossifers ant wut they wuz afore they left the Bay state, 

Then it wuz “ Mister Sawim, sir, }ou’:e middlim’ well now, be ye? 

Step up an’ take a mippcr, su, I’m dreffle glad to see ye”, 

But now it’s “ Ware’s my eppylet ? here, Sawin, step an’ fetch it! 

An’ mind your eye, be thund’1m’ spiy or, damn yc, }ou shall 
ketch it!” 
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Wal, ez the Doctor sez, some pork will bile so, but by mighty, 
Ef I hed some on *em to hum, I'd give ’em Iinkum vity, 

1d play the rogue’s march on their Indes an’ other music follerin’— 
But I must close my letter here, fer one on’ em’s ahollerin’, 
These Anglosaxon ossifers,—wal, taint no use ajawin’, 

IP’m safe enlisted fer the war, 


Yourn, 
BIRDOFREDOM SAWIN 


{Those have not been wanting (as indeed when hath Satan beeh to seek 
for attorneys ?) who have maintained that our late inroad upon Mexico was 
undertaken not so much for the avenging of any national quarrel as for 
the spreading of free institutions and of Protestantism Capita via duabus 
Anticyris medenda! Verily 1 admire that no pious sergeant among these new 
Crusaders beheld Martin Luther riding at the front of the host upon a tamed 
pontifical bull as m that former invasion of Mexico, the zealous Gomara 
(spawn though he were of the Scarlet Woman) was favored with a vision of 
St James of Compostella skewermg the infidels upon his apostolical lance 
We read, also, that Richard of the lion heart havmg gone to Palestine on a 
similar errand of mercy, was divinely encouraged to cut the throats of such 
Paynims as refused to swallow the bread of life (doubtless that they might be 
thereafter incapacitated for swallowmg the filthy gobbets of Mahound) by 
angels of hcaven who cried to the king and his knights,—Seigneurs fuez ' 
tuez! providentially using the French tongue, as being the only one under 
stood by their auditors Tms would argue for the pantoglottism of these 
celestial inteligences, while on the other hand the Devil teste Cotton Mather 
18 unversed in certain of the Indian dialects Yet must he be a semeiologist 
the most expert making himself intclugible to every people and kindred by 
signs no other discourse mdeed, bemg needful, than such as the mackerel 
fisher holds with his finned quarry, who if other bait be wanting can by a 
bare bit of white rag at the end of a string captivate those foolish fishes Such 
piscatorial oratory is Satan cunning in Before one he trails a hat and 
feather or a bare feather without a hat; before avother a presidential char, 
or a tidewaiter’s stool or a pulpit in the city no matter what Tous dangling 
there over our heads they seem junkets dropped out of the seventh heaven, 
sops dipped in nectar, but, once m our mouths, they are all one, bits of fuzzy 
cotton 

This however, by the way It istime now revocare gradum While so many 
miracles of this sort, vouched by eye witnesses, have encouraged the arms of 
Papists not to speak of Echetlaus at Marathon and those Droscurs (whom 
we must conclude imps of the pit) who sundry times captained the pagan 
Roman soldiers, it is strange that our first American crusade was not in some 
such wise also signalized Yet it is said that the Lord hath manifestly pro 
spered our armies This opens the question, whether, when our hands are 
strengthened to make great slaughter of our enemies, it be absolutely and 
demonstratively certain that this might is added to us from above, or whether 
some Potentate from an opposite quarter may not have a finger in {t, as therc 
are few pies into which his meddling digits are not thrust Would the Sanc 
tifler and Setter apart of the seventh day have assisted in a victory gained on 
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the Sabbath as was one in the late war? Or has that day become less an 
object of his especial care since the year 1697, when so manifest a providence 
occurred to Mr William Trowbridge, in answer to whose prayers when he and 
all on shipboard with him were starving a dolphin was sent daily, which 
was enough to serve ’em only on Saturdays they still catched a couple and 
on the Lord s Days they could catch none at all? Haply they might have 
been permitted by way of mortification to take some few sculpins (those 
banes of the salt water angler) which unseemly fish would moreover have 
conveyed to them a symbolical reproof for their breach of the day being 
known inthe rude dialect of our marimers as Cape Cod Clergymen 

It has been a refreshment to many nice consciences to know that our Chief 
Magistrate would not regard with eyes of approval the (by many esteemed) 
sinful pastime of dancing and I own myself to be so far of that mind that 1 
could not but set my face against this Mexican Polka though danced to the 
Presidential piping with a Gubernatorial second If ever the country should 
be seized with another such mania de propugandd fide I think 1t would be wise 
to fill our bombshells with alternate copies of the Cambridge Platform and the 
Thirty nine Articles which would produce a mixture of the highest explosive 
power and to wrap every one of our cannon balls ina leaf of the New Testa 
ment the reading of which is denied to those who sit m the darkness of 
Popery Thoseiron evangelists would thus be able to disseminate vital religion 
and Gospeltruth m quarters inaccessible to the ordinary missionary I have 
seen lads unimpregnate with the more subhmated punctihousness of Walton 
secure pickerel taking their unwary sresfa beneath the lily pads too mgh the 
surface with a gun and small shot Why not then since gunpowder was 
unknown in the time of the Apostles ‘not to enter here upon the question 
whether it were discovered before that period by the Chmese) suit our 
metaphor to the age in which we live and say shooters as well as fishers of 
men? 

Ido much fear that we shall be seized now and then with a Protestant fervor 
as long as we have neighbor Naboths whose wallowings in Papistical mire 
excite our horror in exact proportion tothe size and desirableness of their vine 
yards Yet I rcjoice that some carnest Protestants have been made by this 
war —I mean those who protested against it Tewer they were than I could 
wish for one might imagine America to have been colonized by a tribe of 
those nondescript African animats the Aye Ayes so difficult a word 1s No to us 
all There is some imalformation or defict ct the vocal organs which either 
prevents our uttering it atall or gives it so thick a pronunciation as to be unin- 
telligible A mouth filled with the national pudding or watering in expecta. 
tion thereof is wholly incompetent to this refractory monosyllable An 
abject and herpetic Public Opinion is the Pope the Anti Christ for us to pro 
testagainst e corde cordium And by what College of Cardinals is this our 
God 8 vicar, our binder and looser, clected? Very like, by the sacred conclave 
of Tag, Rag and Bobtail in the gracious atmosphere of the grog shop Yet 
itis of thisthat we must allbe puppets ‘his thumps the pulpit cushion this 
guides the editor s pen this wags the senators tongue This dcec:des what 
Scnptures are canonical and shuffles Christ away mto the Apocrypha 
According to that sentence fathered upon Solon Ourw onpoatoy candy 
epxXerat oucad éexaoTiy This unclean spimt 23 skilful to assume vanous 
shapes I have known it to enter my own étudy and nudge my elbow of a 
Saturday, under the semblance of a wealthy men 5 roof my congregation Js 
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were agreat blessing, if every particular of what in the sum we call popular 
sentiment could carry about the name of its manufacturer stamped legibly upon 
it I gaveastab under the fifth rib to that pestilent fallacy —‘ Our country 
night or wrong —by tracing its original to a speech of Ensign Cilley at a dinner 
of the Bungtown Fencibles —H W ] 


No III 


WHAT MR ROBINSON THINKS 


[A yew remarks on the following verses will not be out of place The satire 
in them was not meant to have any personal but only a general application 
Of the gentleman upon whose letter they were intended as a commentary Mr 
Biglow had never heard till he saw the letter itself The position of the 
satirist is oftentimes one which he would not have chosen had the election 
been left to himself In attacking bad pniuciples he 1s obliged to select some 
individual who has made himself ther exponent and in whom they are 
impersonate to the end that what he says may not through ambiz,uity be 
dissipated tenues tn auras For what says Seneca? Longum iter per pra 
cepta breve et efficace per exempla A bad principle 1s comparatively harmless 
while it continues to be an abstraction nor can the general mind comprehend 
it fally till it is printed in that lathe type which all men can read at sight, 
namely the life and character the sayings and doings of particular persons 
It is one of the cunningest fetches of Satan that he never exposes himself 
directly to our arrows but still dodging behind this ncighbour or that 
acquaintance compels us to wound him through them if at all He holds 
our affections as hostages the while he patches up a truce with our conscience 

Meanwhile let us not forget that the aim of the true satirist is not to be 
severe upon persons but only upon falschood and as Truth and Falsehood 
start from the same point and sometimes even go along together for a little 
way his business 1s to follow the path of the Jatter after it diverges and to 
show her floundering in the bog at the end of it [ruth is quite beyond the 
reach of saure There 1s s0 brave a simplicity in her that she can no more be 
made ridiculous than an oak or a pine The danger of the satirist is that 
continual use may deaden his sensibility to the furce of language He becomes 
more and more liable to strike harder than he knows or intends He may be 
careful to put on his boxing g oves and yct forget, that, the older they grow 
the more plainly may the knuckles inside be felt Moreover in the heat of 
contest the eye is insensibly diawn to the crown of victory whose tawdry 
tinsel glitters through that dust of the ring which obscures Truth 8 wreath of 
simple leaves Ihave sometimes thought that my young fnend Mr Biglow 
needed a monitory hand laid on bis arm —alhguid sufiaminandus erat I have 
never thought it good husbandry to water the tender plants of reform with 
aqua fortis, yet where so much 1s to do in the beds he were a sorry gardener 
who shonid wage a whole day s war with an iron scuffle on those ill weeds 
that make the garden walks of life unsightly, when a sprinkle of Attic salt will 
wither them up Hast ars cham maledicendt, says Scaliger and truly it 1s a 
hard thing to s1y where the graceful gentleness of the Jamb merges in down 
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nght sheepishness We may conclude with worthy and wise Dr Faller, that 
‘one may be a lamb in private wrongs but in hearnng general affronts to 
goodness they are asses which are not lions ’-H W ] 


GuvEnesR B 1s a sensible man, 
He stays to his home an’ looks arter his folks, 
He draws his furrer ez straight ez he can, 
An’ into nobody’s tater patch pokes , 
But John P 
Robmson he 
Sez he wunt vote fer Guvener B 


My! ant it terrible? Wut shall we du? 
We can’t never choose him, o’ course,—thet’s flat , 
Guess we shall hev to come round, (don’t you ?) 
An’ go in for thunder an’ guns, an’ all that , 
Fer John P 
Robinson he 
Sez he wunt vote fe: Guvena B 


Gineral C 1s a defile smat man 
He’s ben on all sides thut gives places or pelf, 
But consistency still wuz a pat of his plan,— 
He’s ben true to one party,—an’ thet is himself ,— 
So John P 
Robison he 
Sez he shall vote for Gineral C 


Gineral C he goes m ier the war, 
He don’t vally principle more’n an old cud, 
What did God make us raytional crecturs fer, 
But glory an’ gunpowdei, plunder an’ blood ? 
So John P 
Robinson he 
Sez he shall vote fo. Gineral C 


We were gittin’ on nicely up here to our village, 
With good old idees 0’ wut’s nght an’ wut ant, 
We kind o’ thought Christ went agin war an’ pillage, 
An’ that eppyletts worn’t the best mark of a saint , 

But John P 
Robmson he 
Sez this kind o thing’s an exploded idee. 
D2 
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The side of our country must ollers be took, 
Aw’ Presidunt Polk, you know, 4e 1s our country , 
An’ the angel thet writes all om sins in a book 
Puts the debit to him, an’ to us the per contry , 
An’ John P 
Robinson he 
Sez tlis 1s his view o’ the thing to a T 


Parson Wilbur he calls all these argimunts lies, 
Sez they’re nothin’ on auth but jest fee, faw, fum 
An’ thet all this big talk of our destinies 
Is half on it ignorance, an’ V’othe half rum , 
But John P 
Robinson he 


Sez it amt no sech thing, an,’ of course, so must we 


Parson Wilbur sez fe never heerd in his life 
Thet th’ Apostles ngged out m their swaller tail coats, 
Aw’ inarched round 1n front of a drum an’ a fife, 
To git some on ’¢m office, an’ some on ’em votes , 
But John P 
Robinson he 
Sez they didn’t know everythm’ down in Judee 


Wal, it’s a marcy we’ve gut folks to tell us 
‘Lhe rights an’ the wrongs o° these matters, ] vow,—— 
God sends country lawyers, an’ othe: wise fellers, 
To start the world’s team wen it gits m a slough, 
Fer John P 
Robinson he 
Scz the world’ll go nght, ef he hollers out Gee! 


[The attentive reader will doubtiess have perce) ed in the foregoing poem an 
allusion to that pernicious sentiment,—“ Our country nght or wrong ’* It is 
an abuse of language to call a certain portion of land, much more, certain 
personages elevated fcr the time being to high station, our country I would 
not sever nor loosen a single one of those ties by which we are united to the 
spot of our birth nor minish by a tittle the respect due to the Magistrate I 
love our own Bay State too well to do the one and as for the other 1 have 
myself for nigh forty years exercised however unworthily the function of 
Justice of the Peace having been called thereto by the unsolicited kindness of 
that most excellent man and upright patriot, Caleb Strong Patria fumus 
igne aheno luculentior is best qualified with this,— Udi lrberias, thi patria We 
are inhabitants of two worlds, and owe a double, but nota divided, allegiance 
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In virtue of our clay this little ball of carth exacts a certain loyalty of us 
while in our capacity as spirits we are admitted citizens of an invisible and 
holier fatherland There is a patriotism of the sonl whose claim absolves 
us from our other and terrene fealty Our true country 1s that ideal realm 
which we represent to ourselves under the names of religion duty and 
the like Our terrestrial organizations are but far off approaches to so fair a 
model, and all they are verily traitors who resist not any attempt to divert 
them from this their original intendment When therefore one would have 
us to fling up our caps and shout with the multitude — Our rountry however 
bounded’ he demands of us that we sacrifice the larger to the less the higher 
to the lower and that we yield to the imaginary claims of a few acres of soil 
our duty and privilege as hegemen of Truth Our true country 1s bounded 
on the north and the south on the east and the west, by Justic. and when 
she oversteps that invisible boundary line by so much as a hairs breadth 
she ceases to be our mother and chooses rathcr to be looked upon quust 
noverca Thatisa hard choice when our earthly love of country calls upon 
us to tread one path and our duty points us to another We must make as 
noble and becoming an elcction as did Penelope between Icatius and Ulysses 
Veiling our faces we must take silently the hand of Duty to follow her 

Shortly after the publication of the fore,omg poem there appcared some 
comments upon it in one of the public prmts which seemed to call for animad 
version I accord ngly addressed to Mr Buckingham, of the Boston Courie, 
the following lette 


* JAALAM, November 4, 1847 
' To the Editor of the Canes 


REsrEcTeD Sin —Calling at the post office this morning our worthy and 
efficient postmaster offered for my perusal a paragraph in the Boston Morning 
Post of the 3d instant wherem certain effusions of the pastoral muse art 
attributed to the pen of Mr James Russell Iowell For aught I know or can 
affirm to the contrary this Mr Lowell may be a very deserving person wd a 
youth of parts ‘though I have seen verses of his which I could never rightly 
understand) and if he be such he I am certun as well as I would be free 
from any proclivity to appropriate to himself whatever of credit (or discredit) 
may honestly belong to another I am confident that in penning these few 
lines Iam only forestalling a disclaimer from that young gentleman, whose 
silence hitherto, when ramour pomted to himward, has excited in my bosom 
mingled emotions of sorrow and surprise Well may my young parishioner, 
Mr Biglow exclaim with the poet 


Sic vos non vobis’ &c , 


though in saying this I would not convey the impression that he is a profi 
cient in the Latin tongue,—the tongue, I might add, of a Horace and a 
Tully 

Mr B does not employ lis pen, I can safely say for any lucre of worldly 
gain, or to be exalted hy the carnal plaudits of men, digtéo monstrart, &c Ie 
floes not wait upon Porvidence for mercies, and in his heart mean merces 
But I should esteem myself as verily deficient in my duty (who am his fmend 
and in some unworthy sort his spiritual jidus Achutes, &c ) if 1 did not step 
forward to claim for him whatever measure of epplauze might be assigned to 
hir by the judicious 
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“If this were a fitting occasion, I might venture here a brief dissertation 
touching the manner and kind of my young friend s poetry But I dubitate 
whether this abstruser sort of speculation (though enlivened by some apposite 
instances from Aristophanes) would sufficiently interest your oppidan readers 
As regards their satirical tone and their plainness of speech, I will only say 
that, 1n my pastoral eaperience, I have found that the Arch Enemy loves 
nothing better than to be treated as a religious moral and intellectual being, 
and that there 1s no Apage Sathanus ! so potent as ridicule But itis a kind of 
weapon that must have a button of good nature on the point of it 

The productions of Mr B have been stigmatized 1n some quarters as un 
patriotic; but I can vouch that he loves his native soil with that hearty 
though discriminating, attachment which springs from an intimate social 
intercourse of many years standing In the ploughmg season, no one has a 
deeper share inthe well being of the country than he If Dean Swift were right 
in saying that he who makes two blades of grass grow where one grew before 
confers a greater benefit on the state than he whotaketh a city Mr B might 
exhibit a fairer claim to the Presidency than General Scott himself I think 
that some of those disinterested lovers of the hard handed democracy, whose 
fingers have never touched any thing rougher than the dollars of our common 
country would hesitate to compare palms with him_ ‘It would do your heart 
i,00d respected Sir to see that young man mow He cuts a cleaner and 
wider swarth than any in this town 

But it is tre for me to be at my Post It 1s very clear that my ) oung 
friend s shot has struck the lintel for the Post 1s shaken (Amosix 1) The 
editor of that paper is a strenuousadvocate of the Mexican war and a colonel, 
1s I am given to understand 1 presume that being necessanly absent in 
Mexico he has left his journal in some less judicious hands At anyrate the 
Post has been too swift on this occasion It could hardly have cited a more 
incontrovertible line from any poem than that which it has selected for 


animadyersion namely — 
‘We kind o thought Christ went agin war an’ pillage ° 


If the Post maintains the converse of this proposition it can hardly be 
considered a3 a safe guide post for the mozal and religious portions of its 
party however many other excellent qualities of a post 1t may be blessed 
with ‘There1s a sign in London on which 1s painted — The Green Man’ It 
would do very well as a portrait of any mdividual who would support so 
unscriptural a thesis As regards the language of the line in question I am 
bold to say that He who readeth the hearts of men will not account any dialect 
unseemly which conveys a sound and pious sentiment Icould wish that such 
sentiments were more common, however uncouthly expressed Saint Ambrose 
affirms, that ver:tasa quocunque (why not then quomodocungue /) dicatur, a 
spirtés sancto est Tnigest also this of Baxter —‘The plainest words are the 
most profitable oratory in the weightiest matters ’ 

**Whenthe paragraph in question was shown to Mr Biglow the only part of it 
which seemed to give him any dissatisfaction was that which classed him with the 
Whig party He says, that, if resolutions are a nourishing kind of diet that 
party must be in a very hearty and flourishing condition, for that they have 
quietly eaten more good ones of their own baking than he could have con 
ceived to be possible without repletion He has been for some years past (I 
regret to say) an ardent opponent of those sound doctrines of protective 
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policy which fot'm so prominent a portion of the creed of that party | confess 
tha’ in some discussions which I havehad with him on this pointin my study, 
he has displayed a vein of obstinacy which [ had not hitherto detected in his 
composition He is also (horresco referens) infected in no small measure with 
the peculiar notions of a print called the Liberator, whose heresies I take every 
proper opportunity of combating and of which I thank God 1 have never 
read a single line 

I did not see Mr B 8 verses until they appearcdin print and there ts cer 
tainly one thing in them which I consider highly improper ‘I allude to the 
personal references to myself by name To confer notoriety on an humble 
individual who 18 laboring quietly in his vocation and who keeps his cloth as 
free as he can from the dust of the political arena (though ve mths st non evan 
gekgavero) isno doubt anindecorum The sentiments which he attributes to 
me I will not deny to be mine They were embodicd though in a different 
form ina discourse preached upon the last day of public fasting, and were 
acceptable to my entire people (of whatever political views) except the post 
master who dissented eg offirto I observe that you sometimes devote a 
portion of your paper to a religious summary I should be welf pleased to 
furnish a copy of my discourse for insertion in this department of your in 
stiuctive journal By omitting the advertisements it might easily be got 
within the limits of a smglc number and I venture to msurce you the sale of 
some scores Of copies in thistown I will cheerfully render myself responsible 
forten It might pussibly be advantageous to issue itas an extra = But per 
haps you will not esteem it an object and IT will not press it My offer does 
not spring from any weak desire of seeing my name in print for I can enjoy 
this satisfaction at any time by turning to the Triennial Catalogue of the 
T niversity where it also posses es that added emphasis of Ita'ics with which 
those of my calling are distinguished 

I would simply add, that F continue fo fit ingennous youth for college and 
that 1 have two spacious and airy sleeping apartments at this moment unoc 
cupied = Jngenuas didicisse &c Terms which vary according to the crrcum 
stances of the parents may be known on apphcation to me by letter post 
pad In all cases the lad will be expected to fetch his own towels Thisrule, 
Mrs W desnes me to add has no exceptions 

Respectfully, your obedient servant, 
HOMER WII BUR, AM 


PS Perhaps the last paragraph may look hke au attempt to ovtain the 
iusertion of my cncular gratuitously If it should appear to you 1n that light 
T desire that you would erase it or charge for 1t at the usual rates and deduct 
the arrount from the proceeds m your hands from the sale of m) discourse, 
when it shall be printed My circular is much longer and more explicit and 
will be forwarded without charge to any who my desireit I¢ has been very 
neatly executed ona letter sheet bya very desers ing punter who attends upon 
my ministry and 1s a creditable specimen of the typographic art I have one 
hung over my mantelpiece in a neat frame where it makes « beautitul and 
appropriate ornament, and balances the profile of Mrs W cut with her toe 
by the young lady born without arms H W ’ 


} have in the foreguing letter mentioned Ge «ral Scott im connection with 
the Presidency, because I have been given to understand that he has blown to 
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pieces anid otherwise caused to be destroyed more Meaicans than any other 
commander His claim would therefore be deservedly considered the strongest 

Until accurate returns of the Mexicans killed, wounded and maimed be 
obtained it will be difficult to settle these nice points of precedence Should 
1t prove that any other officer has been more meritorious and destructive than 
General § , and has thereby rendered himself more worthy of the confidenco 
and support of the conservative portion of our community I shall cheerfully 
insert his name instead of that of General S ina future edition It may be 
thought likewise, that General S has invalidated his claims by too much 
attention to the decencies of apparel and the habits belonging toa gentleman 

These abstruser points of statesmanship are beyond my scope’ I wonder not 
that successful military achievement should attract the admiration of the 
multitade Rather do I rejoice with wonder to behold how rapidly this 
sentsment 1s losing its hold upon the popular mind It 18 related of Thomas 
Warton the second of that honoured name who held the office of Poetry 
Professor at Oxford that when one wished to find him being absconded as 
was his wont in some obscure alehouse he was counselled to traverse the 
city with a drum and fife the sound of which inspiring music would be sure 
to draw the Doctor from his retirement into the street We are all more or 
less bitten with this martial insanity Neseio qua dulcedine cunctos 
ductt I confess to some infection of that itch myself When I see a Brigadier 

General maintaining his insecure elcv ation in the saddic under the severe fire 
of the training field and when I remember that some military enthu Insts, 
through haste inexpemence or an over desne to lend reality to those fictitions 
combats, will sometimes discharge thar ramrods I cannot but admire while 
I deplore the mistaken devotion of those heroic officers Scmed insunivimus 
omnes Iwasmyself during the late war with Great Britain chaplain of a rezi 

ment which was fortunately never called to active military duty J mention this 
circumstance with regret rather than pride Had I been summoned to actual 
warfare I trust that I might have been strengthened to bear myself after the 
manner of that reverend father in our New England Israel Dr Benjamin 
Colman who as we are told in Turell s life of ham when the vessel in which 
he had taken passage for England was attacked by a Irench privateer 

* fought bke a philosopher and a Christian and prayed all the while he 
charged and fired’ As this note 1s already long I shall not here enter upon 
a discussion of the question whether Christians may lawfully be soldiers I 
think 1t sufficiently evident that during the first two centuries of the 
Christian era at least the two professions were esteemed incompatihle 

Consult Jortin on this head ~H Wy 
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No IV 


REMARKS OF INCREASE D O PHACE, TSQUIRE, AT AN DXTRUM 
IERY CAUCUS IN STATE STRELT, REPORTED BY MR I 
BIGLOW 


[Tur mgenious reader will at once understand that no such speech as the 
following was ever totidem veréis pronounced But there are simpler and le 5s 
guarded wits for the satisfying of which such an explanation may be needful 
For there are certain invisible lines which as Truth successively overpasses 
she becomes Untruth to one and another of us asa large river flowing from 
one kingdom into another sometimes takes anew name albcit the waters 
undergo no change how small soever There is moreover a truth of fiction 
more veracious than the truth of fact as that of the poet which represents 
to us things and events as they ought to be rather than servilely copies them 
as they are imperfectly imaged in the crooked and smoky glass of our mundanc 
affairs It 1s this which makes the speech of Antonius though originally 
spoken in no wider a forum than the brain of Shakspeare more historically 
valuable than that other which Appian has reported by as much as the un 
derstanding of the Enghshman was more comprehensive than that of the 
Alexandrian Mr Biglow in the present in tance ha» only made use of a 
licence assumed by all the historians of antiquity who put into the mouths of 
various characters such words as seem to them most fitting to the occasion 
and to the speaker If it be objected that no such oration could ever have 
been delivered [answer that there are few assemblages for speech makin, 
whicl do not better deserve the title of Parliamentum Indottorum than did 
the sixth Parhament of Henry the Lourth and that men still continue to hav. 
as much faith in the Oracle of Tools as ever Pantagruc! hid Howell m his 
letters, recounts a merry tale of a ccrtain ambassador of Queen Flizabeth 
who having written two letters, one to her Majesty and the other to his 
wife directed them at cross purposes so that the Queen was beducked and 
bedeared, and requested to send a change of hose and the wife was bc 
princessed and otherwise unwontedly besuperlatived till the one feared for 
the wits of her ambassador, and the other for those of her husband In like 
manner it may be presumed that our speaker has misdirected some of his 
thoughts, and given to the whole theatre what he would have wished to 
confide only to a select auditory at the back of the curtain Tor it is seldom 
that we can get any frank uttcrance from men who address, for the most part, a 
Buncombe either in this world or the next As for their audiences, it may be 
truly said of our people, that they enjoy one political institution in common 
with the ancient Athenians I mean a certain profitless kind of ostractsm, 
wherewith, neverthcless, they seem hitherto well enough content For in 
Presidential elections, and other affairs of the sort whereas I observe that the 
oysters fall to the lot of comparatively few, the skeils (such as the privile,es 
of voting as they are told to do by the odé):vor: atoresaid, and of buzzaing at 
public meetings) are very liberally distributed among the people, as being 
their pre criptive and quite sufficient portion 
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The occasion of the speech 1s supposed to be Mr Palfrey s refusal to vote 
for the Whig candidate for the Speakership —Ii W ] 


No? Hezhe? Hehamt, though? Wut? Voted agin lim? 
Ef the bird of our country could ketch him, she’d skin lim , 

1 seem’s though I see her, with wrath m each quill, 

Like a chancery lawyer, afilin’ her bull, 

An’ grindin’ her talents ez sharp as all nater, 

To pounce hike a writ on the back o’ the traitor 

Forgive me, my fnends, ef I seem to be het, 

But a crisis hke this must with vigor be met, 

Wen an Arnold the star spangled banner bestains, 

Holl Fourth o’ Julys seem to bile im my veins 


Who ever’d ha’ thought sech a pisonous nig 

W ould be run by a chap thet wuz chose fer a Wig? 
“We knowed wut his principles wuz *fore we sent him ?” 
Wut wuz ther in them from thus vote to prevent him ° 
A mareiful Providunce fashioned us holler 

QO’ purpose thet we might our principles swaller , 

It can hold any quantity on’cm, the belly can, 

An’ bring ’em up ready fer use lke the pelican, 

Or more like the kangaroo, who (wich 1s stranger) 

Puts her family mto her pouch wen therc’s dangu 

Aint principle precious ° then, who’s goin’ to use it 
When there’s 1esk 0’ some chap’s gittin’ up to abuse 1” 
T can’t tell the wy on’t, but nothin’ 1s so sure 

Ez thet principle kind o’ gits spiled by cxposure ,* 

A man that lets all sorts 0’ folks get a sight on’t 

Ough’ to hev 1¢ all took mght away, every mite on’t, 

Ef he can’t keep 1t all to himself wen it’s wise to, 

He aint one 1t’s fit to trust nothin’ so mce to 

Besides, ther’s a wonderful power im latitude 

To shift a man’s morml relations an’ attitude , 


* The speaker is of a different mind from Tully who, in his recently dis 
covered tractate De Republica tells us, Nec veru habere virtutem sutis est 
quasi artem aliquam, nist utare, and from our Milton who says,— I cannot 
praise a fugitive and cloistered virtue unexercised and unbreathed that never 
sallies out and sees her adversary, but slinks out of the race wheie that im 
mortal garland is to be runfor not without dust und heat ’'—Areop He had 
taken the words out of the Roman’s mouth, without knowing it, and might 
well exclaim with Austin (if a saint's name may stand sponsor for a curse,’ 
Pereant qu ante nos nostra digerint /—H W 
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Some flossifers think thet a fakkilty’s granted 

The minnit it’s proved to be thoroughly wanted, 

Thet a change o’ demand makes a change o’ condition, 
An’ thet everythin’ ’s nothin’ except by position , 

Ez, fer instance, thet rubber trees fust bcgun bearm’ 
Wen p’litikle conshunces come into wearm’,— 

Thet the fears of a monkey, whose holt chanced to faal, 
Diawed the vertibry out to a prehensile tau , 

So, wen one’s chose to Congriss, ez soon e7 he’s in it, 
A collar grows night round his neck in a minmt, 

An sartin 1t 1s thet a man cannot be strict 

In bein’ himself, wen he gits to the Deestrict, 

Ter a coat thet sets wal here in ole Massachusetts, 
Wen it gits on to Washinton, somehow askew sets 


Resolves, do you say, 0’ the Springfield Convention ? 
Thet’s percisely the pmt I was goin’ to mention , 

Resoly cs air a thing we most gen’ally kecp 1, 

They’re 1 cheap kind o’ dust fer the cyes 0’ the people , 
A parcel o’ delligits jest cet togcther 

An’ chat fer a spell o’ the crops an’ the weather, 

Then, conun’ to oder, they squabble awile 

Aw let off the spccches they’re ferful "Il spile , 
Then—Resolyc,— Thut we wunt hev aninch o’ slave territory , 
Thet President Polk’s holl perceedins air very tory, 
Thet the war 1s a damned war, an’ them thet enlist m it 
Should hev a cravat with 1 dreffle tight twist im it, 
Thet the war 1s a war for the spreadin’ o’ slavery , 

Thet our army desirves our best thanks fer their bravery , 
Thet we’re the original trends 0’ the nation, 

All the rest air a paltry an’ base fabrication, 

Thet we highly respect Messrs A, B, an’ C, 

An ez deeply despise Mussis E, F, an’ G 

In this way they go to the eend o’ the chapter, 

Aw’ then they bust out in a hind of a raptur 

About their own vartoo, .n’ folks’s stone blindness 

‘Lo the men thet ’ould actilly do ’tm a kindness,— 

The Amenican eagle,—the Pilgrims thet landcd,— 

Tull on ole Plymouth Rock they git finally stranded 
Wal, the people they hsten and say, “Thet’s the ticket, 
iis fer Mexico, t’amt no great glory to lick it, 

But *twould be adarned shame to go pullu ’ o’ triggers 
To extend the aree of abusin’ the mggers ” 


‘d 
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So they march in percessions, an’ gt up hooraws, 
Aw’ tiamp thru the mud fer the good 0’ the cutsc, 
Aw think they’re a kind o’ fulfillin’ the prophecies, 
Wen the’1e on’y jest changin’ the holders of officcs , 
Ware A sot afore, B 1s comf’tably seated, 

One humbug’s victor’ous, an’t’othc: defeated, 

Each honnable doughface gits jest wut he axes 

Aw’ the people—then annooal soft sodder an’ trves 


Now, to heep unimpaned all these glorious feetus 
Thet characterize morril 1n’ 1easonin’ c1ceturs, 

Thet give every paytriot all he em cram, 

Thet oust the untrustworthy Picsidunt Elam, 

And stick honest Presidunt Sham in his place, 

To the mamfest gam o’ the holl human rece, 

Aw’ to some indervidgcwals on’t in putichler, 

Who love Public Opmion an’ know how to tickle hu,— 
I say theta party with great vms hke these 

Must stick jest ev close cz 1 hive tull 0’ bers 


I’m willin’ amin should go tollible strong 

Agin wrong in the ibstract, {cr thet hind o’ wron., 

Is olJers unpop’lar ww’ never gits pitied, 

Because it’s a crime no one never committed , 

But he mus’n’t be hard on paitickler sins, 

Coz then he’ll be kickin’ the people’s own shins , 

On’y look at the Demmcreiits, see wut they’ve done 
Jest sunply by stickin’ togcther like fun, 

‘Lhey’ve sucked us 11ght info a mis’able war 

het no one on airth aint responsible for , 

They’ve run us a liundred cool millions in dcbt, 

(An’ fer Demmeicrat Horncrs ther’s good plums left yct ,) 
They talk agin tayiifis, but act fer a lugh one, 

An’ so coax all parties to build up their Zion, 

To the people they’re ollers e7 slick ez molasses, 

An’ butter them bievd on both sides with The Masses, 
Half o’ whom they’ve peisuaded, bv way of a joke, 
Thet Washintou’s mantelpiece fell upon Polk 


Now all o’ these blessin’s the Wigs might enjoy, 
Ef they’d gumption enough the mght means to imploy , * 


* That was a pithy saymg of Persius, and fits our politiclans without a 
wrinkle, Magister arti, ingentique largitor center —H W 
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Fer the silver spoon born m Dei mocracy’s mouth 

Ts a hind of a seringe thet they hev to the South , 

Their masters can cuss ’em an’ hick ’em an’ wale’cm, 

Aw’ they notice it less ’an the ass did to Balaam , 

Tn this way they screw into second rate offices 

Wich the slaveholder thinks ’ould substract too much off his ease , 
he file leaders, I mean, du, fer they, by their wiles, 

Unhke the old viper, grow fat on their files 

Wal, the Wigs hev bcen tryin’ to grab all this prey flum ’em 
An’ to hook this mee spoon o’ good fortin’ away frum ’em, 
An’ they mght ha succeeded, ez hkely ez not, 

In hekim’ the Demmercrats all round the lot, 

Ef it warn’t thet, wile all faithful Wigs weiec their knees on, 
Some stuffy old codger would holler out,—‘ Treason ! 

You must keep a sharp eye ona dog that hez bit you once, 
An’ J aint ago’ to cheat my constitoounts,’— 

Wen every fool knows thet a man represents 

Not the fellers thet sent him, but them on the fenee,— 
Impartially ready to jump either side 

An’ make the fust usc of a turn o’ the tide,— 

The waiters on Providunce here im the ery, 

Who compose wut they call a State Cental Committy 
Constitoounts an hendy to help 1m wmin, 

But aterwards don’t weigh the he{t of 1 pm 

Wy, the people can’t all live on Uncle Sam’s pus, 

So they’ve nothiw’ to du with’t for better or wus 

It’s the folks thet air hind o’ brought up to depend on’t 
Thet hev any consarn in’t, an’ thet is the end on’t 


Now here wuz New England ahcvin’ the honor 

Of a chance at the Spcake:ship showeied upon her ,— 
Do you say,— She don’t want no more Speakers, but fewer, 
She’s hed plenty o’ them, wut she wants 1s*°a doer” ? 
Fer the matter o’ thet, 1t’s notorous in town 

Thet her own representatives du her quite brown 

But thet’s nothin’ to du with it, wut right hed Palfrey 
To mix. himself up with fanatical small fry ? 

Warn’t we gittim’ on piime with our hot an’ cold blowin’, 
Acondemnin’ the war wilst we hep’ 1t agom’ ? 

We'd assumed with gret skill a commandm’ position, 

On this side or thet, no one couldn’t tell wich one, 

So, wutever side wipped, we'd a chance 14 the plunder, 
An’ could sue fer intrmgin’ our paytented thunde: , 
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We were ready to vote fer whoever wuz eligible, 

Ef on all pmts at 1ssoo he’d stay unintelligible 

Wal, sposin’ we hed to gulp down our perfessions, 

We were ready to come out next mornin’ with fresh ones , 
Besides, ef we did, twas our business alone, 

Fer couldn’t we du wut we would with our own ? 

An’ ef a man can, wen pervisions hev riz so, 

Eat up his own words, it’s a marcy 1t 18 so 


Wy, these chaps frum the North, with back bones to ’em, darn ’em, 
*Ould be wuth more ’an Gennle Tom Thumb is to Barnum , 
Ther’s enough thet to office on this very plan grow, 

By exhibitin’ how very small a man can giow, 

But an M C frum here ollers hastens to state he 

Belongs to the order called invertebraty, 

Wence some egret filologists judge primy fashy 

Thet M C 1s M T by paronomashy , 

An’ these few exceptions air loosus naytury 

Folks ’ould put down their quaiters to stare at, like fury 


It’s no use to open the door 0’ success, 

Ef a member can bolt so fer nothin’ or less , 

Wy, all o’ them grand constitootional pullers 

Our fore fathers fetched with ’em over the billers, 

Them pillers the people so soundly hev slep’ on, 

Wile to slav’ry, invasion, an’ debt they were swep’ on, 

Wile our Destiny higher an’ higher kep’ mountin’, 

(Though I guess folks ’]l stare wen she hends her account 1m,) 
Ef members in this way go kichin’ agm ’em, 

They wunt hev so much ez a feather left in ’em 


An’, ez fer this Palfrey,* we thought wen we'd gut lim im, 
He’d go kindly in wutever harness we put him m, 
Supposin’ we did know thet he wuz a peace man ? 

Doos he thmk he can be Uncle Sammle’s policeman, 

An’ wen Sam gits tipsy an’ kicks up a not, 

Lead him off to the lockup to snooze till he’s quiet ? 

Wy, the war is a war thet true paytriots can bear, ef 

It leads to the fat promised land of a taryiff, 

We don’t go an’ fight 1t, nor aint to be dnv on, 

Nor Demmercrats nuther, thut hev wut to live on, 


* There is truth yet in this of Juvenal,— 
* Dat yeniam corvis, vexat censura columbas "? 
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Ef it amt jest the thing thet’s well pleasin’ to God, 

Tt makes us thought mghly on elsewhere abroad , 

The Rooshian black eagle looks blue in his eerie 

An’ shakes both his heads wen he hears 0’ Monteery , 

Tn the Tower Victory sets, all of a fluster, 

Av’ reads, with locked doors, how we won Cherry Buster , 
An’ old Php Lewis—thet come an’ kep’ school here 

Fer the mere sake o’ scorin’ his ryalist ruler 

On the tenderest part of our kings wn futuro— 

Hides his crown underneath an old shut im his bureau, 
Breaks off m his brags to a suckle o’ merry kings, 

How he often hed Inded young native Amernkins, 

An’, turnin’ quite famt m the midst of his foolenes, 
Sneaks down stairs to bolt tho front door o’ the Tooleries * 


You say,—“ We'd ha’ scared ’em by growin’ in peace, 

A plaguy sight more then by bobberies like these ” ? 
Who 1s 1t dares say thet “our naytional eagle 

Wun’t much longer be classed with the birds thet air regal, 
Coz theirn be hooked berks, an’ she, arter this slaughter, 
"Il brmg back a bill ten times longer’n she ough’ to” ? 
Wut’s your name? Come, I see ye, you upcountry feller, 
You’ve put me out severil times with your beller , 

Out withit! Wut? Biglow? I say nothmm’ furder, 
Thet feller would like nothin’ better’n a murdet , 

Ile’s a traiter, blasphemer, an’ wut ruther worse 1s, 

He puts all Ins ath’1sm m drefle bad verses , 

Socity amt safe till sech monsters air ont on it, 

Refer to the Post, ef you hev the least doubt on it, 


* Jortin is willmg to allow of other miracles besides those recorded in Holy 
Writ and why not of other prophecies? It is granting too much to Satan to 
suppose him as divers of the learned have done the mspirer of the ancient 
oracles Wiser I esteem it to give chance the credit of the successful ones 
What 18 said here of Louis Philippe wa» verified in some of its minute particu 
lars withing, few months time Enough to have made the fortune of Delph or 
Ilammon and no thanks to Beelzebub neither! That of Seneca in Medca 
will suit here — 

** Rapida fortuna ac levis 
Preecepsque regno eripuit exsilio dedit ’? 


Let us allow, even to richly deserved misfortune our commuseration and be 
not ovcr hasty meanwhile im our censure of the French people left for the first 
time to govcrn themselves remembering that wise sentence of Auschylug,—— 


“Amag d& rpaydg baree ay vers Kpary 
H W 
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Wy, he goes agin war, agin indirect taxcs, 

Agin sellin’ wild lands ’cept to settlers with axcs, 
Agin holdin’ o’ slaves, though he knows 1t’s the corncr 
Our libbarty rests on, the mis’able scorner ! 

In short, he would wholly upset with his ravages 

All thet keeps us above the brute erittcrs an’ savages, 
An’ pitch into all kinds o’ biiles an’ confusions 

The hol! of our civilized, free mstitutions , 

He wnites fer thet ruther unsafe print, the Counier, 
Aw’ likely ez not hez a squintin’ to Foouier , 

Pll be ——, thet 1s, I mean I'll be blest, 

Ff I hark to a word frum so noted a pest , 

I shan’t talk with Aa, my religion’s too fervent — 
Good mornin’, my frends, I’m yow most humble sei vant 


{Into the question whether the ability to express ourselves in ar iculate 
language has been productive of more good or evil I shall not here enter at 
large The two faculties of speech and of spcech making are wholly diverse 
in their natures By the first we make ourselyes intelligible by the last unin 
telligible to our fellows It has not seldom occurred to me (noting how in 
our national legislature everything runs to talk as lettuces if the season or 
the soil be unpropitious shootMap lankly to seed instead of forming handsome 
heads) that Babel was the first Congress the earliest mill erected for the 
manufacture of gabble In these days what with Town Mectings School 
Committees Boards (lumber) of one kind and another Congresses Parlia 
ments Diets Indian Councils Palavers and the hke there 1s scarce a village 
which has not its factories of ths description driven by (milk and )water 
power I cannot conceive the confusion of tongues to have been the curse of 
Babel, since I esteem my :gnorance of other languages as a kind of Martello 
tower in which J am safe from the furious bombardments of foreign garrulity 
For this reason I have ever preferred the study of the dead languages those 
prunitive formations beng Ararats upon whose silent peaks I sit secure and 
watch this new deluge without fear though it rain figures (sumudacra sem 
blances) of speech forty days aid nights together as it not uncommonly 
happens Thus is my coat as it were without buttons by which any but a 
vernacular wild bore can seize me Is it not possible that the Shakers may 
intend to convey a quiet reproof and hint, in fastening their outer garments 
with hooks and eyes? 

This reflection concerning Babel which I find in no Commentary was first 
thrown upon my mind when an excellent deacon of my congregation (bcing 
infected with the Second Advent delusion) assured me that he had received a 
first instalment of the gift of tongues, as a small earnest of larger possessions 
in the like kindto follow For of atruth, I could not reconcile it with my ideas 
of the Divine justice and mercy that the single wall which protected people of 
other languages from the incursions of this otherwise well meanmg propa 
gandist should be broken down 

Tn reading Congressional debates I have fancied, that, after the subsidence 
of those painful buzz'ngs in the brain which result from such exercises, I 
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detected a siender residaum of valuable information I made the discovery 
that nothing takes longer in the saying than anythmmg else, for as ex nihslu 
mh fit so from one polypus 2olimg any number of similar ones may be pro 
duced I would recommend to the attention of vivd voce debaters and con 
troversialists the admirable example of the monk Coprcs whoy in the fourth 
century stood for half an hour in the midst of a great fire and thereby 
silenced a Manicheean antagonist who had less of the salamander in him As 
for those who quarrel in print I have no concern with them here since the 
eyelids are a divinely granted shield against all such Moreover I have 
observed in many modern books that the printed portion is becoming gradually 
smaller and the number of blank or fly leaves (as they are called) greater 
Should this fortunate tendency of Iitcrature continue books will grow more 
valuable from yerr to year and the whole Serboman bog yield to the advances 
of firm arable land 

The sagacious Lacedzemonians hearn g that Tesephone had bragged that he 
could talk all day long on any given subject made no more ado but forthwith 
banished him whereby they supplicd him atopic and at the same time took 
care that his experiment upon it should be tried out of ear shot 

I have wondered im the Representatives Chamber of our own Common 
wealth to mark how little impression seemed to be produced by that em 
biematic fish suspended over the heads of the members Our wiser ancestors 
no doubt hung it there as being the anmmal which the Py thagoreans reverenced 
{or its silence and which certannly in that particular does not so well merit 
the epithet cold blouded by which naturalists distingur h it as ceitam bipeds 
afflicted with ditch water on the brain who take occasion t> tap themselves 
in Fanueil Hall meeting houses and other places of pubhe resort —H W ] 


No V 
THE DEBATE IN THE SENNIE 
SoT TO A NUSRY RH1ME 


(Tax ineident which gave rise to the debate satirized in the following verses 
was the unsuccessful attempt of Drayton and Sayres to give freedom to seventy 
men and women fellow beings and fellow Chiistians Had Tripoh instead 
of Washington been the scene of this undertaking the unhappy leaders in 1t 
would have been as secure of the theorctic as they now are of the practical 
part of martyrdom I question whether the Dey of Tripoh is blessed with a 
District Attorney so benighted as ours at the seat of government Very fitly 
ishenamed Key who would allow himself to be made the instrument of locking 
the door of hope against sufferers in such a cause Not all the waters of the 
ocean can cleanse the vile smutch of the jailer s fingers from off that little 
Key Ahenea clavts, a brazen Key indeed! 

Mr Calhoun, who is made the chief speaker ir this burlesque seems to 
think that the light of the nineteenth century is to be put out as soon as he 
tinkles hie little cow bell curfew Whenever sas ery is touched, he sets up his 
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searecrow of dissolving the Union This may do for the North but I should 
conjecture that something more than a pumpkin lantern is required to scare 
manifest and irretnevable Destiny out of her path Mr Calhoun cannot let 
go the apron string of the Past The Past is a good nurse but we must be 
weaned from her sooner or later even though hke Plotinus we should run 
home from school to ask the breast after we are tolerably well grown youths 
It will not do for ns to hide our faces in her Jap Whenever the strange Future 
holds out her arms and asks us to come to her 

But we are all ahke We have all heard it said oftenenough that little boys 
must not play with fire and yet, if the matches be taken away from us and 
put out of reach upon the shelf we must needs get into our little corner, and 
scowl] and stamp and threaten the dire revenge of gomg to bed without our 
supper The world shall stop til we get our dangerous plaything again 
Dame Earth meanwhile who has more than enough household matters to 
mind goes bustling hither and thither as a hiss or a sputter tells her that this 
or that kettle of hers is boiling over and before bedtime we are glad to eat our 
porridge cold and gulp down our dignity along with it 

Mr Calhoun has somehow acquired the name of a great statesman and if 
it be great statesmanship to put lance in rest and rnn a tilt atthe Spirit of the 
Age with the certainty of bemg next moment hurled neck and heels into the 
dust amid universal laughter he deserves the title Hc 18 the Sir Kay of 
our modern chivalry He should remember the old Scandinavian mythus 
Thor was the strongest of gods but he could not wrestle with Time nor so 
much as lift up a fold of the great snake which kit the universe together 
and when he smote the Earth though with his terrible mallet it was but as if 
a leaf had fallen Yet all the while 1t seemed to Thor that he had only been 
wrestling with an old woman striving to hft a cat and stnking a stupid 
giant on the head 

And in old times doubtless the giants werestupid and there was no better 
sport for the Sir Launcelots and Sir Gawains than to 40 about cutting off 
their great blundering heads with enchanted swords But things have won 
derfully changed Itis the giants now a days that have the science and the 
intelugence while the chivalrous Don Quixotes of Conservatism stil cumber 
themselves with the clumsy armour of a by gone age On whirls the restless 
globe through unsounded time with its cities and its silences its births and 
funerals half hght half shade but never wholly dark and sure to swng 
round into the happy morning at last With an involuntary smile one sees 
Mr Calhoun letting slip his pack thread cable with a crooked pin at the end 
of it to anchor South Carolina upon the bank and shoal of the Past —H W ] 


TO MR BUCKENAM 


mB Eprrex, Asi waz kmder pranin round, in a hittle nussry 
sot out a year or 2 a go, the Dbait in the sennit cum iter my :nme 
An so 1 took & Sot 1t to wut I call a nussry mme I hey made 
sum onnable Gentlemun speak that dident speak ma Kid uv 
Poetikul le sense the seeson 1s dreffte backerd up This way 
ewers as ushul 
HOSEA BIGLOW 
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“Here we stan’ on the Constitution, by thunder! 
Tt’s a fact o’ wich ther’s bushils o’ proofs , 
Fer how could we trample on’t so, I wonder, 
Ef’t worn’t thet 1t’s ollers unde: our hoofs ° ” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
“ Human nights hamt no more 
Right to come on this floor, 
No more’n the man im the moon,” sez he 


“The North haint no kind o’ bisness with nothin’, 
An’ you’ve no idee how much bother it saves , 
We aint none riled by their frettin’ an’ frothin’, 
We're wsed to layin’ the strmg on our slaves,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he — 
Sez Mister Foote, 
**T should hke to shoot 
The holl gang, by the gret horn spoon!” sez he 


‘*Freedom’s Keystone 1s Slavery, thet ther’s no doubt on, 
It’s sutthin’ thet’s—wha’ d’ ye call it >—divine,— 
An’ the slaves thet we ollers make the most out on 
Aur them north o’ Mason an’ D:xon’s line,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
Fer all thet,”? sez Mangum, 
**'l would be better to hang ’em, 
An’ so git red on ’em soon,” sez he 


“The mass ough’ to labor an’ we lay on soffies, 
Thet’s the reason I want to spread Freedom’s aree, 
It puts all the cunnmest on us im office, 
An’ reelises our Maker’s orig’nal idee,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
“ Thet’s ez plam,” sez Cass, 
** Ez thet some one’s an ass, 
It’s ez clear ez the sun 1s at noon,” sez he 


“Now don’t go to say I’m the fnend of oppression, 
But keep all your spare breath fer coohn’ your broth, 
Fer I ollers hev strove (at least thet’s my impression) 
To make cussed free with the mghts o’ the North,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,-— 
“Yes,” sez Davis o’ Miss , 
“The perfection o’ bliss 
Is m skinnin’ thet same old coon,” sez he 
BQ 
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“‘ Slavery’s a thing thet depends on complexion, 
It’s God’s law thet fetters on black skins don t chafe , 
Ef biains wuz to settle at (hornd reflection ') 
Wich of our onn ble body’d be safe ?” 
Sez John C Calhoun sez he — 
Sez Mister Hannegan, 
Afore he began agin, 
“Thet exception 1s quite oppertoon,” sez he 


“ Gen’nlc Cass, Sir, you needn’t be twitchin’ your collar, 
Your menit’s quite clear by the dut on vour knees, 
At the North we dow’t make no distinctions o’ color , 
You enn all take a lick at our shoes wen vou please,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
Sc7 Muster Jamnagin, 
‘ They wunt hev to larn agin, 
, they all on ’em know the old toon,” sez he 


“The slavery question aint no ways be wilder’ 
North an’ South lev one intrest, 1’s plain to 2 glanec, 
No’thcin men, Jike us patriarchs, don’t sell then chidrin, 
But they dz sell themselves, ef they git 1 good chance,” 
Sez John C Cilhoun, sez he ,— 
Scz Atheiton here, 
‘This 1s gittim’ severe, 
I wish I could dive hike a loon,” sez he 


*It’ll break up the Union, this talk about freedom, 
Aw’ your fact’ry gals (soon ez we split) 11 make head, 
An’ gittm’ some Miss cluef or other to lead ’em, 
"Il go to work raisin’ promiscoous Ned,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
“Yes, the North,” sez Colquitt, 
“Ef we Southeners all quit, 
Would go down like a busted balloon,” sez he 


“ Jest look wut is doin’, wut annyhy’s brewin’ 
In the beautiful clime o’ the olive an’ vinc, 
All the wise anistoxy 1s tumblin’ to ruin, 
An’ the sankylots drorm’ an’ drinkin’ their wine,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
** Yes,” sez Johnson, “in France 
They’re beginnin’ to dance 
Deelzebub’s own mgadoon,’’ sez he 
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“The South’s safe enough, 1t don’t feel a mite skheery, 
Our slaves n their darkness an’ dut air tu blest 
Not to welcome with proud hallylugers the ery 
Wen our eagle kichs yourn from the naytional nest,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
*O,” sez Westcott o’ Florida, 
“ Wut treason 1s horrider 
Then ow priv’leges try’ to pioon ?” sez he 


“* It’s ’coz they’re so happy, thet, won crazy sarpints 
Stick their nose in our bizness, we git so darned riled , 
We think it’s our dooty to give pooty sharp hints, 
Thet the last crumb of Edin on arth shan’t be spiled ” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he ,— 
*“ Ah,” sez Diion H Lewis, 
“Tt perfectly true is 
‘Lhet slavery ’s anth’s grettest boon,” sez he 


[It was said of old time that mches have wings and though this be not 
apphcable m a hteral strictness to the wealth of our patriarchal brethren of 
the South yet itis clear that their possessions have legs and an unaccount 
able propensity for using them in a northerly duection I marvel that the 
grand jury of Washington did not find 1 true bill against the North Star for 
aiding and abetting Drayton and Sayres It would have beew quite of a piece 
with the Intelligence displayed by the South on other questions connected with 
slavery I think that no ship of state was evcr freighted with a more veritable 
Jonah than this same domestic institution of ours Mephistopheles himself 
could not feign so bitterly so satirically sad a sight as this of three millions 
of human beingscrushed beyond help or hope by this one mighty argument — 
Our fathers knew no better! Nevertheless it 1s the unavoidable destiny of 
Jonahs to be cast overboard sooner or late: Or shall we try the experiment 
of hiding our Jonah in a safe place that none may lay hands on him to make 
jetsam of him? Let us then with cqual torcthonght and wisdom lash our 
selves to the anchor and await in pious confidence the certain result Per 
haps our suspicious passenger 1s no Jonah after all being black lor itis 
well known that a supéermtending Providence made a kind of sandwich of 
Ham and his descendants to be devoured by the Caucasian race 

In Gods name let all who hear nearer and nearer the hungry moan of the 
storm and the growl of the breakers speak out! But, alas! we have no 
right to interfere If aman pluck an apple of mime he shall be in danger of 
the justice but rf he steal mj bother 1 must be silent Who says this? 
Our Constitution, consecrated by the callous consuetude of sixty yews, and 
grasped in tmumphant argument by the left hand of him whose nght hand 
clutches the clotted slave whip Justice venerable with the undethronable 
majesty of countiess eons, says,—Sezak!' ‘The Past wise with the sorrows 
and desolations of ages, from amid her shattered fanes and wolf housing 
palaces, echoes,—Srsax! Nature, through her fu ousand trumpets of free 
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dom, her stars her sunrises her seas, her winds her cataracts her mountains 
blue with cloudy pines blows jubilant encouragement and cries,—SPrax ! 
From the soul’s tremblisg abysses the still, small voice not vaguely murmurs 

—Spzak! But alas! the Constitution and the Honorable Mr Bagowind, 
MC ,say —BE puns! 

It occurs to me to suggest as a topic of mquiry m this connection whether, 
on that momentous occasion when the goats and the sheep shall be parted 
the Constitution and the Honorable Mr Bagowmd MC _ will be expected to 
take their places on the left a» our hircine vicars 


Quid sum muser tunc dicturus ? 
Quem pationum rogaturus ? 


There 1s a point where toleration sinks into sheer baseness and poltroonery 

The toleration of the worst leads us to look on what is barely better as good 
enough and to worship what is only moderately good Woe to that man or 
that nation to whom mediocnty has become an ideal } 

Has our experiment of self government succeeded if it barely manage to 
ruband go? Here now 1s a piece of barbarism which Christ and the nine 
teenth century say shall cease and which Messrs Smith Brown and others 
say shall not cease I would by no means deny the eminent respectabuity of 
these gentlemen but I confess that mn such a wrestling match J cannot help 
having my fears for them 


Diserte gustetiam, menit: et non temnere dios 


HW) 


No VI 
THE PIOUS EDITOR’S CREED 


.Ar the special instance of Mr Biglow I preface the following sature with 
an extract from a sermon preached during the past summer from Ezekiel 
xxxiv 2 — Sonof man prophesy against the shepherds of Israel’ Since 
the Sabbath on which this discourse was delivered, the editor of the “Jaslam 
Independent Blunderbuss ° has unaccountably absented himself from our 
house of worship 

‘©? know of no s0 responsible position as that of the public journalist. The 
editor of our day bears the same relation to his time that the clerk bore to the 
age before the invention of printing Indeed, the position which he holds is 
that which the clergyman shgpid holdeven now But the clergyman chooses to 
walk off to the extreme edge of the world, and to throw such seed as he has 
clear over into that darkness which he cails the Next Life As if nest did not 
mean nearest and as if any life were nearer than that immediately present one 
which boils and eddies all around him at the caucus the ratification meeting, 
and the polis! Who taught him to exhort men to prepare for eternity, as for 
some future era of which the present forms no integral part? The furrow 
which Time is even now turning rans through the Everlasting, and in that 
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must he plant or nowhere Yet he would fai believe and teach that we are 
gomg to have more of eternity than we have now This gorg of ins is like 
that of the auctioneer on which gone follows before we have made up our 
minds to bid —in which manner not three months back I lost an excellent 
copy of Chappelow on Job So it has come to pass that the preacher instead 
of being a living force has faded mto an emblematic figure at christenings 
weddings and funerals Or if be excrcige any other function it is as keeper 
and fecder of certam theologic dogmas which when occasion offers he 
unkennels with a sfaboy! to bark and bite as *tis their nature to whence 
that reproach of odeum theologicum has arisen 

Meanwhile see what a pulpit the editor mounts daily sometimes with a 
congregation of fifty tt ousind within reach of ns voice and never s0 much 
asanodder even among them! And from what a Bible can he choose his 
text —a Bible which needs no translation and which no priestcraft can shut and 
clasp from the laity —thc cpen volumeoft the world upon which with a pen of 
sunshine o1 destroying fire the inspired Present is even now writing the 
annals of Cod! Methinks the editor who should understand his calhng and 
be equal ther t> would truly deserve that title of zromuny Aawy Which 


Homer bestows upon princes He would be the Moses of our nineteenth 
century and whereas the old Sina: silent now is bat a common mountain 
stucd at by the elegant tourist and crawled over by the hammering geologist 
he must find his talles of the new law here among factories and cities in this 
Wilderness of Sin (Numbcrs xxxin 12) called Progress of Civilisation and 
be the captam of our Fxodus into the Canaan of a truer social order 

Nevertheless our editor will not come so far within even the shadow of 
Sinaras Mahomet did but chooses rather to construe Moses by Joe Smith 
He takes up the crook not that the sheep may be fed but that he may never 
want a warm woollen suit and a joint of mutton 


Immemor O fider pecorumque oblite tuorum | 


For which r ason I would derive the name ed tor not so much from ede to 
publish as from edo to eat that bemg the pecular profession to which he 
estecms himself called He blows up the flames of political discord for no 
other occasion than that he may thereby handily boil his own pot I believe 
thcre are two thousand of these mutton loving shepherds 1n the United States 
and of these how many have even the dimmest perception of their immense 
power and the dutics consequent thereon? Here and there haply one 
Nine hundred and ninety nine labor to impress upon the peopl: the great 
principles of Tweedledum and other nine huudred and ninety nine preach with 
equal earnestness the gospel according to Tweedledee ’—-H W ] 


I pu believe m Freedom’s cause, 
Hz fur away ez Payns 1s , 
I love to see her stack her claws 
In them infarnal Phayrisees , 
It’s wal enough agin a king 
To dror resolves an’ triggers, — 
But hbbaty’s a kind o thine 
Thet don’t agree with . ggers 
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I du believe the people want 
A tax on teas an’ coffees, 

Thet nothin’ aint extravygunt,— 
Purvidin’ I’m mm office , 

Fer I hev loved my country sence 
My eye teeth filled then sockets, 

Av’ Uncle Sam I reverence, 
Partic’larly his pockets 


I du helieve in any plan 
0’ levyin’ the taxcs, 

Ez long ez, like a lumberman, 
I git jest wut I axes 

I co free trade thru thick an’ thin, 
Because it kind 0’ rouses 

The folks to vote,—an’ keeps us in 
Ou1 quiet custom houses 


T du believe it’s wise an’ good 
To sen’ out furnm missions, 
Thet 15, on sartin understood 
An’ orthydox conditions ,— 
T mean nine thousan’ dolls per ann 
Nine thousan’ more fer outfit, 
An me to 1ccommend a man 
‘The place ’ould jest about fit 


I du belicve in special ways 
©’ praym’ an convartin’, 
The bread comes back in many dys, 
An’ buttered, tu, fer sartin, 
I mean mm prey’ till one busts 
On wut the party chooses, 
Aw m convartin’ public trusts 
To very privit uses 


I du believe haid coin the stuff 
ler ’lectioneers to spout on , 
The people’s ollers soft enough 
To make hard money out on, 
Dear Uncle Sam peivides fer his, 
An’ gives a good sized junk to all,— 
I don’t care how hard money 18, 
Ez long ez mme’s paid punctooal 
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I du believe with all my soul 
In the great Press’s freedom, 
To pint the people to the goal 
Aw’ im the traces lead ’em , 
Palsied the arm thet forges yohes 
At my fat contracts squintin’, 
An withered be the nose thet pokes 
Inter the gov’ment printin’ ! 


I du believe thet I should give 

Wut’s his’n unto Ceesar,' 
Fer it’s by him I move an’ hve, 

fbium him my bread an’ cheese air , 
1 du bcheve thet all o’ me 

Doth bear ns superseription,— 
Will, conscience, honor, honesty, 

An’ things o’ thet deseription 


I du believe in prayer an’ praisc 
To bim that hez the grantin’ 
O’ jobs,—in every thin’ thet pays, 
But most of all m Cantiw’ , 
This doth my cup with marcies fil] 
This lays all thought o’ sin to 1¢st,— 
I don’t believe m princerple, 
But O, I du in interest 


I du beheve in beim’ this 
QO. thet, ez it may happen 
One way or t’other hendicst 1s 
To ketch the people nappim’ , 
It aint by princeiples no. men 
My pieudunt course 18 steadied,— 
T scent wich pays the best, an’ then 
Go into 1t baldheaded 


I du beheve thet holdin’ slaves 
Comes nat’ral tu a Presidunt, 
Let lone the rowdedow it saves 
To hev a wal broke precedunt , 
ker any office, small or gret, 
T couldn’t ax with no face, 
Without I’d ben, thra dry an’ wet, 
Th’ unrizzest kind 0’ dou shface 


(2 THE BIGLOW PAPERS 


I du believe wutever trash 
"11 keep the people in blindness,— 
Thet we the Mexicuns can thrash 
Right mter brotherly kindness, 
Thet bombshells, grape, an’ powder ’n’ ball 
Aur good will’s strongest magnets, 
Thet peace, to make 1 stick at all, 
Must be druv in with bagnets 


In short, I firmly du beheve 
In Humbug generally, 

Fer it’s a thing thet 1 perceive 
To hev a solid vally , 

This heth my faithful shepherd ben, 
In pasturs sweet heth led me 

An’ this’ll keep the people green 
To feed ez thev hev fed me 


{I subjom here another passage from my before mentioned discourse 


Wonderful to him that has eyes to see it nghtly 1s the newspaper To 
me for example sitting on the critrcal front bench of the pit m my study 
here in Jaalam the advent of my weekly journal 1s as that of a strolling 
theatre or rather of a puppet show on whose stage narrow as it is the 
tragedy comedy and farce of hfe are played in little Behold the whole huge 
earth sent to me hebdomadally in a brown paper wrapper! 

* Hither, to my obscure corner by wind ors eam on horseback or drome 
dary back jn the pouch of the Indian runner or chcking over the magnetic 
wires troop all the famous performers from the four quarters of the globe 
Looked at from a point of criticism tiny puppets they seem al] as the editor 
sets up his booth upon my desk and officiates as showman Now I can truly 
see how little and trausitory 1s life. The earth appears almost as a drop of 
vinegar on which the solar micioscope of the imagination must be brought 
to bear in order to make out anything distinctly That animalcule there in 
the pea jacket 1s Louis Phihppe just landed on the coast of England That 
other in the gray surtout and cocked hat is Napoleon Bonaparte Smith 
assuring France that she need apprehend no interference from him in the 
present alarming juncture At that spot where you seem to see a speck of 
something in motion is an immense mass meeting Look sharper, and you 
will see a mite brandishang bis mandbles in an excited manner that is the 
great Mr Soandso defining his position amid tumultuons and irrepressible 
cheers That infinitesimal creature, upon whom some score of others, as 
minute as he, are gazing in open mouthed admiration is a famous philo 
sopher, expounding to a select audience their capacity for the Infinite That 
searce discernible puffiet of smoke and dust ia a revolution That speck there 
4s a reformer, just arranging the lever with which he is to move the world 
And lo there creeps forward the shadow of a skeleton that blows one breath 
between its grinning teeth, and all our distinguished actors are whisked off 


the slppery stage mto the dark Beyond 
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‘¢Yes the little show box has its solemner suggestions Now and then we 
catch a glimpse of a grim old man who lays down a scythe and hour glass in 
the corner while he shifts the scenes There too in the dim background a 
weird shape 1s everdelving Sometimes he Jeans upon his mattock and gazes, 
as a coach whirls by bearing the newly married on their wedding jaunt, 
or glances carelessly at a babe brought home from christemmg Suddenly 
(for the scene grows larger and larger as we look) a bony hand snatches back 
a performer in the midst of his part and him whom yesterday two infinities 
(past and future) would not suffice a handful of dust is enough to cover and 
silence forever Nay we see the same fleshless fingers opening to clutch the 
showman himself and guess, not without a shudder that they are lymg m 
wait for spectator also 

Think of it for thee dollars a year I buy a season ticket to this great 
Globe Theatre for which God would write the dramas (only that we like 
farces spectacles and the tragedies of Apollyon better) whose scene shifter 
is Time and whose curtain 1s rang down by Death 

Such thoughts will occur to me sometimes as I am tearing off the wrapper 
of my newspaper Then suddenly that ctherwise too often vacant sheet 
becomes mvested for me with a strange kind of awe Look! deaths and 
marmages notices of inventions discovenes: and books, hsts of promotions, 
of killed wounded and missing news of fires accidents, of sudden wealth, 
and as sudden poverty I hoid in my hand the ends of mynad invisible 
electric conductors along which tremble the joys sorrows wrongs, triumphs, 
hopes and despairs of as many men and women everywhere So that upon 
that mood of mind which seems to isolate me from mankind as a spectator of 
their puppet pranks, another supervenes in which I feel that Itoo anknown 
and unheard of am yet of some import to my fellows For through my 
newspaper here do not families take pains to send me an entire stranger, 
news of a death among them? Are not here two who would have me know 
of their marriage®> And strangest of all, is not this singular person anxious 
to have me informed that he has received a fresh supply of Dimitry Bruisgms ? 
But to none of us does the Present continue miraculous (even if for a moment 
discerned as such) We glance carelessly at the sanrise, and get used to Orton 
and the Pleiades The wonder wears off and 'to morrow this sheet im which 
a vision was let down to me from Heaven shail be the wrappage to a bar of 
soap or the platter for a beggar s broken victuals "—H W'} 
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No VIi 
A LETTER 


FROM A CANDIDATL FOR THE PRESIDENCY IN ANSWER TO SUTTIN 
QUESTIONS PROPOSLD BY MR HOSEA BIGLOW, INCLOSED IN A 
NOTE FROM MR BIGLOW TO S H GAY, ESQ, EDITOR OF THE 
NATIONAL ANTI SLAVERY STANDARD 


(Curiosity may be said to be the quality which pre eminently distingnishes 
and segregates man from the lower animals As we trace the scale of 
animated nature downward we find this faculty (as it may truly be called) of 
the mind diminished in the savage and quite extinct in the brute The first 
object which civilized man proposes to himself I take to be the finding out 
whatsoever he can concerning his neighbours NtAri humanum a me ahenum 
puto Tam curious about even John Smth The desire next in strength to 
tins (an opposite pole indeed of the same magnet) 1s that of communicating 
the unintelligence we have carefully picked up 

Men in general may be divided snto the inquisitive ind the communicative 
To the first class belong Peeping Toms eaves droppers navel contemplating 
Brahmins metaphysicians travellers Empedocieses spies the various 
societies for promoting RKhinothism, Columbuses Yankees discoverers and 
men of science who present themselves to the mind as so many marks of 
interrogation wandering up and down the world or sitting in studies and 
laboratories The second class I should again subdivide into four § In the 
first subdivision I wouid rank those who have an itch to tell us about them 
selves —as keepers of diaries insigmificant persons generally Montaignes 
Horace Walpoles autobiographers, poets fhe second includes those who 
are anxious to impart information concerning other people —4s historians 
barbers andsuch To the third belong those who labour to give us intelligence 
about nothing at all —as novelists political orators the large majority of 
authors preachers lecturers and the hke In the fourth come those who are 
communicative from motives of public benevolence —as finders of mares 
nests and bringers of iilnews Each of us two legged fowls without feathers 
embraces all these subdivisions mn himself to a greater or less degree for none 
of us so much as lays an egg or incubates a chalk one but straightway the 
whole barn yard shall know it by our cackle or our cluck Omaibus hor vitium 
est There are different grades 1n all these classes One will turn his telescope 
toward a back yard another toward Uranus, one will tell you that he dined 
with Smith, another that he supped with Plato In one particular all men 
may be considered as belonging to the first grand division inasmuch as they 
all seem equally desirous of discovering the mote in their neighbour s eye 

Toone or another of these species every human being may safely be referred 
I think it beyond a peradventure that Jonah prosecuted some inquiries into 
the digestive apparatus of whales, and that Noah sealed up a letter in an 
empty bottle, that news in regard to him might not be wanting in case of the 
worst They had else been super or subter human I conceive, also, that, as 
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there are certain persons who continually peep and pry at the key holec 
mysterious door through which sooner or later we all make our exits 
there are doubtless ghosts fidgetting and frettzng on the other side of if, 
cause they have no means of conveying back to this world the scraps of news 
they have picked up in that For there 1s an answer ready somewh 
every question the great law of give and take runs through all nature 
we see a hook we may be sure that an eye is waiting for it I readin 4 
face I meet 1 standing advertisement of wnformation wanted in regard to 
A B or that the fnerds of C D can hear something to Ins disadvantage by 
application to such a one 

It was to gratify the two great passions of asking and answering that 
epistolary correspondence was first invented Ietters (for by this usurped 
title epistles are now commonly known) are of several kinds First there are 
those which are not letters at all —as letters patent letters dimissory letters 
inclosing bills letters of administration Pliny s letters letters of diplomacy 
of Cato of Mentor of Lords Lyttelton Chesterfield and Orrery, of Jacob 
Behmen Seneca (whom St Jerome mecludcs in his hst of sacred writers) 
letters from abroad from sons in college to their fathers letters of marque 
and letters generally which arc in nownse letters of mark Second are real 
letters such as those of Gray Cowper Walpole Howcl Lamb D Y the first 
letters from children (printed in staggering capitals) Letters trom New York, 
letters of credit and others interesting for the sake of the writer or the thing 
written I have rcad also letters from Europe by a gentleman named Pinto 
containing, some curious gossip and which I hope to see collected for the 
benefit of the cunous There are besides letters addressed to postent; —as 
epitaphs for example written for their own monuments by monarchs, 
whereby we have lately become possessed of the names of several great con 
querors and kings of kings lutherto unheard of and stil unpronounceable but 
valuable to the student of the entirely dark ages The letter winch St Peter 
sent to hing Pepin in the year of grace 755 that of the Virgin to the magis 
trates of Messma that of St Gregory Thaumaturgus to the D—1l, and that of 
this last mentioned active police magistrate to a nun of Girgenti, I would 
place in a class by themselves as also the letters of candidates, concerning 
which I shall dilate more fully 1n a note at the end of the following poem At 
present sat prata bidernunf Only concerning the shape of letters, they are 
all either square or oblong to which general figures circular letters aud 
round robins also conform themselves —H W ] 


DeEER sip its gut to be the fashun now to ite letteis to the 
candid 8s andi wus chose at a publick Mectin in Jaalam to du 
wut wus nessary fur that town i1wnt to 271 ginerals and gut 
ansers to 209 tha air called candid 8s but 1 don’t see nothmn 
candid about em this hete 1 which I send wus thought satty’s 
factory I dunno as it’s ushle to print Posciips, but ag all the 
ansers I got hed the sum, I sposed 1t wus best times has gretly 
changed Formaly to knock a man into a cocked hat wus to use 


lum up, but now it ony gives him a chanve fur the cheef madgus 
tracy -~H B 
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Dean Sre,—You wish to know my notions 
On sartin pints thet mle the land, 
There’s nothin’ thet my natur so shuns 
Ez bem’ mum or underhand , 
I’m a straight spoken kmd o’ creetur 
Thet blurts nght out wut’s in his head, 
An’ ef I’ve one pecooler feetur, 
It 1s a nose thet wunt be led 


So, to begin at the beginnin’, 
An’ come direcly to the pint, 
I think the country’s underpmnin’ 
Is some consid’ble out o’ jint, 
I aint agom’ to try your patience 
By tellin’ who done this or thet, 
I don’t make no msmooations, 
T jest let on I smell a rat 


‘Thet 1s, I mean, rt seems to me so, 
But, ef the public thmk [I’m wrong, 
I wunt deny but wut I be so,— 
An’, fact, 1t don’t smell very strong , 
My mind’s tu fair to lose its balance 
An’ say wich party hez most sense , 
There may be folks o’ greater talence 
That can’t set stiddier on the fence 


I’m an eclectic , ez to choosin’ 
"Twixt this an’ thet, ’m plaguy lawth , 
I leave a side thet looks like losm’, 
But (wile there’s doubt) I stick to both, 
I stan’ upon the Constitution, 
Ez preudunt statesmun say, who’ve planned 
A way to git the most profusion 
O’ chances ez to ware they'll stand 


Ez fer the war, I go agin 1t,— 
I mean to say I kind o’ du,— 
Thet 1s, I mean thet, bem’ im 1t, 
The best way wuz to fight 1t thru, 
Not but wut abstract war 1s hornd, 
I sign to thet with all my heart,— 
But earviyzation doos mt fornd 
Sometimes upon a powder cart 
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About thet darned Proviso matter 
I never hed a grain o’ doubt, 
Nor I aint one my sense to scatter 
So’st no one couldn’t pick it out, 
My love fer North an’ South is equil, 
So Dll jest answer plump an’ frank,— 
No matter wut may be the sequil,— 
Yes, Sir, I am agin a Bank 


Ez to the answerin’ o’ questions, 
I’m an off ox at bein’ diuv, 
Though I amt onc thet ary test shuns 
ll give our folks a helpin’ shove , 
Kind o’ promiscoous I go it 
Fer the hol! country, an’ the ground 
I take, ez nigh ez I can show it, 
Is pooty gen’ally all round 


I don’t appruve o’ givin’ pledges, 
You d ough’ to Jeave a feller free, 
An’ not go knockin’ out the wedges 
To ketch his fingers 1n the tree , 
Pledges air awfle breachy cattle 
Thet preudunt farmers don’t turn out,— 
Ez long ’z the people git their rattle, 
Wut 1s there fer’m to grout about ? 


Ez to the slaves, there’s no confusion 
In ary idees consarnin’ them,— 
IT think they air an Institution, 
A sort of—yes, jest so,—ahem 
Do J own any? Of my merit 
On thet pmt yeu yourself may jzedgc 
Allis, I never dmvk no sperit, 
Nor I haunt never signed no pledge 


Ez to my princerples, I glory 
In hevin’ nothin’ o’ the sort, 
I amt a Wig, I aint a Tory, 
I’m jest a candidate, m short , 
Thet’s fair an’ square an’ parpendicler, 
But, ef the Public cares a fig 
To hev me an’ thin’ nm partacier, 
Wy, I’m a kind o’ pen wig 
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bee, 


Ez we're a sort 0’ privateerin’, 
O’ course, you know, 1t’s sheer an’ sheer, 
An’ there 1s suttlin’ wuth your hearin’ 
Tl mention in your privit ear , 
Ef you git me inside the White House, 
Your head with ile 1’ll kim’ o’ ’mnt 
By gittin’ you mside the Light house 
Down to the eend o’ Jaivlam Pint 


Aw’ ez the North hez took to brustli’ 

At bein’ scrouged frum off the roost, 
T’ll tell ye wut Il save ul tusslin’ 

An’ give our side a harnsome boost,— 
Tell ’em thet on the Slavery question 

I’m nieHt, although to speak I’m Jivth, 
This gives you a safe pmt to rest on, 

An’ leives me fiontin’ South by North 


[And now of episti-s candidatial which are of two kinds —namely letters 
of acceptance and letters definitive of position Our repabhe on the eve of 
an election may safely enough be called a republic of letters Epistolary 
composition becomes then an epidemic which seizes one candidate after 
another not seldom cutting short the thread of political life It has come to 
such a pass that a party dreads less the attacks of its opponents than a Ietter 
from 1ts candidate Litera scaipta manet and it will go hard if something 
bad cannot be made of it General Harrison it is well understood was sur 
rounded during his candidacy with the cordon santtane of a vimilance com 
mittee No prisoner in Spielberg was ever more cautiously deprived of 
writing matenals The soot was scraped carefully from the chimney places 
outposts of expert rifle shooters rendered it sure death for any goose (who 
came clad in feathers) to approach within a certain hmited distance of North 
Bend and all domestic fowls about the premises were reduced to the con 
dition of Plato’s onginal man By these precautions the General was saved 
Parva componere magnus YT remember that, when party sprit once ran 
high among my people, upon occasion of the choice of anew deacon I having 
my preferences yet not caring too openly to express them made use of an 
innocent fraud to bring about that result which I deemed most desirable My 
stratagem was no other than the throwing a copy of the Complete Letter 
Writer in the way of the candidate whom I wished to defeat He caught the 
infection, and addressed a short note to his constituents in which the opposite 
party detected so many and so grave improprieties (he had modelled it upon 
the letter of a young lady accepting a proposal of marriage) that he not 
only lost his election, but, falling under a suspicion of Sabellianism and I know 
not what (the widow Endive assured me that he was a Paralipomenon, to her 
certain knowledge), was forced to leavethetown Thus it is that the letter 
killeth 
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The object which candidates propose to themselves in writing is to convey 
no meaning at all And here is a quite unsuspected pitfall into which they 
successively plunge headlong  Ior it is precisely in such cryptographies that 
mankind are prone to seek for and find a wonderful amount and vanety of 
significance Omne tgnotum pro mirifico How do we admire at the antaque 
world striving to crack those oracular nuts from Delpha Hammon and else- 
where in only one of which can I so much as surmise that any kernel had 
ever lodged that namely wherein Apollo confessed that he was mortal One 
Didymus is, moreover related to have written six thousand books on the 
single subject of grammar a topic rendered only more tenebrific by the 
labors of his successors and winch seems still to possess an attraction for 
authors in proportion as they can make nothing of 1t A singular loadstone 
for theologians also 1s the Beast in the Apocalypse whereof in the course of 
my studies, I have noted two hundred and three sever al @mterpretations, each 
lethiferal to allthe rest Non nostrum est tantas componere i:tes yet I have 
myself ventured upon a two hundred and fourth, which I embodied in a dis 
course preached on occasion of the demise of the late usurper Napoleon 
Bonaparte and which quieted im a large measure the minds of my people It 
is true that my views on this »mportant pomt were ardently controverted by 
Mr Shearjashub Holden the then preceptor of our academy, and in other 
particulars a very deserving and sensible young man though possessing a 
somewhat limited knowledge of the Greek tongue But hisheresy struck down 
no deep root and he having been lately removed by the hand of Providence 
I had the satisfaction of re affirming my cherished sentiments in @ sermon 
preached upon the Lord s day immediately succeeding hisfuneral This might 
seem hke taking an unfair advantage did I not add that he had made pro 
vision in his last will (beng celibate) for the publication of a posthumous 
tractate in support of his own dangerous opinions 

I know of nothing in our modern times which approaches so nearly to the 
ancient oracle as the letter of a Presidential candidat. Now among the 
Greeks the eating of beans was strictly forbidden to all such as had it m 
mind to consult those expert amphibologists and this same prohibition on 
the part of Pythagoras to his disciples 18 understood to imply an abstinence 
from politics beans having been used as ballots That other application 
quod widelicet sensus eo crbo obtund: existemaret though supported pugnis et 
calerbus by many of the learned and not wanting the countenance of Cicero, 
1s confuted by the larger expenence of New England Onthe whole I think 
it safer to apply here the rule of mterpretation which now generally obtains 
in regard to antique cosmogonies myths fables proverbial expressions and 
knotty pomts generally which is to find a common gense meanmng and then 
select whatever can be imagmed the most oppositethereto Inthis way we arrive 
at the conclusion that the Greeks objected to the questionmng of candidates 
And very properly if as I conceive the chief point be not to discover what 
a person in that position is, or what he will do, but whether he can be elected 
Vos exemplaria Gi eca nocturna versate manu versate diurna 

But, since an imitation of the Greeks in this particular ‘the askmg of ques 
tions being one chief privilege of freemen) is hardly to be hoped for, and our 
candidates will answer whether they are questioned or not, I would recorn- 
mend that these ante electionary dialogues should be carried on by symbols, 
as were the diplomatic correspondences of the S«ythians and Macrobil, or 
confined to the language of signs, ke the famous interview of Panurge and 

¥ 
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Goatenose <A candidate might then convey a suitable reply to all committees 
of inquiry by closing one eye, or by presenting them with a phial of Egyptian 
darkness to be speculated upon by their respective constituencies These 
anewers would be susceptible of whatever retrospective construction the 
exhrencies of the political campaign might seem to demand and the candidate 
could take his posrtion on either side of the fence with entire consistency 

Or, if letters must be written profitable use might be made of the Dighton 
rock hieroglyphic or the cuneiform scmpt every fresh decipherer of which 18 
enabled to educe a different meanmg whereby a sculptured stone or two 
supphes us and will probably continue to supply posterity with a very vast 
and various body of authentic history or even the briefest emstle in the 
ordinary chirography is dangerous ‘There 1s scarce any style so compressed 
that superfluous words may not be detected init A severe critic might cur 

tail that famous bre#ity of Ceesar s by two thirds drawing his pen through the 
supereroratory ven: and ord: Perhaps afterall the surest footing of hopeis to 
be found in the ramdly increasing tendency to demand less and less of quahfi 

cation in candidates Already have statesmanship expenence and the pos 

session (nay, the profession even) of principles been rejected as superfluous 

and may not the patriot reasonably bope that the abihty to write will follow > 
At present there may be death in pot hooks as well as pots the loop of a 
letter may suffice for a bow string and all the dreadful heresies of Anti slavery 
may lurk m a flourish —H W } 


No VIil 


A SLCOND LETTER FROM B SAWIN, ESQ 


{Iw the following epistie, we behold Mr Sawim returning a miles emertiua, 
to the bosom of his family Quantum mututus! The good lather of us all 
had doubtless intrusted to the keeping of this child of his certain faculties of 
a constructive kind Hehad put in him a share of that vital force the nicest 
economy of every minute atom of which 18 necessary to the perfect develop 
ment of Humanity He had gvenhima brain and heart and so had equipped 
hie 30ul with the two strong wings of knowledge and love, whereby it can mount 
to hang its nest under the eaves of heaven And this child so dowered he 
had intrusted to the keeping of his vicar the State How stands the account of 
that stewardship? The State or Society (call her by what name you will) had 
taken no manner of thought of him till she saw him swept out into the street, 
the pitiful leavings of last might s debauch with agar enda lemon parings 
tobacco quids slops, vile stenches, and the whole loathsome next morning of 
the bar-room,—an own child of the Almighty God! Jremember him as he 
was brought to be christened, a ruddy rugged babe, and now there he wal 
lows, reeking, seething,—the dead corpse not of a man, but of a soul,—a 
pateefying lamp, horrible for the life that is init Comes the wind of heaven, 
that good Samarrtan, and parts the hair upon his forehead, nor is too nice to 
kiss those parched, cracked lips, the morning opens upon him her eyes full 
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of pitying sunshine the sky yearns down to him —and there he hes ferment 
ing Osleep' let me not profane thy holy name by calling that stertorous 
unconsciousness a slumber! By and by comes along the State God’s vicar 
Does she say — My poor forlorn foster child! Behold here a force which I 
will make dig and plant and build forme? §Notso but— Here is a recruit 
ready made to my hand aprece of destroying energy lying unprofitably idle ” 
So she claps an ugly gray suit on him puts amusket in hisgrasp and sends 
him off with Gubernatorial and other godspeeds to do duty as a destroyer 
Imade one of the crowd at the last Mechanics Fair and with the rest, 
stood gazing in wonder at a perfect machine with 1ts soul of fire its boiler 
heart that sent the hot blood pulsing along the iron artenes and its thews of 
steel And while I was admiring the adaptation of means to end the har 
monious involutions of contrivance and the never bewildered complexity I 
saw a grimed and greasy fellow the imperious cngine $ lackey and drudge 
whose sole office was to let fall at imtervals a drop or two of onl upon a 
certaim jont Then my soul said withm me Sce there a piece of mechan 
ism to which that other you marvel at is but as the rude first effort of a child — 
a farce which not merely suffices to set a few wheels in motion but which 
can send an impulse all through the mfinite future —a contrivance not for 
turning out pins or stitching button holes but for making Hamlets and 
Lears And yet this thing of iron shall be housed waited on guarded from 
rust and dust and it shall be a crime but so much as to scratch it with a pin 
while the other with its fire of God in it shall be buffeted hither and thither 
and finally scut carefully a thousand miles to be the target for a Mexican 
cannon ball Unthrifty Mother State! My heart burned within me for pity 
and indignation and I renewed this covenant with my own soul —In alts 
mansuectus ero at in blasphemus contra Chitstum nontta —H Wj 


I si0sz you wonder waie I be, 1 can’t tell fer the soul 0’ me, 

Eaacly ware I be myself, —meanm by thet the holl o’ me 

Wen I left hum, I hed two |cgs, an’ they woin’t bad ones neither 

(The scahest trick they ever played wuz bimgm’ on me hither), 

Now one on ’cm’s I dunno ware ,—they thought 1 wuz adyia,’ 

An’ sawed it off because they said ’twuz kin’ o’ mortifyin’, 

Pm will’ to beheve it wuz, an’ yit 1 don’t see, nuther, 

Wy one should take to fcelin cheap a mmuit sooner ’n t’other, 

Sence both wuz equilly to blame, but things 1s ez they be, 

It took on so they took it off, an’ thet’s cuough fer me 

There’s one good thing, though, to be said about my wooden new 
one,— 

The liquor can’t git mto 1t ez’t used to in the true one , 

So it saves drink, an’ then, besides, a fell: could n’t beg 

A gretter blessin’ then to hev one ollers sober peg, 

It’s true a chap’s in want o’ two fer follerm’ a drum, 

But all the march I’m up to now 18 jest to Kingdom Come 


T’ve lost one eye, but thet’s a loss 1t’s easy o supply 
Out 0’ the glory thet I’ve gut, fer thet 1s all my eye, 
i) 
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An’ one 1s big cnough, I guess, by dihgently usin’ it, 

To see ill I shall ever git by way 0’ pay fer losin’ 1¢, 

Off ceis, I notice, who git pud fer all ou: thumps an’ kickins, 

Du wal by keepin’ single eyes ater the fattest pickins, 

So, ez the eye’s put fairly out Ill larn to go without 1t, 

An’ not allow myself to be no gret put out about it 

Now, le’ me see, thet isn’t all , I used, "fore leavin’ Jalaam, 

To count things on my finger eends, but sutthin’ seems to ail ’em 

Waie’s my left hand? O, dain it, yes, I recollect wut’s come 
on’t , 

I haint no left a1m but iy right, uw’ thet’s gut jcst a thumb on’t, 

It aint so hendy ez it wuz to cal’late a sum on’t 

I’ve hed some ibs broke,—six (I b’heve),—I hamt kep’ no 
account on ’em, 

Wen pensions git to be the talk, I’l settle the amount on ’em 

An’ now I’m speakim’ about ribs, 1t kin’ o’ brings to mind 

One thet I could’nt never break,—thc one I lef’ behind, 

Ef vou should see her, jest clear out the spout o’ you: mvention 

An’ pour the longest sweetmin’ in about an annooal pension, 

An’ kin’ o’ hint (in case, you know, the critter should refuse to be 

Consoled) I amt so ’apensive now to kucp ez wut I used to be, 

There’s one arm lIcss, ditto one cye, an’ then the leg thet’s 
wooden 

Can be took off an’ sot away wencver ther’s a puddin’ 


I spose you think I’m*comim’ back ez opperlunt ez thunder, 

With shiploads o’ gold images .n’ varus sorts o’ plunder , 

Wal, ’fore I vullmteecred, I thought this country wuz a sort 0’ 

Canaan, a reg’lar Promised Land flow with rum an’ water, 

Ware propaty growed up hke time, without no cultivation, 

An gold wuz dug ez taters be among om Yankee nation, 

Ware nateial advantages were pufficly amazin’, 

Ware every rock there wuz about with precious stuns wuz blazin’, 

Ware mill sites filled the country up ez thick ez you could cram 
"em, 

An’ desput rivers run about abeggin’ folks 1o dam ’em, 

Then there weie mectinhouscs, tu, chockful o’ gold an’ silver 

Thet you could take, an’ no one couldn’t hand ye in no bill fer — 

Thet’s wut I thought atore I went, thet’s wut them fellers told us 

Thet stayed to hum an’ specchified an’ to the buzzards sold us, 

I thought thet gold mmes could be gut cheaper than Chiny asters, 

Aw’ see myself acomm’ back like sixty Jacob Astors , 
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But sech 1dees soon melted down an didn’t leave a grease spot , 
J vow my holl sheer 0’ the spiles wouldn’t come mgh a V spot, 

Although, most anywares we’ve ben, you needn’t bieak no locks, 
Non run no kin’ o’ nsks, to fill your pocket full 0’ 10cks 


I guess I mentioned in my last some 0’ the nateral feeturs 

O’ this all fiered buggy hole in th’ way o’ awfle creeturs, 

But I fergut to name (new things to spe tk on so rbounded) 

How one diy you'll most die o’ thust, an’ ’fore the next git 
drowndcd 

The clymit seems to me jest like a teapot made o’ pewte1 

Our Prudence hed, thet wouldn’t pow (all she could du) to suit 
her, 

Fust place the leaves ’ould choke the spout, so’s not + drop ’ould 
dreen out, 

Then Prude ’ould tip an’ tap an’ tip, til the holl hit bust clean 
out, 

The kiver hinge pin bein’ lost, ter leaves an’ tea an’ hiver 

ould all come down ker svrosh / ez though the dam broke im aiiver 

Jest so ’t 1s here, holl months there aint a day o’ rainv weathe:, 

Aw’ jest ez th’ officers ’ould be alayin’ heads together 

Kz ¢? how they’d mix their drmk ot sech a miulmgtary deepot,— 

T ’ould pour ez though the ld wuz off the everlastin’ te ipot 

The cons’quence 1s, thet I shall take, wen T’m allowed to Je:ve 
here, 

One piece 0’ propaty along,—an’ thet’s the shakin’ fever , 

It’s reggilar employment, though, an’ thet aint thought to ham one, 

Nor ’t aint so tiresome ez 1t wuz with t’othe: leg an’ atin on 

An’ it’s a consolation, tu, although it doosu’t pay, 

To hev 1t said you’re some gret shakes im any kin’ 0’ wis 

*Tworn’t very long, I tell ye wut, I thought o’ fortm makin’ — 

One day a reg’lar shiver de freeze an’ next ez good ez bakm’,— 

One day abrilin’ in the sand, then smoth’1in’ in the mashes,— 

Git up all sound, be put to bed a mess o’ hacks an’ smashes 

But then, thmks IJ, at any rate there’s glory to be hed,— 

Thet’s an mvestment, arter all, thet mayn’t turn out so bad, 

But somehow, wen we'd fit an’ licked, I ollers found the thanks 

Gut kin’ o’ lodged afore they come ez low down ez the ranks , 

The Gin’rals gut the biggest sheer, the Cunnles next, an’ so on,— 

We never gut a blasted mite o” glory ez I know on, 

An’ spose we hed, I wonder how you’re gom’ to contrive 1{s 

Division so’s to give a prece to twenty thousand privits , 
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Ef you should muliaply by ten the portion o’ the brav’st one, 

You wouldn’t git more’n half enough to speak of on agrave stun , 

We git the leks, —we’re jest the grist thet’s put into War’s 
hoppers , 

Leftenants 1s the lowest grade thet helps pick up the coppers 

It may suit folks thet go agin a body with a soul in’t, 

An’ aint contented with a hide without a bagnet hole 1n’t, 

But glory 1s a kin’ o’ thing J shan’t persue no furder, 

Coz thet’s the off’cers parquisite,—yourn’s on’y jest the murder 


Wal, arter I gm glory up, thinks I at least there’s one 

Thing m the bills we aint hed yit, an’ thet’s the crorious FUN 
Ef once we git to Mexico, we fairly may persume we 

All day an’ might shall revel im the halls o’ Montezumy 

Tl tell ye wut my revels wuz, an’ see how you would Jike ’em, 
We never gut inside the hall the mghest ever J come 

Wuz stan’in’ sentry in the sun (an’, fact, 1t seemed a cent’ry) 

A ketchin’ smells 0’ biled an’ roast thet come out thru the entry, 
An’ hearin’ ez I sweltered thru my passes an’ repasses, 

A rat tat too o’ knives an’ forks, a clinkty clink o’ glasses 

I can’t tell off the bill o’ fare the Gin’rals hed inside , 

All I know is, thet out o’ doors a pair o’ soles wuz fned, 

Aw’ not a hunderd miles away frum ware tlis child wuz posted, 
A Massachusetts citizen wuz baked, an ’biled, an’ roasted , 

The on’y thing hke revellin’ thet ever come to me 

Wuz bein’ routed out o’ sleep by thet darned revelee 


They say the quarrel’s settled now, fer my part I’ve some doubt 
on’t, 

*T °li take more fish skin than folks think to take the ile clean 
out on’t , 

At any rate, I’m so used up I can’t do no more fightin’, 

The on’y chance thet’s left to me 1s polities or writin’ , 

Now, ez the people’s gut to hev a milingtary man, 

An’ I aint nothin’ else just now, I’ve hit upon a plan, 

The can’idatin’ line, you know, ’ould suit me to a T, 

An’ ef I lose, ’*twunt hurt my ears to lodge another flea, 

So I’ll set up ez can’idate for any kin’ o’ office 

(I mean fer any thet includes good easy-cheers an’ soffies , 

Fer ez to runnin’ fer a place ware work’s the time o’ day, 

You know thet’s wut I never did,—-exoept the other way), 
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Ef it’s the Presidential cheer fer wich I’d better run, 

Wut two legs anywares about could keep up with my one ? 
There aint no kin’ o’ quality in can’idates, it’s said, 

So useful ez a wooden leg,—except a wooden head , 

There’s nothin’ aint so poppylar—(wy, it’s a parfect sin 

To think wut Mexico hez paid fer Santy Auny’s pm ,)— 

Then I haint gut no piincetples, an , sence I wuz knee hugh, 

I never did hev any gret, ez you can testify, 

I’m a decided peace man, tu, an’ go agin the war,— 

Fer now the holl on’t’s gone an’ past, wut 1s there to go for ? 
Ef, wile you’1e ’lectioneerim’ round, some enrus chaps should beg 
To know my views 0’ state iffairs, jest answer WOODEN LEG? 
Ef they aint settisfied with thet, an’ kin’ o’ pry an’ doubt, 

An’ ax ter sutthin deffynit, jest say ONF EYE PUT OU1! 

Thet kin’ 0’ talk J guess you’! find’ll answer to a charm, 

An’ when you’re druv tu mgh the wall, bol’ up my missin’ arm, 
Ef they should nose round fer 2 pledge, put on a vartoous look 
An’ tell ’em thet’s percisely wut I never gin nor—took ! 


Then you can call me “ Timbertoes,”’—thet’s wut the people likes , 

Sutthin’ combinin’ morn truth with phrases sech ez strikes , 

Some say the people’s tond o’ this, o1 thet, or wut you please,— 

I tell ye wut the people want 1s jest correct dees , 

“Old Timbertoes,” vou sec, ’s a creed it’s safe to be quite 
bold on, 

There’s nothin’ 1n’t the other side can any wavs git hold on, 

It’s a good tangible idee, a sutthin’ to embody 

Thet valooable class o’ men who look thru brandy toddy , 

It gives a Party Platform, tu, jest level with the mind 

Of all nght thmkin’, honest folks thet mean to go it blind’, 

Then there ax then good. hoorawa.to drot ov 07.700 Bged.,’awy, 

Seek eathe oxaq.vam Saanrnner, the auoopy: Brrporrepy, 

Peete io? folks thet: thik, es vail ez batite minds, 


Ap’ pkss'bu ehtin ‘OM Ene ae ¢? zoo aap ANT TR, §* 
mT G ee Ab ubt'aBeub+ m' deer ts he ret, 
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An’ then, to suit the No’thern folks, who feel obleeged to say 
They hate an’ cuss the very thing they vote fer every day, 

Say you’re assured I go full butt fer Libbaty’s diffusion 

An’ made the purchis on’y jest to spite the Institootion ,— 

But, golly! there’s the curner’s hoss upon the pavement pawin’ ! 
Till be more ’xpheit m my next 


Yourn, 
BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN 


(We have new a tolerably fair chance of estimating how the balance sheet 
stands between our returned volunteer and glory Supposing the entries to 
be set dow» on both sides of the account in fractional parts of one hundred 
we shall arrive at something hke the following result — 


B Sawin Esq in account with (B14anh) GLoryY 


Cr Dr 
By loss of one leg 20 lo one 670th three cheers in 
do one arm 15 Faneuil Hall 30 
»» do four fingers o do do on occasion 
» do one eve 10 of pre entation of sword 
the breaking of six mbs 6 to Colonel Wnght 25 
», having served under Colo one suit of gray clothes 
nel Cushing one month 4h (ingeniously unbecoming) 1> 
musical entertainments 
(drum and fife 3ix months) , 
one dinner after return 1 
chance of pension i 


privilege of drawing long 
bow during iest of natural 
life 23 
10) 100 
EE 


It would appear that Mr Sawm found the actual feast cumously the reverse 
of the bill of fare advertised in Laneuil Hall and other places His primary 
object seems to have been the making of his fortune Querenda pecunta 
primum, virtus post nummos He hoisted sail for Eldorado, and shipwrecked 
on Point Tribulation Quid non mortala pectoru cogis aur: sacra fames? The 
speculation has sometimes crossed my mind, in that dreary interval of drought 
which intervenes between quarterly stipendiary showers, that Providence by 
the creation of a money tree might have simplified wonderfully the some 
times perplexing problem of humanlife Weread of bread trees the butter for 
which lies ready churned in Irish bogs Milk trees we are assured of in South 
America, and stout Sir John Hawkins testifies to water trees in the Canaries 
Boot-trees bear abundantly in Lynn and elsewhere; and I bave seen, in the 
entries of the wealthy, hat trees with a fair show of fruit A family tree 
4 once cultivated myself, and found therefrom but a scanty yield, and that 
quite tasteless and innutritions Of trees bearing men we are not without 
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examples; as those in the park of Iouis the Eleventh of France Who has 
forgotten, moreover that olive tree growmg m the Athenian’s back garden 
with its strange uxorious crop for the general propagation of which as of a 
new and precious variety the philosopher Diogenes hitherto uninter sted in 
arboriculture was so zealous® In the sy/va of our own Southern States the 
females of my family have called my attention to the china tree Not to mul 
taply examples I will barely add to my list the birch tree in the smaller 
branches of which has been implanted so miraculous a virtue for commun 
cating the Latin and Greek languages and which may well therefore, be 
classed among the trees producing neccssaries of hfe —venerabile donum 
fatahs urge That money trees existed in the golden age there want not pre 
valent reasons for our believing For does not the old proverb when 1¢ 
asserts that money dres not grow on every bush imply a fortror: that there 
were certain bushe which did produce it? Again there 1s another ancient 
saw to the effect that money is the root of allevul From which two adages at 
may be safe to infer that the aforesaid species of tree first degenerated into a 
shrub then absconded underground and finally in our iron age vanished 
altogether In favourable exposures it may be conjectured that a specimen 
or two survived to a gieat are as in the garden of the Hesperides and, 
indeed what else could that tree in the Sixth Aineid have been with a branch 
whereof the Trojan hero procured admission to a territory for the entermg of 
which money is a surer passport than to a certain other more profitable (too) 
foragn kingdom? Whether these speculations of mine have any force in 
them or whether they will not rather by most readers be deemed mmpertinent 
to the matter in hand is a question which I leave to the determination of an 
indulgent posterity That there were in more primitive and happier times 
shops where money was sold —and that too on credit and at a bargam —I 
take to be matter of demonstration For what but a dealer im this article was 
that /Lolus who supplied Ulysses with motive power for his fleet in bags? 
What that Encus king of Sweden who is said to have kept the winds in his 
cap> What in more recent times those Lapland Nornas who traded in 
favourable breezes? All which will appear the more clearly when we consider 
that even to this day raising thewind is proverbial for raising money and 
that brokers and banks were invented by the Venetians at a later period 

And now for the improvementof this digression I finda paralleltoMr Sawin s 
fortune in an adventure of my own For shortly after I had first broached 
to myself the before stated natural historical and archesological theorles, as I 
was passing, hee negotsa penitus mecum revolvens through one of the obscure 
suburbs of our New England metropolis my cye was attracted by these 
words upon a sign board,—Cngear Casn Store Here was at once the 
confirmation of my speculations and the substance of my hopes Here 
lingered the fragment of a hapmer past or stretched out the first tremulous 
organic filament of a more fortunate future Thus glowed the distant Mexico 
to the eyes of Sawin as he looked through the dirty pane of the recruiting 
office window or speculated from the summit of that mirage Pisgah which the 
imps of the bottle are so cunning in raising up Already had my Alnaschar 
fancy (even during that first half believing glance) expended in various useful 
directions the funds to be obtained by pledging the manuscript of a proposed 
volume of discourses Already did a clock ornament the tower of the Jaalam 
meeting house a gift appropriately, but modestly ¢ »mmemorated in the parish 
and town records both, for now many years, kept by myself Already had my 
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son Seneca completed his course at the University Whether for the mament 
‘we may not be considered as actually lordimg it over those Baratarias with the 
viceroyalty of which Hope mvests us and whether we are ever s0 wamaly 
housed as in our Spanish castles would afford matter of argument Enough 
that I found that sign board to be no other than a bait to the trap of a decayed 
grocer Nevertheless I bought a pound of dates (getting short weight by 
reason of immense flights of harpy flues who pursued and hghted upon their 
prey even in the very scales) which purchase I made not only with an eye to 
the little ones at home but also as a figurative reproof of that too frequent 
habit of my mind, which forgetting the due order of chronology will often 
persuade me that the happy sceptre of Saturn is stretched over this Astraa 
forsaken nineteenth century 

Having glanced at the ledger of Glory under the title Sawin B, let us 
extend our investigations and discover of that imstructive volume does not 
contain some charges more personally interesting to ourselves I think we 
should be more economical of our resources did we thoroughly appreciate the 
fact, that whenever Brother Jonathan seems to be thrusting his hand into his 
own pocket he is in fact, picking ours I confess that the late muck which 
the country has been running has materially changed my views as to the best 
method of raising revenue If by means of direct taxation the bills for every 
extraordinary outlay were brought under our immediate eye so that lke 
thrifty housekeepers we could see where and how fast the money was gomg, 
we should be less likely to commit extravagancies At present these things 
are managed in such a hugger mugger way that we know not what we pay 
for, the poor man is charged as much as therich and while we are saving 
and scrimping at the spigot the government 1s drawing off atthe bung = If 
we could know that a part of the money we expend for tea and coffee goes to 
buy powder and balls and that it 1s Mexican blood which makes the clothes 
on our backs more costly it would set some of us athinkmg During the 
present fall, I have often pictured to myself a government official entermg my 
study and handing me the following bill — 


Wasniveton Sept 30, 1848 


Rev Homer Wiisve to Gintle Samuel Dr 
To his share of work done in Mexico on partnership account, sundry 
jobs as below 
“ killing maiming and wounding about 5 000 Mexicans &2 00 
slaughtering one woman carrying water to wounded 10 


* extra work on two different Sabbaths (one bombardment and one 
assanit) whereby the Mexicans were prevented from defiling 
themselves with the idolatries of high mass 3 50 

* throwmeg an especially fortunate and Protestant bombshell into the ? 
Cathedral at Vera Cruz whereby several female Papists wend 1741! 


alan at the altar Lary... |) 
“ his proportion of cash paid for conquered territory 1> Fg 1 ths 
do do for conquering do yar Suit ge a agin 
“ manuring do with new superior compost cast “Uriel 16 

Citazzen *? Pay? Unig 
de eplading tos aiewios Rislies sud Pogue: Usk 4 AE Oty 
* glory fyi h é bon gf ty reetsrlogy 


stacneras goa Fo toy LCT iecbdalablidtte 
Jmmediate payment ia requested pb e mac) ott do hive tro Re 
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N B —Thankful for former favours U S requests a continuance of patro 
nage Orders executed with neatness and despatch Terms as lew as those 
of any other contractor for the same kind and style of work 


I can fancy the officidl answering my look of horror with,—‘‘ Yes Sir, it 
looks hike a high charge Sir, but in these days slaughtering is slaughtering ’’ 
Verily I would that every one understood that it was, for it goes about 
obtaining money under the false pretence of being giory Forme I have an 
imagination which plays me uncomfortable tricks It happens to me some- 
times to see 2. slaughterer on his way home from his day swork and forthwith 
my imagination puts a cocked hat upon his head and epaulettes upon his 
shoulders and sets him up as a candidate for the Presidency So also ona 
recent public occasion as the place assigned to the ‘ Reverend Clergy” is 
just behind that of Officers of the Army and Navy’ in processions it was 
my fortune to be seated at the dinner table over against one of these respect 
able persons He was arrayed as (out of his own profession) only kmgs, 
court officers and footmen are in Europe and Indians in America Now what 
does my over officious :magination but set to work upon him strip him of his 
gay livery and present him to me coatless his trowsers thrust into the tops of 
a pair of boots thick with clotted blood and a basket on is arm out of which 
lolied a gore smeared axe thereby destroying my relish for the temporal 
mercies upon the board before me'—H W ] 


No IX 


A THIRD LETTER FROM B SAWIN, ESQ 


[Upon the following letter slender comment will be needful In what nver 
Selemnus has Mr Sawin bathed that he has become so swiftly oblivious of 
his formerloves® From an ardent and (as befits a soldier) confident wooer of 
that coy bride the popular favour, we see him subside of a sudden into the 
(I trust not jilted) Cinciunatus, returning to his plough with a goodly-sized 
branch of willow in his hand , figuratively returning however, toa figurative 
plough and from no profound affection for that honoured implement of hus- 
bandry (for which, indeed Mr Sawin never displayed any decided predi- 
lection) but in order to be gracefully sammoned therefrom to more congenial 
labours It would seem that the character of the ancient Dictator had became 
part of the recognized stock of our modern political comedy, though, as our 
term of office extends to a quadrennial length, the parallel is not so minutely 
exact ascouldbedesired It1s sufficiently so, however, for purposes of scenic 
representation An humble cottage (if built of logs, the better) forms the 
Arcadian background of the stage This rastic paradise is labelled Ashland, 
Jaalam, North Bend Marshfield Kinderhook, or Baton Rouge,.as occasion 
demands Before the door stands a something with one handle (the other 
painted in proper perspective), which represents, in happy :deal vagueness, 
the plough To this the defeated candidate rushes with delirious joy, wel- 
comed as a father by appropriate groups of happy labourers, or fom it the 
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successfal one is torn with difficulty, sustained alone by a noble sense of public 
duty Only I have observed that ifthe scene be laid at Baton Rouge or Ash 
land the labourers are kept carefully in the background and are heard to 
shout from behind the scenes 1n a singular tone resembhing ululation and 
accompanied by a sound not unlike vigorous clapping This however may 
be artistically in keeping with the habits of the rustic population of those 
localities The precise connection between agricultural pursuits and states 
manship I have not been able after dihgent inquiry to discover But that 
my investigations may not be barren of all fruit I will mention one curious 
statistical fact which I consider thoroughly established namely that no real 
farmer ever attains practically beyond a seat in General Court however 
theoretically qualified for more exalted station 

It is probable that some other prospect has been opened to Mr Sawin 
and that he has not made this great sacrifice without some definite under 
standing in regard to a seat in the cabinet or a foreign mission It may be 
supposed that we of Jaalam were not untouched by a feeling of villatic pride 
in beholding our townsman occupying so large a space in the public eye 
Andtome deeply revolying the qualifications necessary to a candidate in 
these frugal times those of Mr S seemed pecuharly adapted to a successful 
campaign The loss of a leg anarm an eye and four fingers reduced him 
80 nearly to the condition of a vor et preterea nihtl that I could think of 
nothing but the loss of his head by which his chance could have been 
bettered But smce he has chosen to baulk our suffrages we must conte t 
ourselves with what we can get remembering /uctucas non esse dundis dum 
cardus suficant —H W ] 


I spose you recollect thet I explamed my gennle views 

In the last billet thet I wnt, ’way down from Veery Cruve 

Jest arter I’d a kind o’ ben spontanously sot up 

Torun unanimously fer the Presidential cup , 

O’ course 1t worn’t no wish 0’ mine, ’twuz ferflely distressin’, 

But poppiler enthusiasm gut so almighty pressin’ 

Thet, though lke srxty all along I fumed an’ fussed an’ son: cred, 

There didn’t seem no ways to stop their bringin’ on me forie:d 

Fact 18, they udged the matter so, I couldu’t help admit’ 

The Father o’ ns Country’s shoes no feet but mine ’ould fit 1, 

Besides the savin’ o’ the soles for ages to succeed, 

Seein’ thet with one wannut foot, a pair ’d be moe ’n I need, 

An’, tell ye wut, them shoes ’ll want a thund’rin sight o’ patch’, 

Ef this ’ere fashion 1s to last we’ve gut mto o’ hatchin’ 

A pair 0’ second Washintons fer every new election, — 

Though, fur ez number one’s consarned, Idon’t make no objec 
tion 


I wuz agom’ on to say thet when at fust I saw 
The masses would stick to’t I wuzthe Country’s father ’n law, 
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(They would ha’ hed 1t Father, but I told ’em ’t wouldn’t du, 
Coz thet wuz sutthim’ of a sort they couldn’t spht m tu, 

An’ Washinton hed hed the thing laid fairly tons door 

Nor darsn’t say ’tworn’t his’n, much ez sixty yea: afore), 
But ’taint no matter ez to thet , wen I wuz nomernated, 
>Twoin’t natur but wut I should feel consid’able elated, 

An’ wile the hooiaw o’ the thing wuz kind o’ noo an’ fresh, 

I thought our ticket would hv caird the country with a resh 


Sence I’ve come hum, though, an’ looked round, I thmk I seem to 
find 

Strong argzimunts ez thick ez flers to make me change my mind , 

It’s clear to any one whose brain ain’t fur gone in a phtlusis, 

Thet hail Columby’s happy land 1s goin’ thru a crisis, 

An’ ’twouldn’t noways du to hev the people’s mind distracted 

By bein’ all to once by sev’ral pop’lar names attackted , 

*T would save holl haycartloads o’ fuss an’ three four months 0’ 
jaw, 

Ef some illustrous paytriot should back out an’ withdraw , 

So, ez I aint a ciooked stick, jest hhe—lke ole (1 swow, 

I dunno cz I know his name)—IT’ll go back to my plough 


Wenever an Ameuikin distinguished politishin 

Begins to try et wut they call definin’ his posishin, 

Wal, I fer one, feel sure he aint gut nothin’ to define , 

It’s so nine cases out o’ ten, but jest that tenth 1s mine, 

And ’taint no more’n1s proper ’n’ nght in sech a sitooation 

To hint the course you think ’ll be the savin’ o’ the nation , 

To funk nght out o’ p’lit’cal strife ant thought to be the thing, 
Without you deacon off the toon you want your folks should smg , 
So I edvise the noomious trends thet’s in one boat with me 
To jest up killock, jam nght down their hellum hard a lee, 
Haul the sheets taut, an’, laying out upon the Suthun tack, 
Make fer the safest port they can, wich, Z think, 1s Ole Zack 


Next thing you’ll want to know, I spose, wut argimunts I seem 
To see thet makes me think this ere’ll be the strongest team, 
Fust place, I’ve ben consid’ble round in bar rooms an’ saloons 
Agethrin’ public sentiment, ’mongst Demmercrats and Coons, 
An’ ’tamt ve’y offen thet I meet a chap but wut goes in 

Fer Rough an’ Ready, fair an’ square, hufs, taller, horns, an’ skin , 
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I don’t deny but wut, fer one, ez fur ez I could see, 

I didn’t like at fast the Pheladelphy nomernee 

I could ha’ pmted to a man thet wuz, I guess, a peg 

Higher than him,—a soger, tu, an’ with a wooden leg, 

But every day with more an’ more o’ Taylor zeal I’m burnin’, 

Seein’ wich way the tide thet sets to office 1s aturnin’ , 

Wy, ito Bellers’s we notched the votes down on three sticks,— 

*T wuz Birdofredum one, Cass aught, an’ Taylor twenty-siz, 

An’ bein’ the on’y candeidate thet wuz upon the ground, 

They said ’twuz no more’n nght thet I should pay the drinks all 
round , 

Ef I’d expected sech a tnck, I wouldn’t ha’ cut my foot 

By gom’ an’ votin’ fer myself like a consumed coot, 

It didn’t make no diff’rence, though, I wish I may be cust, 

Ef Bellers wuzn’t slim enough to say he wouldn’t trust ! 


Another pint thet mfluences the minds 0’ sober jedges 

Is thet the Gin’ral hezn’t gut tied hand an’ foot with pledges , 

He hezn’t told ye wut he 1s, an’ so therc amt no knowin’ 

But wut he may turn out to be the best there 1s agom’ , 

This, at the on’y spot thet pinched, the shoe directly eases, 

Coz every one 1s free to ’xpect percisely wut he pleases 

I want free trade , you don’t , the Gin’ral isn’t bound to neither ,— 

I vote my way, you, yourn, an’ both aur sooted to a T there 

Ole Rough an’ Ready, tu, ’s a Wig, but without bein’ ultry 

(He’s hike a holsome hayinday, thet’s warm, but isn’t sultry), 

He’s jest wut I should call myself, a kin’ 0° seratch, ez ’tware, 

Thet amt exacly all a wig nor wholly your own hair, 

I’ve ben a Wig three weeks myself, jest 0’ this mod’rate sort, 

An’ don’t find them an’ Demmercrats so different ez I thought , 

They both act pooty much alike, an’ push an’ scrouge an’ cus, 

They’re like two pickpockets 1n league fer Uncle Samwell’s pus, 

Each takes a side, an’ then they squeeze the old man in between 
em, 

Turn all his pockets wrong side out an’ quck ez hghtmm’ clean 

em, 
To nary one on’em I’d trust a secon’ handed ial 
No furder off ’an I could sling a bullock by the tal 


Webster sot matters nght in thet air Mashfiel’ speech o’ his’n ,— 
“Taylor,” sez he, “amt nary ways the one thet I’d a chizzen, 
Nor he aint fittin’ fer the place, an’ lke ez not he aint 

No more’n a tough ole bullethead, an’ no gret of a samt , 
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But then,” sez he, “ obsarve my pint, he’s jest ez good to vote fer 

Ez though the greasin’ on him worn’t a thing to hire Choate fer, 

Aint 1t ez easy done to drop a ballot in a box 

Fer one ez’t 1s fer t’other, fer the bulldog ez the fox °” 

Tt takes a mind hke Dannel’s, fact, ez big ez all ow doors, 

To find out thet it looks like ram arter it fairly pours , 

I gree with him, 1t amt so drefile troublesome to vote 

Fer Taylor arter all,—at’s jest to go an’ change your coat, 

Wen he’s once greased, you'll swaller him an’ never know on’t 
scurce, 

Unless he scratches, gom’ down, with them ’ere Gin’ral’s spurs 

T’ve ben a votin’ Demmercrat, ez reg’lar ez a clock, 

But don’t find gom’ Taylor gives my narves no gret ’f a shock , 

Truth 1s, the cutest leadin’ Wigs, ever sence fust they found 

Wich side the bread gut buttered on, hev kep’ a edgmm’ round, 

They kin’ 0’ shpt the planks frum out th’ ole platform one by one 

An’ made it gradooally noo, ’fore folks know’d wut wuz done, 

‘Lill, fur’z 1 know, there amt an inch thet I could lay my han’ on 

But I, or any Demmercrat, feels comf’table to stam’ on, 

Aw’ ole Wig doctrines act’lly look, their oce’pants bem’ gone, 

Lonesome ez staddles on a mash without no hayncks on 


T spose 1t’s time now I should give my thoughts upon the plan, 
Thet chipped the shell at Buffalo, o’ settin’ up ole Van 

I used to vote fer Martin, but, I swan, I’m clean disgusted,— 
He aint the man thet I can say 1s fittan’ to be trusted , 

He aint half antislav’ry ’nough, nor I amt sure, ez some be, 

He’d go in fer abolishin’ the Deestrck 0’ Columby , 

An’, now I come to 1ecollect, if kin’? 0’ makes me sick’z 

A horse, to think o’ wut he wuz mm eighteen thirty six 

An’ then, another thing ,—I guess, though mebby I am wrong, 
This Bufflo plaster aint agom’ to dror alm hty strong , 

Some folks, I know, hev gut th’ idee thet No’thun dough ’Il nse, 
Though, fore I see 1t mz an’ baked, I wouldn’t trust my eyes , 
Twill take more emptins, a long chalk, than this noo party’s gut, : 
To give sech heavy cakes ez them a start, I tell ye wut 

But even ef they caird the dav, there wouldn’t be no endurm’ 

To stan’ upon a platform with sech cmtters ez Van Buren ,— 

An’ his son John, tu, I can’t think how thet ’ere chap should dare 
To speak ez he doos, wy, they say he used to cuss an’ swear ! 

I spose he never read the hymn. thet tells huw down the stairs 

A feller with long legs wuz throwed thet wouldn’t say his prayers 
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This brings me to another pmt the leaders o’ the party 

Aunt jest sech men e7 I en act along with free an’ hearty , 

They amt not quite respectable, an’ wen a feller’s monuls 

Don’t toe the straightest kin’ o’ nuk, wy, him an’ me jest quarrils 

I went to a free soil meetin’ once, an’ wut d’ye think I see ? 

A feller was aspoutin’ there thet act’lly come to me, 

About two year ago last spring, ez mgh ez I can jcdge, 

An’ axed me ef I didn’t want to sign the Temprunce pledge ! 

He’s one o’ them that goes about an’ sez you hedn’t ough’ ter 

Drink nothin’, morn’, noon, or night, stronger ’an Taunton water 

There’s one rule I’ve been guided by, in setthn’ how to vote, 
ollers,— 

1 take the side thet 287’ took by them consarned tectotallers 


Ez fer the niggers, I’ve ben South, an’ thet hez changed my mind , 

A lazier, more ongrateful set you couldn’t nowers find 

You know I mentioned in my last thet I should buy a mgget, 

Ef I could make a purchase at a pooty mod’rate figger , 

So, ez there’s nothin’ in the world I’m ionder of ’an gunmn’, 

T closed a bargin finally to take a feller runnin’ 

I shou’dered queen’s arm an’ stumped out, an’ won I come 
th’ swamp, 

*Tworn’t very long afore I gut upon the nest o’ Pomp, 

I come acrost a kin’ o” hut, an’, playm’ round the door, 

Some httle woolly headed cubs, ez many’z six or more 

At fust I thought o’ firin’, but ¢4ivk twice 1s safest ollers , 

There aint, thinks I, not one on ’em but’s wuth lis twenty dollars, 

Or would be, cf I hed ’em back into a Chnstian land,— 

How temptin’ all on ’em would look upon an auction stand! 

(Not but wut J hate Slavery in th’ abstract, stem to starn,— 

I leave 16 ware our fathers did, a privit State consarn ) 

Soon’z they see me, they yellcd an’ run, but Pomp wuz out ahoem’ 

A leetle patch o’ corn he hed, or else there aint no knowin’ 

He wouldn’t ha’ took a pop at me, but I hed gut the start, 

An’ wen he looked, I vow he groaned ez though he’d broke his 
heart , 

He done 1t like a white man, tu, ez nat’ral ez a pictur, 

The unp’dunt, pis’nous hypocnte! wus ’an a boy constrictur 

You can’t gum me, I tell ye now, an’ so you needn’t try, 

I *xpect my eye teeth every mail, so jest shct up,” sez I 

* Don’t go to actin’ ugly now, or else I'll jest let strip, 

You’d best draw kindly, seein’ ’z how I’ve gut ye on the hip, 
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Besides, you darned ole fool, 1t aint no gret of a disaster 

To be benev’lently druv back to a contented master, 

Ware you hed Chnistian priv’ledges you don’t secm quite aaaie of 

Or you’d ha’ never run away fiom bein’ well took care of, , 

Tez fer kin’ tiertment, wy, he wuz so fond on ye, he said 

Iie’d give 1 fifty spot nght out, to mt ye, “live or dead , 

Wite folks aint sot by half c7 much, ’member I run away, 

Wen I wuz bound to Cap’n Jukes, to Mattysquinscot bay , 

Don’ hnow him, hkely®? Spose not, wal, the mean ole codge 
went 

Av’ offered—wut rewaid, think? Wal, it woin t no /ess ’n acent ”’ 


Wal, I jest gut ’em into line, an diuv ’em on afore me, 

The pis’nous brutes, I’d no idce o the al will they bore me, 

We walked till som’ers about noon, an’ then it grew so hot 

I thought it best to camp awilc, so I chose out a spot 

Jest under 1 magnoly tree, w’ there mght down I sot, 

Then I unstrappcd my wooden leg, coz it begun to chile, 

Aw laid it down “long side o’ me, supposim’ ali wuz safc , 

Limade my dulies all set down wound mc m a ime, 

Aw’ sot a’ hiv’ o’ ciphered up how much the lot would bring , 

But, wile I dimked the peacetul cup of a pure heart an’ mind 

(Mixed with some wis\ey, now an’ then), Pomp he snaked up 
belund, 

Aw’ crecpm’ giad’lly close tu, ez qmet cz a mink, 

Just grabbed my le. and then pulled foot, quicker ’an you could 
wink, 

An’, comc to look, they each on ’em hed gut belun’ 1 trec, 

Aw Pomp poked out the leg 1 picce, jest so cz I could sce, 

Aw yclled to me to throw away my pistils an’ my gun, 

QO: clse thet they’d cau off the leg, .n’ fairly cut an’ run 

I vow I didn’t b’hieve there wuz a decent alligatur 

Thet hed a heait so destitoot o? common human natur, 

Llowever, cz there worn’t no help, I finally give m 

An’ heft my arms away to git my Jeg safe back agin 

Pomp gethered all the weapms up, an’ then he come an’ grinned, 

He showed his ivory some, I guess, an’ sez, “ You’re fairly pinned , 

Jest buckle on your leg agin, an’ git right up an’ come, 

"Twunt du fer fammerly men hke me to be so long fiom hum ” 

At fust I put my foot nght down an’ swore I wouldn’t budge 


“Jest ez you choose,” sez he, quite cool, “eiher be shot or 
trudge” 
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So this black he.irted monste: took an’ act’lly diuv me back 
Along the very fectmarks o’ my happy mornim tiack, 

An’ kep’ me pus’ner ’bout six months, ’an worked me, tu, like sin, 
Till T hed gut his corn an’ his Carliny taters in, 

He made me lain him readin , tu (although the crittu: saw 

How much 1¢ hut my mortil sense to act agin the law), 

So’st he could read a Bible he’d gut, an’ axed ef I could pint 
The North Star out, but there I put lus nose some out o’ jint, 
Fe: I weeled roun’ about sow’ west, an’, lookin’ up a bit, 

Picked out a middlin’ shiny one an’ tole him thet wuz it 

Fin’lly, he took me to the door, an’ givin me a hich, 

Sez,—“ ht you know wuts best fc1 ye, be off, now, double quick , 
The winter time’s a comin’ on, an’, though 1 gut ye cherp, 

You re so darned Jazy, I don t think you’re hardly wuth your keep , 
Besides, the childiin s growi’ up 1 you aint jest the model 

I'd like to hey ’cm mmertate, an’ so you'd better toddle!” 


Now 1s there any thin’ on antlrll ever prove to me 
Thet renegader slaves like him ur fit fer beim fiec ’ 
D’you think they Il suck me m to jine the Buff’lo chaps, an’ thom 
Rank infidels thet go agin the Seriptur’] cus o’ Shem ° 
Not by a jugfull! soonc’n thet, 1d go thiu fire an’ water 
Wen | hev once made up my mind, a meet’nhus amt sotter , 
No, not though all the c.ows thet flus to pick my bones wuz 
cawin’,— 
I guess wee in a Chiistisn land,— 
Yourn, 


BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN 


{Here patient reader we take leiwe of each other I trust with some 
mutual satisfaction I say patent for I loye not that kind which skims dip 
pingly over the surface of the page as swallows ovcr a pool beforerain By 
such no pearls shall be gathered But 1f no [pearls there be (as indeed, the 
world 18 not without example of books wherefrom the longest winded diver 
shall bring up no more than his proper handful of mud), yet let us hope that 
an oyster or two may reward adequate perseverance If neither pearls nor 
oysters yet is patience itself a gem worth diving deeply for 

It may seem to some that too much space has been usurped by my own pri 
vate lucubrations and some may be fain to brig against me that old jest oj 
him who preached all his hearers out of the meetin, house save only the 
sexton, who remamnng for yet a little space from a sense of official duty 
at last gave out also, and presenting the key» humbly requested our preacher 
to lock the doors when he should have wholly rcheved himself of his testi 
mony I confess to a satisfaction in the self act of preaching, nor do I 
ceteem a discourse to be wholly thrown away even upon a sleeping or wuntelli 
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gent auditory I cannot easily belicve that the Gospel of Saint John which 
Jacques Cartier ordered to be read in the I atin tongue to the Canadian 
savages, upon his first meeting with them fell altogether upon stony ground 
For the earnestness of the preacher 1s a sermon appreciable by dullcst intel 
lects and most ahen ears In this wise did Episcopius convert many to hs 
opinions who yet understood not the language in which he discoursed The 
cmef thmg 1s that the messenger beleve that he has an authentic mes 
sage todehver For counterfeit messengers that mode of treatment which 
Yather John de Plano Carpini relates to have prevailed among the Tartars would 
seem effectual and perhaps deserved cnough For my own pirt I may lay 
clam to so much of the spint of martyrdem as would have led me to £0 into 
banishment with those clergy men whom Alphonso the Sixth of Portugal drave 
cut of his kingdom for retusing to shorten their pulpit eloquence’ Itis pos 
sible that having been nvited into my brother Iiglow s desk I may have 
been too little scrupulous in using it for the venting of my own peculiar doc 
trinesto a congregation drawn to; cther in the expectation and with the desire 
of heamng him 

Tam not wholly unconscious of a peculiatity of mental ot ganization which 
impels me hke the railroad engine with its train of car to1un backward for 
a short distance in order to obt un 2 faire: start I may comrare myself to one 
fishing from the rocks when the sca 1uns high who musinterpreting the suc 
tion of tle uidertow for the biting of some larger fish jerks suddenly and 
finds that he has eau, ht bottom hauhn,, m1 uponthe end of his line a trail of 
various alg@ among which neverthelcss the natur ist may haply find some 
what to repay the disappontment of the angles Yet have I conscien 
tously endeavoured to adapt mysclf to the impatient temper of the 
age daily degeneratng more aid morc fiom the high standard of onr 
pristine New kngland To the catalogue of lost art I would mourn 
fully add also that of li tening to two hour sermons ‘Surely we havc been 
abridged into a1ace of pigmies For truly im those of the old discourses yet 
subsisting to us in print the endless spmal column of divisions and sub 
divisions can be hkenucd to nothing so exactly as to the vertebra: of the 
saurians whencc the theorist may c njecture w race of Anaknn proportion 
ate to the withstanding of these othe: monsters I say Anakim rather than 
Nephelim because therc secm 1015005 for supposing that tht race of those 
whose heads (though no giants) are constantly enveloped in clouds which that 
name imports) will never become eatinct Ihe attempt to vanquish the in 
numerable heads of one of those aforementioned discourses may supply us 
with a plausib'e mterjictation of the second labor of Hercules and his suc 
cessful experiment with fire affords us a uscful precedcut 

But whilc 1 lament the degeneracy of the aye in this regaid I cannot 
refuse to succumb to its influence Looking out through my study window 
I see Mr Biglow ata distance busy m gatheimg his Baldwins of which to 
judge by the number of barrels lying about under the trees hid crop is more 
abundant than my own —by which sight I am admomshed to turn to those 
orchards of the mind wherein my labors may be more prospered and apply 
myself diligently to the preparation of my next Sabbath discouise —H W J 
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BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN, ESQ, TO MR HOSEA 
BIGLOW 


LeTrer vroM THE REVEREND HomER WILBUR, M A, INCLOSING THE 
EPIsTLE AFORBSAID 


JAALAM 15th Nov 1861 
* * # * * * * 

It is not from any idle wish to obtrade my humble person with undue 
prominence upon the publick view that I resume my pen upon the present 
oceasion Junvores ad labores But having been a main instrument in rescuing 
the talent of my young parishioner from being buried in the ground by giving 
it such warrant with the world as would be derived from a name already 
widely known by several printed discourses (all of which I may be permitted 
without immodesty to state have been deemed worthy of preservation in the 
Library of Harvard College by my esteemed friend Mr Sibley) it seemed 
becoming that I should not only testify to the genuineness of the following 
production but call attention to it the more as Mr Biglow had so long been 
silent as to be 1n danger of absolute oblivion 1 msimuate no claim to any 
share in the authorship (va eu nost)a voco) of the works already published by 
Mr Biglow but merely take to myself the credit of having fulfilled toward 
them the office of taster (erpirto cred:, who, having first tried could after 
wards bear witness—an office always arduous and sometimes even dangerous, 
as in the case of those devoted peisons who venture their hycs im the deglu 
tition of patent medicines (dulus latet in generalsbus there 13 deceit um the 
most of them) and thereafter are wonderfully preserved long enough to ap 
pend their signatures to testimonials m the diurnal and hebdomadal prints 
I say not this as covertly glancing at the authors of certain manuscripts which 
have been submitted to my hterary judgment (though an epick in twenty four 
books onthe Taking of Jericho’? might save for the prudent forethought 
of Mrs Wilbur in secreting the same just as I had arrived beneath the walls, 
and was beginning a catalogue of the various horns and their blowers, too 
ambitiously emulous in longanimity of Homer’s hst of ships might, I say, 
have rendered frustrate any hope I could entertain vacure Musas for the small 
remainder of my days), but only further to secure myself against any impu 
tation of unseemly forthputting I will barely subjom in this connexion, 
that whereas Job was left to desire in the soreness of his heart that his 
adversary had written a book, as perchance misanthropically wishing to indite 
& review thereof, yet was not Satan allowed so far to tempt him as to send 
Bildad Eliphaz and Zophar each with an unprinted work in his wallet to be 
submitted to his censure But of this enough Were I in need of other 
excuse, I might add that I write by the express desis: of Mr Biglow himself 
whose entire winter leisure 18 occupied, as he asavres me, in answering 
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demands for autographs a labour exacting enough 1n itself and egregiously 
soto him who being no ready penman cannot sign so much as his name 
without strange contortions of the tace (his nose even being essential to 
complete success) and painfully suppressed Saint Vitus dance of every muscle 
in his body This with his having been put m the commission of the Peace 
by our excelient Governor (O st ssc omnes ') immediately on his accession to 
office keeps him continually employed Huud inerpertus loguor having for 
many years written myself J P and being not eldom applhed to for speci 
mens of my chirography a request to which I have sometimes too weakly 
assented beheving as I do that nothing wnttcn of sct purpose can properly 
be called an autograph but only those unpremcditated salhes and lively 
runnings which betray the fiicsid. Man instead of the hunted Notoriety 
doubling on his pursuers But it 1s time that I should bethmk me of Saint 
Austins prayer Libera me a mewso if I would arrive at the matter in 
hand 

Moreover I had yet another reason for taking up the pen myself Iam 
informed that the Atlantic Monthly 18 mainly indebted for its success to the 
contributions and editorial supervision of Dr Holmes, whose excellent 

Annals of America occupy an honoured place upon my shelves The 
journal itself Ihave never seen but if ths be so it should seem that the 
recommendation of a brother clergyman (though par magrs quam svnilts) 
would carry a greater weight I suppose that you have a department for 
historical lucubrations, and should be glad if deemed desirable to forward 
for publication my Collections for the Antiquities of Jaalam and my 
(now happily complete) pedigree of the Wilbur family from its fons et origo 
the Wild Boar of Ardennes Withdrawn from the active duties of my profes 
sion by the settlement of acolleague pastor the Reverend Jeduthun Hitehcock, 
formerly of Brutus Four Corners I might find time for further contributions 
to general literature on similar topicks I have made large advances towards 
a completer genealogy of Mrs Wilbur s family the Pilcotes not if I know 
myself from any idle vanity but with the sole desire of rendering myself 
useful in my day and generation Nulla dies sine lined I inclose a meteoro 
logical register a list of the births deaths and marriages and a few memo 
rainlia of longevity nm Jaalam East Pansh for the last half century Though 
spared to the unusuil period of more than eighty years I find no diminution 
of my faculties o: abatement of my natural vigour except a scarcely sensible 
decay of memory and a necessity of recurring to younger eyesight for the 
finer print in Cruden It would gratify me to make some further provision 
for declining years from the emoluments of my literary labours—I had in 
tended to effect an insurance on my life but was deterred therefrom by a 
circular from one of the offices in which the sudden deaths of so large s pro 
portion of the insured was set forth as an inducement, that it seemed to me 
little less than the tempting of Providence Negte wm summd wmopid levre esee 
senectus potest ne samtentr quidem 

Thus far concerning Mr Biglow, and so much seemed needful (drevis esee 
laboro) by way of prelimmary after a silence of fourteen years He greatly 
fears lest he may in this essay have fallen below himself well knowing that 
if exercise be dangerous on a fall stomach no less so is writing on a full re 
putation Beset as he has been on all sides he could not refrain, and would 
only imprecate patience till he shall again have ‘got the hang ’’ (as he calls 
it) of an accomplishment long disused The letter of Mr Sawin was received 
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some time in last June and others have followed which will in due season be 
submitted to the publick How largely his statements are to be depended 
on Imore than merely dubitate He was always distinguished for a tendency 
to exaggeration—it might almost he qualified by a stronger term Fortiter 
mentire aliquid heret seemed to be his favounte rule of rhetorick That he 
is actually where he says he is the postmark would seem to confirm = that he 
was received with the publick demonstritions he describes would appear con 
gonant with what we know of the habits of those regions but further than 
this I venture not to decide I haye sometimes suspected a vein of humour 
in him which leads him to spexk by contraries but since in the unrestramed 
mtercourse of private life I have never observed in him any striking powers 
of invention I am the more willing to put a certain qualified faith in the 
incidents and the detaus of life and manners which pve to his narrative some 
of the mterest and entertunument which charactenzes a Century Sermon 

It may be expected of me that I should say something to justify myself 
with the world for a seemmeg inconsistency with my well known principles 
in allowing my youngest son to raise a company for the war a fact known to 
all through the medium of the publick prints I did reason with the young 
man but erpellas nuturam furcd tamen usque recurnt Waving myself been 
achaplain in 1812 I could the less wonder that a man of war had sprung 
from my loins It was iidced prievous to send my Benjamin the child of 
my oldage but after the discomfiture of Manassas I with my own hands 
did buckle on his armour trusting in the great Comforter for strength accerd 
ing tomy need For truly the memory of a brave son dead jn his shroud 
were a greater staff of my declining years than a coward though his days 
might be long in the land and he should get much goods It is not till our 
earthen vessels are broken that we find and truly possess the treasure that 
was laidupinthem  JMtgravt in antmam meam, 1 have sought refuge in my 
own soul, nor would I be shamed by the heathen comedian with his Nequam 
wlud verbum, bene vulf nist b ne farr't During, our dark days I read con 
Stantly m the inspired book of Job which I believe to contain more food to 
maintain the fibre of the soul for right living and high thinking than all Pagan 
hterature together thou,h I would by no means vilipend the study of the 
classicks There I read that Jub said in his despair even as the fool saith in 
Ins heart there 1s no God— The tabernacles of robbers prosper and they that 
prevoke God are secure (Job xu 6) But I sought farther t:ll 1 found this 
Scripture also winch I would have those perpend who have striven to turn 
our Israel aside to the worship of strange gods — If I did despise the cause 
of my man servant or of my maid servant when they contended with me 
what then shall I do whcn God mseth up® and when he visiteth what shall I 
answer him? (Job xxxi 13 14) On this teat I preached a discourse on the 
last day of Fasting and Humihation with general acceptance though there were 
not wanting one or two J aodiceans who said that I should have waited till 
the President announced his policy But let us hope and pray remembering 


this of Saint Gregory, Vult Deus rogars, vult cogs oult gudédam wmportunitate 
vinct 


We had our first fall of snow on Triday last Frosts have been unusually 
backward this fall A singular circumstance occurred in this town on the 
20th October in the family of Deacon Pelatiah Tinkham On the previous 
evening, a few moments before family prayers, 

* 


* * & * a * 
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[The editors of the Atlantic find it necessary here to cut short the letter of 
their valued correspondent which seemed caleulated rather on the rates of 
longevity in Jaalam than for less favoured localities They have every en 
couragement to hope that he will wnite again ] 

With esteem and respect 
Your obedient Serv ant 
HOMER WILBUR, AM 


Tr ’s some consid’ble of a spell sence I hain’t wiit no letters, 

An’ ther’ ’s gret changes hez took place im all polit’cle metters 

Some canderdates an dead an’ gone, an’ some hez ben defeated, 

Which ’mounts to pooty much the same, fer it’s ben proved 
repeated 

A betch o’ bread thet ham’t mz onec un’t go’ to mse agin, 

An’ 1t’s jest money throwed away to put the emptins in 

But thet ’s wut folks wun’t never lain , they dunno how to go, 

Arter you want their room, no more ’n a bullet headed beau , 

Ther’ ’s oilers chaps a hangin’ roun’ thet can’t see pea time ’s past, 

Mis’ble as roosters in a rain, heads down ‘w’ tails half mast 

Tt ain’t disgiaceful bein’ beat, when a holl nation doos it, 

But Chance 1s hke an amberill,—it don’t take twice to lose if 


I spose you’:e kim’ 0’ cur’ous, now, to know why I hain’t writ 
Wal, I’ve ben where 4 litt’1y { ste don’t somchow seem to git 
Th’ encouragement a feller ’d thik, thet ’s used to public schools, 
An’ where sech things ez pape. ’n’ mk air clean agin the rulcs 

A kind o’ vicyvaisy house, but drefile stiong an’ stout, 

So ’s ’t honest people can’t git m, ner t’ other sort git out, 

Aw’ with the winders so contrived, you ’d prob’ly hke the view 
Bette: a lookin’ in than out, though it seems sing’lar, tu, 

But then the landlord sets by ye, can’t bear ye out o’ sight, 

And lochs ye up ez 1cg’lar ez an outside door at mght 


This world 1s awfle contrary the rope may stretch your neck 
Thet mebby kep’ another chap frum washin’ off a wreck , 

An’ you will see the taters grow mm one poor feller’s patch, 

So small no self respectin’ hen thet vallied time ‘ould scratch, 

So small the rot can’t find ’cm out, an’ then agin, nex’ door, 

Ez big ez wut hogs dream on when they ’re ’most too fat to snore 
But groutin’ ain’t no kim’ o’ use, an’ ef the fust throw fails, 
Why, up an’ try agin, thet ’s all,—the coppers ain’t all tails , 
Though I ev seen ’em when I thought they hed n’t no more head 
‘Than ’d sarve a nussin’ Brigadier thet gits some ink to shed 
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When I wnt last, 1’d ben turned loose by thct blamed mgger, 
Pomp, 

Ferlorner than a musquash, ef you ’d took an’ dreened his swamp 

But I ain’t 0’ the meechin’ kind, thet sets an’ thinks fer weeks 

The bottom ’s out o’ th’ univarse coz their own gull pot leaks 

I hed to cross bayous an’ criks, (wal, 1t did beat all natur’,) 

Upon a kin’ o’ corderoy, fust log, then alligator 

Luck’ly the cntters warn’t sharp sot, I guess ’*t wuz overruled 

They ’d done their mornin’s marketiw’ an’ gut their hunger cooled , 

Fer missionaries to the Creeks an’ 1unaways are viewed 

By them an’ folks ez sent express to be their reg’lar food 

Wutever ’t wuz, they laid an’ snoozed ez peacefully ez simncrs, 

Meek ez disgestin deacons be at ordination dinners , 

Ef any on ’em turned an’ snapped, I let ’em kim’ o” taste 

My live oak leg, an’ so, ye see, ther’ warn’t no gret o’ waste 

Fer they found out m quicker time than ef they ’d ben to college 

*T warn’t heartier food than though ’t wuz made out 0’ the tiee o” 
knowledge 

But J tell you my other leg hed larned wut pizon nettle meant, 

Aw’ var’ous other usefle things, afore 1 reached a settlement, 

Av’ all o? me thet wuz n’t sore an’ sendin’ prickles thru me 

Wuz jest the leg I parted with in lickin’ Montezumy 

A usefle limb 1t ’s ben to me, an’ more of a support 

Than wut the other hez ben,—coz I dror my pension for ’t 


Wal, I gut in at last where folks wuz civerlized an’ wlute, 

Ez I diskivered to my cost afore ’t wuz hardly night , 

Fer ’z I wuz settin’ in the bar a takin’ sunthm’ hot, 

An’ feelin’ ike a man agin, all over in one spot, 

A feller thet sot opposite, arter a squint at me, 

Lep up an’ drawed his peacemaker, an’, “ Dash at, Sir,” suz he, 

‘I ’m doubledashed ef you ain’t him thet stole my yeller chettle, 

(You ’re all the stiangci thet ’s around,) so now jou’ve gut to 
settle , 

It ain’t no use to argerfy nei try to cut up fnsky, 

T know ye ez I know the smell o’ ole cham hghtuin’ whiskey , 

We’re lor abidin’ folks down here, we ’Jl fix ye so’s ’t a bar 

bal ie ye with a ten foot pole, (Sedge, you jest warm the 
ar , 

You “ll thmk you ’d better ha’ gut among a tribe o’ Mongrel 


Tartars, 
*Fore we ’ve done showm’ how we raise our Suthun prize tar 
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A moultin’ fallen cherubim, ef he should sce ye, ’d snicher, 

Thinkin’ he hed n’t nary chance Come, genlemuy, le’ ’s liquor, 

An’, Gin’1al, when you ’ve mixed the diinks an’ ’chalked ’cm up, 
tote 10un’ 

Aw’ sec ef ther’ ’s a feather bed (thet s boiryablc) in town 

We ’il tay ye fan, Ole Grattcd Leg, an’ cf the tar wuu’t stick, 

Th’ ain’t not a juror here but wut 7ll quit ye double quick ’ 

To cut it short, I wun’t say swect, they g: mc a good dip, 

(They ain’t perfesser’ Bahptists here,) then give the bed a rip,— 

The jury ’d sot, im’ quicker ’n 1 flish they hetched ine out, a 
hvu 

Exvtemp’1y mammoth turkey chick fer a Fecjce Th ksgiviw 


Thet I felt some stuck up is wut it ’s nat’ral to suppose, 

When poppyla: enthusiasm hed furnished me sech clo’es, 

(Ner ’t ain’t without edvanti.es, this hin’ o suit, ye sce, 

It ’s watet proof, aw’ watcr ’s wut I like hep’ out o me,) 

But nut coutent with thet, thev took 1 kerzidge from the fouce 

Aw 1id me 1oun to sec the plice, entirely fice ’f expens’, 

With forty leven now kines 0” saise without no charge acquainted 
nit, 

Gr me thice cheers, an’ vowed thet I wuz all then fuhucy pamtcd 
me, 

They treated me to all their eggs, (they kccp ’cem 1 should think, 

Fer sech ovations, pooty long for they wuz mos distine’ ) 

They starred me thick ’z the Milky Way with mdiserinviut cherity, 

kur wut we call reception eggs air sunthiy’ of a rerity , 

Gieen ones is plentific anough, shuree wuth vmzgco’s gcthein , 

But you. dead 11pe ones ranges high fer treatm’ Nothun by them 

A spotteder, rmgstreakeder child thy’ warn’t i Uncle Sam’s 

Toll farm,—a cross of striped pig an onc o’ Jacob s lambs , 

?T wuz Dannil inthe lions’ den, new aw’ cularged cdition, 

Aw everythin’ fust rate o’ ’ts hind, the’ wain’t noinpeisition 

People ’s impulsiver down here than wut ou folks to home be, 

Av’ kin’ o’ go it ith a resh in raism Hail Columby 

Thet ’s so an’ they swa:med out like becs, fo1 yom i1eal Soathun 
men’s 

Time is n’t o’ much more account than an ole settin’ hen’s , 

(They jest woik semioccashnally, or clsc don’t work ai all, 

Av’ so then time wm’ ’tcntion both an cf sacrty’s call ) 

Talk about hospitality! wut Nothun town d’ yc khuow 

Would take a tatle stranger up an’ ticat bun gratis 90 P 
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You ’d better b’lieve ther’ ’s nothin’ like this spendin’ days an’ 
nights 
Along ‘ith a dependent race fe1 civerlizin’ whites 


But this wuz all prelun’nuy, 1b ’s so Gian’ Jurors here 

Tin’ a true bill a hendier way thin ourn, an’ nut so dear, 

So arte: this they sentenced me, to makc all tight ’n’ snug, 

Afore a reg’lar court 0’ law, to ten years mm the Jug 

I did n’ make no gret defence youdon t fel much like speakin’, 
When, cf you let yom clamshells gipe, a quirt o’ tar will leak in 
1 hev hearin tell o’ winged words, but pint o’ fact it tethers 

The spoutin’ gift to hey your words tu thick sot on with feathers, 
An’ Choate ne: Webstcr would n’t ha’ made an Al kin’ o’ speech 
Astride a Southun chestnut horse sharpci ’n a baby’s screech 


Two year ago they he tched the thicf, ’n seem’ I wuz innercent, 

They jest oncorked an le’ me run, w’ m my stid the smner sent 

To see how 4e liked pork ’u’ pone flivored with wa’nut saplin’, 

An’ nary social priv’ledze but a one hoss, starn wheel chaplin 

When I come out, the folks behaved mos’ gcn’manly an’ harn 
some , 

They ’lowcd 1t would n’t be more ’n mht, cf I should cuss ’n’ 
darn some 

The Cunnle he apolcigized, suz he, “I7ll du wut ’s right, 

1 ?ll give ye settistection now by shootin’ ye at sight, 

An’ give the nigger, (when he’s caught,) to pry him fer his trickin’ 

In gittin’ the wrong man took up, a most H fired lickin’,— 

It ’s jest the way with all on ’em, the mconsistent critters, 

They ’re ’most enough to make a man blaspheme his mornin’ 
bitteis , 

I'll be your frien’ thru thick an’ thin an’ m oll kimes o’ weathers, 

Av all you ’ll hev to pay fer ’s jest the waste o’ tar an’ feathers 

A lady owned the bed, ye see, a widder, tu, Miss Shennon, 

It wuz he: mite, we would ha’ took another, ef ther ’d ben one 

We don’t make zo charge for the ride an’ all the other fixins 

Le’ ’s liquor, Gin’ral, you can chalk our fiiend for all the miruns ” 

A. meetin’ then wuz called, where they “REsoLvED, Thet we 
respec’ 

B § Esquire for quallertics o’ hcart an’ mtellee’ 

Peculiar to Columby’s sile, an’ not to no one else’s, 

Thet makes Mui dpcan tyrans scunge m all their gilded pel’ccs, 

An’ doos gret honor to our race an’ Southu: imstitootions ” 

({ give ye jest the substance o’ the ladin’ resolootions ) 
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** RESOLVED, Thet we revere in him a soger ’thout a flor, 

A martyr to the princerples o’ hbbaty an’ lor 

Resotvep, Thet other nations all, ef sot *longside o’ us, 

For vartoo, larnin’, chivverlry, ain’t noways wuth a cuss ” 

They gut up a subscription, tu, but no gret come o’ that 

I ’xpect im cairm’ of 1t roun’ they took a leaky hat, 

Though Southun genelmun atn’t slow at putt’ down then name, 
(When they can write,) fer in the eend it comes to jest the same, 
Because, ye sec, *t ’s the fashion here to sign an’ not to think 

A critter ’d be so sordid ez to ax ’em for the chink 

I did n’t call but jest on one, an’ Ae diawed toothpick on me, 

An’ reckoned he warn’t goin’ to stan’ no sech doggauncd econ’my , 
So nothim’ more wuz realized, ’ceptin’ the good will shown, 

Than ef ’t had ben from fust to last a reg’lar Cotton Loan 

It ’s a good way, though, come to think, coz ye enyy the sense 

O’ lendin’ hb rally to the Lord, an’ nary 1ed 0” ’xpense 

Sence then I ’ve gut my name up for 1 gin’rous hearted man 

By jes’ subscnibin’ ngbt an’ Icft on this high minded plin, 

I’ve gin away my thousans so to every Southun sort 

Q’ missions, colleges an’ sech, nei ain’t no poorer for ’t 


I warn’t so bad off, arter all, I need n’t hudly mention 

That Guv’ment owed me quite a pile for my arrears 0’ pension,— 

I mean the poor, weak thing we fed we 1un 1 new one now, 

Thet strings a feller with a claim up tu the mghest bough, 

An’ prectises the rights o’ man, purtects down {1odden debtors, 

Ner wun’t hev creditors about a scrougin’ o” thar betters 

Jeff ’s got the last idces ther’ 1s, poscrip’, fourteenth edition, 

He knows it takes some enterprise to run an oppersition , 

Ourn ’s the fust thru by daylight tram, with all ou’doors for 
deepot, 

Yourn goes so slow, you ’d think ’t wuz drawed by a last cent’ry 
teapot ,— 

Wal, I gut all on ’t paid in gold afore our State seceded, 

An’ done wal, for Confed’rit bonds warn’t jest the cheese I needed 

Nut but wut they ’re ez good ez gold, but then 1t’s hard a breakin’ 
on ’em, 

An’ ignorant folks 1s ollers sot an’ wun’t git used to takin’ on ’em, 

They ’re wuth ez much ez wut they wuz afore ole Mem’nger 
signed ’em, 

An’ go off middlm’ wal for drmks, when ther’ ’s a kmfe be 
hind ’em, 
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We du muss silver, jest fer thet an’ ridin’ in a bus,’ 

Now we ’ve shook off the despots thet was suckim’ at om pus, 

An it ’s because the South ’s so nch, *t wuz nat’ial to expec’ 

Supplies o’ change wur jest the things we should n’t recollec’ , 

We °d ough’ to ha’ thought aforehan’, though, o’ thet good rule o’ 
Crockett’s, 

For ’’s tiresome cairin’ cotton bales an’ mggers m your pockets, 

Ner ’t ain’t quite hendy to pass off one o’ your six foot Guimeas 

An’ git your halves an’ quarters back in gals an’ pickanmnies 

Wal, ’t aiv’t quite all a feller ’d ax, but then ther’ ’s this to sav, 

It’s on’y jest among ourselves thet we expec’ to pay, 

Ow system would ha’ cand us thu m any Bible cent’ry, 

Fore this onscriptcrl plan come up o’ books by double entrv, 

We go the patriarkle here out o’ all sight an’ hearm’, 

For Jacob warn t a circumstance to Jeff at financier’ , 

He never ’d thought o’ borryin’ from Esau like all nater 

Aw’ then cornfiscatin’ all dcbts to sech a small pertater , 

Theic’s p’litickle econ’my now, combined 71th morril beauty 

Thet sayerifices privit eends (your im’my’s, tu) to dooty ! 

Wy, Jeff ’d ha’ gin him five wn’ won his eye tecth fore he know ed it, 

An’, stid o’ waistin’ pottage, he’d ha’ ert it up aw’ owed it 


But I wuz gom’ on to say how T come here to dwall ,— 

’Nough said, thet, arter lookin’ roun’, J liked the place so wal, 

Where niggers doos a double good, with us atop to stiddy ’em, 

By bein’ proofs 0’ prophecy an’ cirkleatin’ medium, 

Where a man’s sunthin cos he’s white, an’ whiskey ’s cheap ez 
fleas, 

Aw’ the financial pollercy jest sooted my idees, 

Thet I friz down nght where 1 wus, merned the Widder Shennon, 

(Her thuds wuz part im cotton land, part m the curse o’ Canaan,) 

An’ here I be ez hvely ez a chipmunk on a wall, 

With nothm’ to feel riled about much later ’n Eddam’s fall 


Ez fur ev human foresight goes, we madc an even tiade 

She gut an overseer, an’ I a tem’ly ready made, 

(The youngest on *em’s ’most growed up,) 1ugged an’ spry ez 
weazles, 

So ’s *t ther’ ’s no 1esk o* doctors’ bills fur hoopim’ cough an’ 
measles 

Our farm ’s at Turkey Buzzard Roost, Littl. Big Boosy Raver, 

Wal located in all respex—fer °t ain’t the chills ’n’ fever 

WF 
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‘Lhet makes my writin’ scem to squrm , a Southuner ’d allow I’d 

Some call 10 shake, for I’ve jest hed to melle: a new cowhide 

Miss S 18 all ’fa lady, th’ ain’t no bette: on Big Boosy, 

Ner one with more accomphshmunts *twixt here an’ Tuscaloosy , 

She’s an F F, the tallest kind, an’ prouder ’n the Gran’ Turk, 

An’ never hed a1elative thet done a stroke o’ work, 

Hern ain’t a scrumpmm’ fem’ly sech cz you git up Down East, 

Th’ ain’t a growed member on’t but owes his thousuns et the least 

She es some old, but then agin ther’ ’s drawbacks m my sheer 

Wut ’s left 0’ me ain’t more ’n enough to make a Buigadier 

The wust is, she hez tantrums , she 1s hike Seth Moody’s gun 

(Him thet wuz nicknamcd frum his hmp Ole Dot an’ Kerry One) , 

He’d left her loaded up a spell, an’ hed to git her clear, 

So he onhitched,—Jeerusalem' the middle o’ last year 

Wuz right nex’ door compared to where she kicked the critter tu 

(Though yest where he brought up wuz wut no human never 
knew), 

Ths brother Asaph picked her up am’ tied her to + tice, 

Av’ then she kicked im how ’n’ a half atore she ’d ket 1 be 

Wal, Miss 8 doos hev cuttins up an’ pouins out o” vials, 

But then she hez he: widden’s thirds, an’ all on uz hez trials 

My objec’, though, in writin’ now wain’t to allude to sech, 

But to another suckhemstance more dellyhit to tech,— 

I want thet you should giad’lly bicak iny meinage to Jerushy, 

An’ there ’s a heap of argymunts thet’s emple too indooce ye 

Fust place, State’s P1ison,—wal, 11’s true 1t warn’t fer ciime, 0” 
course, 

But then it’s yest the same fer her in gittin’ a disvoree , 

Nex’ place, my State’s secedin’ out hez leg lly lef’ me free 

‘To merry any onc I please, pervidin’ it’s a she , 

Jin’jly, I neve: wun’t come back, she need w’t hev no fear on ’t, 

But then it’s wal to fix things right fer fuar Miss 8 should hear 
on ’t, 

Tastly, I’ve gut religion South, an? Rushy she’s a prgan 

‘Lhet sets by th’ graven unmiges o’ the giet Nothun Dagon , 

(Now ere seen one in six munts, for, sence our Tieashry 

oan, 

Though yaller bovs is thick anough, eagles hez hind o’ flown,) 

Aw ef J wants astionger pmt than them thet I hev stated, 

Wy, she ’s an aliun 1n’my now, an’ I ’ve ben coinfiscated,— 

Fo sence we ’ve entered on th’ estate o’ the late nayshnul eagle, 

She hain’t no kim’ o’ mght but jest wut I allow ez legle 


THE BIGLOW PAPERS 115 


Wut doos Sccediw’ mean, ef *t ain’t thet nat’rul rizhts hez nz, ’n’ 
het wut 1s mine ’s my own, but wut’s another man’s ain’t his’n? 


Besides, I could n’t do noelse, Miss § suz she to me, 

* You ’ve sheered my bed,” [Thet ’s when I paid my interduction 
fee 

T'o Southun mitcs,] “ an’ kep’ your sheer,’ (Wal, I allow it 
sticked 

So ’s *t I wuz most srx weeks in j1l afore I gut me picked, } 

* Ner never paid no demmiges , but thet wun’t do no harm, 

Pervidin’ thet you ’Il ondertake to oversce the farm , 

(My eldes’ boy 1s so took up, wut with the Ringtail Rangers 

An’ settin’ in the Jestice Court for welcomin’ o’ strangers”’ ,) 

[He sot on me ,| “ an’ so, ef you ’ll jest ondertake the care 

Upon a mod’1it sellery, we “ll up an’ callit squaie, 

But ef you cax’t conclude,” suz she, an’ give a kin’ o’ grin, 

Wy, the Gran’ Jury, I expect, ’ll hev to set agin ” 

Thet ’s the way mettérs stood at fust, now wut wuz I to du, 

But jest to make the best on’t w’ off coat an’ buckle tu? 

Ther’ ain’t a livin’ man thet finds m mcome necessarier 

Than me,—bimeby I’ll tell ye how I fin’lly come to merry her 


She hed another motive, tu. I mention of it here 
I’ encourage lads thet’s growin’ up to study ’n’ persevere, 
Aw show ’em how much better ’t pays to mind ther winter 
schoolin’ 
Than to go off on benders ’n’ sech, an’ waste then time m foolin’, 
Ef ’t waint for studyin’ evenins, I never ’d ha’ been here 
An orn’ment o’ sicicty, m my approprut spear 
She wanted somcbody, ye sce, o’ taste an’ cultivation, 
‘l'o talk along o’ preachers when they stopt to the plantation , 
For folks m Dixie th’t red an’ write, onless 1 1s by jarks 
Is skurce ez wut they wuz among th’ oridgcnal patriarchs , 
To fit a feller ? wut they call the soshle higherarchy, 
All thet you ’ve gut to hnow 1s jest beyund an evrage darky , 
Schoolin’ ’s wut they can’t scem to stan’, they ’1e tu consarned 
high pressure, 
Aw knowin’ t? much might spile a boy for bein’ a Secesher 
We hain’t no settled preachin’ here, ner mmusteri taxes , 
The mm’ster’s only settlement ’s the earpet bag he packs his 
Razor an’ soap brush ntu, with his hymbook an’ his Bible,—~ 
But they du preach, I swan to man, xt ’s puf’kly indeserib’le | 
H 2 
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They go it like an Enicssou’s ten hoss power coleri¢e ingme, 
An’ make Ole Split Foot wmech an’ squirm, for all he ’s used {o 
singein’ , 
Haw kins’s whetstone aim’t 1 pinch o’ primin’ to the mnards 
To hearin’ on ’em put free giiee 1 a lot o’ tough old sin buds! 
But I must cend this Ictter now fore long Pl) send a fiesh un 
I’ve lots o’ thmgs to write about, perticklerly Seceshun 
I’m called off now to mission work, to Ict a lcetle law in 
To Cynthy’s hide an’ so, till death, 
Yourn, 


BirpoFREDUM SAWIN 


MASON AND SLIDELL A YANKEE IDYLL 


10 THR Cpirors or tau ATIANTIC MONTRLY 


Jaatam 6th Jan 1862 

GENTIEMEN —I was highly gratified by the insertion of a portion of my 
letter in the last number of your valuable and entertaming Miscellany though 
in a type which rendcred its substance imaccessible even to the bea itiful new 
spectacles prescnted to me by a Committee of the Parish on New sear s Day 
Y trust that I was able to bear your very considerable abridgment of my 
lncubrations with a spimt becoming a Chnistian My third grand daughter 
Rebekah aged fourteen years and whom I have trained to read slowly and 
with proper emphasis (a practice too much neglected 1n our modern systems 
of education), read aloud to me the excellent essay upon Old Age the 
author of which I cannot help suspecting to be a young man who has never jet 
known what it was to have snow (cities morosa) uponhisownroof Dissolve 
frigus large super foco igna reponens 1s arule for the young whose wood 
pul is yet abundant for such cheerful lenitives A good life behind him 3s the 
best thing to keep an o)d man s shoulders trom shivering at every breath of 
sorrow or ill fortune But methinks 1t were easier for an old man to fecl the 
disadvantages of youth than the advantages of age Of these latter I reckon 
one of the chiefest to be this that we attach a less inordinate value to our 
own productions and distrusting daily more and more our own wisdom 
(with the conccit whereof at twenty we wrap ourselves away from knowledge 
as with a garment) do reconcile ourselves with the wisdom of God I could 
have wished indeed that room might have been made for the residue of the 
anecdote relating to Deacon Tinkham which wonld not only have gratified a 
natural curiosity on the part of the publick (as I have reason to know from 
several letters of inquiry already received), but would also, as I think, have 
largely increased the circulation of your Magazine in this town MiAa 
Aumanti alrenum, there is a cunosity about the affairs of our neighbours which 
is not only pardonable, but even commendable But I shall abide a more 
fitting season 
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As touching the following literary effort of Esquire 1 iglow much might be 
profitably said on the topick of Idylhck and Pastoral Poctry and concerning the 
proper distinction’ to be made between them from Th*ocntus the mventor 
of the former to Collins the latest author I know of who has emulated the 
classicks in the latter style But in the time of civil war worthy a Milton to 
defend and a Lucanto sing it may be reasonably doubted whether the publick 
never too studious of serious instruction might not consider other objects 
more deserving of present attention Concerning the title of Idyll which 
Mr Biglow has adopted at my suggestion 1t may not be improper tu anim 
advert that the name properly signifies a pocm somewhat rustick in phrase 
(for though the learned are not agreed as to the particular dialect employed 
by Theocritus they are universatiimous both as to its rasticity and its capacity 
of rising now and then to the Icvel of mre elevated sentiments and expres 
sions) while it is also deseriptive of real scenery and manners Yet it must 
be admitted that the production now in question (which here and there bears 
pcrhaps too plainly the marks ot my correcting hand) does paitake of the 
nature of a Pastoral imasmuch as the intarlo utors tlcrem arc purely 
ymagimary bemgs and the whole 35 little better thin Aamvou oKitg ovap 
The plot was as I believe snggesttd bythe Iwiltnggs of Robert Burris 
a Scottish poet of the last century as thit found its prototype inthe Mutual 
Complaint of Plamstancs and Causey by Lergusson though the metre of 
this Jatter be different by a foot in cach verse I remindcd my talented young 
parishioner and finend that Concord Bridge had long since yielded to the 
edacious tooth of Ime = But he answered metothiscfiict that there was no 
greater mistake of an author then tu suppose the 1cadcr had no fancy of Ins 
own that if once that faculty was to be called mto activity it wore be ffer to 
be in for the whole shecp than the shoulder and that he knew Conecrid hike 
a book—an expression qnestimable in propriety since there are few things 
with which he is not more familiar than with the priuted page In proof of 
what he affirmed he showed me some \veltses whith with others he had 
strichen out as too much delaymg the iction but winch IT communicate m 
this place becanse they mghtly define punkin sced (which Mi Butlett 
would havc a kind of perch—a creature to which I have tound a tod on pole 
not to be so easily equivalent in our inland waters as in the books of arith 
metic) and because 1t conveys an evulogium on the worthy son of an excelent 
father with whose acquaintance (eheuw fugaces anni!) I was formerly 
hononred 


But nowadays the Bridge ain t wut they show 
So much ez Em som Hawthorne an Thoreau 

I know the village though was scnt there once 
A schoolin coz to home I played the dunce 

An I ve ben sence a visitin the Jedge, 

Whose garding whispers with the mver s edge 
Where I ve sot mornin s lazy a4 the bream, 
Whose only business is to head up stream 

(We call m punkin sced ) or else in chat 

Aloug th the Jedge who covers with ins hat 
More wit an’ gumption an shrewd Yankee scuse 
Than there is mosses on an ale stone feriee ” 


Concerning the subject matter of the verses, I have not the leisure at present 
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to write so fully as I could wish, my time being occupied with the preparation 
of a discourse for the forthcoming bi centenary celebration of the first settle 

ment of Jaalam East Parish It may gratify the publick interest to mention 
the circumstance that my investigations to this end have enabled me to 
verify the fact (of much historick importance and hitherto hotly debated) that 
Shearjashub Tarbox was the first child of white parentage born in this town 

being named in his father s will under date August 7th or 9th, 1662 It1s well 
known that those who advocate the claims of Mehetable Goings are unable 
to find any trace of her existence prior to October of that year As respects 
the settlement of the Mason and Slidell question Mr Biglow has not 
incorrectly stated the popular sentiment so far as I can judge by 1ts expres 

sion in this locahty For myself I feel more sorrow than resentment for I 
am old enough to have heard those talk of England who still even after the 
unhappy estrangement could not unschool their lips from calling her the 
Mother Country But England has snsisted on ripping up old wounds and 
has undone the healing work of fifty years for nations do not reason they 
only feel aud the sprete injuita forme rankles {n ther minds as bitterly as in 
that ofa woman And because this 13 s0_I feel the more satisfaction that our 
Government has acted (as all Governments should standing as they do 
between the prople and their passions) as if it had arrived at years of discre 

tion There are three short and simple words thc hardest of all to pronounce 
in any language (and I suspect they were no easier before the confusion cf 
tongues) but which no man or nation that cannot utter can claim to have 
arrived at manhood ‘Those words are J was wiong and I am prond that 

while England played the boy our ruleis had strenyth enough from below and 
wisdom cnough from above to quit themselves lhe men’ Lct us strengthen 
the hands of those in authority over us and curb our own tongues * remem 

bering that General Wait commonly proves in the end more than a match for 
General Headlong and that the (ood Book ascribcs safety to a multitude 

indeed but not toa mob of counsellors Let usicmember and perpend the 


* And not only our own tongues but the pens of others, which are swift to 
convey useful intelugence to the enemy Thisis no new inconvenience for, 
under date grd June 1745 General Pepperell wrote thus to Governor Shirlcy 
from Loujsbourg — What your Exccllency observes of the army + being made 
acquatnted with any plans propuscd until ready to be put in crecution has 
always been disagreeable tome and I have given many cautions relating to 
it But when your Excellency considers that our Counc of War consists of 
more than twenty members, 1 am pe1suaded you will think it unposseble for me 
to hinder tt if any of them will persist in communicating to infenor officers 
and soldiers what ought to be kept secret I am informed that the Boston 
newspapers are filled with paragraphs from private letters relatmg to the 
expedition Will your Eacellency permit me to say I think it may be of ill 
consequence? Would it not he convement if your Excellency should forbid 
the printers inserting such news?’ Veiily if dumpora mutantur we may 
question the cf nus mutumur im ilies and if tongues be leaky it will need ail 
hands at the pumps to save the Ship of Stafe Our history dotes and repeats 
itself If Sassycus (rather than Alcibiades) find a parallel in Beauregard s0 
‘Weakwash, as he is called by the brave Lieutenant Lion Gardiner, need not 
seek far among our own Sachems for his antitype 
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words of Paulus Emilius to the people of Rome that “if they judged they 
could manage the war to more advantage by any other he would willingly 
yield up his charge but if they confided in him they were not to make them 
selves his colleagues wn his office or raise reports, or criticize his actions, bué, 
without talking supply hum with means and assistance necessary to the carn ying 
on of the war for, if they proposed to rommand ther own. commander, they 
would render this expedition more ridiculous than the former" (Vide 
Pluitarchum wn otd P EE) Let us also not forget what the same excellent 
author says concerning Perseus’s fear of spending money, and not permit the 
covetousness of Brothe: Jonathan to be the good fortune of Jefferson Davis 
Yor my own part till I am ready to admit the Commander in Chief to my 
pulpit I shall abstain from planning his battles Patience 1s the armour of a 
nation and in our desire for peace let us never be wilhng to surrender the 
Constitution bequeathed us by fathers at least as wise as ourselves (even with 
Jefferson Davis to help us) and with those degenerate Romans, ‘uta et 
pies nt quam v tera e¢ periculesa malle 
With respect 
Your obt humble servt 
HOMER WILBUR AM 


IT tovr to start out arter meht#s bezun, 

An’ all the chores about the farm ae done, 

The ciuittcras milked aw’ foddeied, gates shet fast, 
Tools clc med aginst to moter, suppei pst, 

An’ Nancy dain’ by he: kei sene lunp,— 

J love, I say, to start upon a tr ump, 

To shake the kinkles out 0’ back an’ legs, 

Aw lund o’ rack my life off fiom the diegs 
Thet’s apt to settle in the buttery hutch 

Of folks thet foller in one rut too much 

Hard work 1s good an’ wholesome, past all doubt , 
But ’t am’t so, ef the mind gets tuckered out 


Now, bein’ born mm Middlesex, you know, 

There ’s certin spots where I like best to go 

The Concord road, for mstance, (I, for one, 

Most gin’lly ollers call it John Bull?’s Run )— 

The field o’ Lexin’ton, where England tiicd 

The fastest colours thet she ever dycd,— 

Aw Concord Bridge, thet Davis, when he cine, 
Found was the bee line frack to heaven an’ fame,— 
14 all roads be by natur’, ef your soul 

Don’t sneak thru shun pikes so’s to save the toll 


They’re ’most too fur away, take too much time 
To visit often, ef xt am’tin rhyme, 
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But there’s a walk thet ’s hendier, a sight, 

An’ suits me fust rate of a winter’s nght,— 

I mean the round whale’s back o’ Prospect Tu] 
[ love to loiter there wlule might grows still, 

Aw’ in the twinklin’ villages about, 

Fust here, then there, the well saved lights goes out, 
An’ niry sound but watch dogs’ false alums, 

Or muffled cock crows from the drowsy { ums, 
Wheie some wise roostc: (men act jest thet way) 
Stands to ’t thet moon 11s¢ 1s the breik o day 

So Mister Seward sticks a three months pin 
Where the wai ’d oughto end, then tres agin ,— 
My eran ther s rule was safcr ’ ’t 1s to crow 
Don ¢t never pi ophesy—ontless ye know 


T love to muse theic till it hind o secms 

Ez ef the world went edd@yin’ off in dicims 

The Northwest wind thet twitches at my baird 
Blows out ©’ sturdie1 diys not casy scared 

An’ the same moon thet this Decembei shines 
Starts out the tcnts an’ booths o’ Putnam’s lincs, 
The rail fence posts, acrost the hill thet runs 
Turn ghosts 0’ sogers should’rin ghosts o’ guns, 
Ez whecls the sentry, glints 1 flash o’ ight 
Along the firelock won at Concoid Fight, 

Ar’ ’twixt the silences, now ful, now mgh, 
Rings the sharp chellenge, hums the low rc ply 


Ez I was settm’ so, 1t warn’t long sence 

Mixim’ the perfect with the present tense, 

I heerd two voices som’ers 1m the air, 

Though, ef I was to die, I can’t tcll wheie 

Voices I call ’em ’t was a kind o’ sough 

Like pine trees thet the wid 1s geth’rin’ thiough , 
An’, fact, I thought 1t was the wmd a spell,— 
Then some misdoubted,—could n’t fairly tell,— 
Fust sure, then not, jest as you hold an eel, — 

I knowed, an’ did n’t,—fin’lly seemed to fecl 

*T was Concord Bridge a talkin’ oft to hull 

With the Stone Spike thct ’s druv thru Bunker Tall 
Whether ’t was so, or ef I only dreamed, 

I could n’t say, I tellat ez it seemed 
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THE BRIDGE 
Wil neighbor, tell us, wut ’s turncd up thet ’s new ? 
You ’re younger ’n 1 be,—mghe: Boston, tu 
Aw’ down to Boston, ef you take then showm’, 
Wut thcy don t know amt hardly wuth the knowin’ 
‘Lhere ’s senthew’ gouv on, 1 know Jas’ mght 
The Butish sogers killed in our gret fight 
(Nigh filty ycar they hed wt stircd nor spoke) 
Mide sceh 1 coil you’d thought a dam hed broke 
Why, onc he up an’ beat 1 1revcllee 
With his own crosshones on a holler tree, 
Lill all the graveyards swarmcd out hke 1 hive 
With faces I haiw’t scen sence Seventy five 
Wut zs the news? ’°T ain’t good, o1 they ’d be cheerin’ 
Speak slow an’ clear, for I’m some hard o’ hearn’ 


THk MONMIMLNSE 
I don’t know hardly cf 1t ’s good o1 bad,—— 


THD BRIDCF 
At wust, 1¢ can’t be wus than wut we ’ve lid 


THE MONIMENT 


You know them cnvys thet the Rebbles sent, 
An’ Cap’n Wilkes he boiried o’ the Trent ? 


THL BRIDCE 


Wut! hev they hanged’em® Then their wits is gone! 
Thct’s a sure way to make a goose a swan! 


THI MONIMENT 


No England she would hev ’cm, Fee, Faw, Fam ! 
(luz though she hed n’t fools enough to home,) 
So they ’ve returned ’em—— 


THY BRIDGE 


Hev they® Wal, by heaven, 
Thet ’s the wust riews I’ve heerd sence Seventy seven ! 
By George, I meant to say, though T declare 
it’s ’most enough to make a deacon swear 
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THE MONIMENT. 
Now don’t go off half cock folks never gains 
By usin’ pepper sarse instid o” brains 
Come, neighbor, you don’t understand——~ 
THE BRIDGE 
How’? lity? 
Not understand? Why, wut ’s to hender, piyy 
Must I go huntin’ round to find a chap 
To tell me when my face hez had a slap? 


THE MONIMENT 


See here the British they found out a flaw 

In Cap’n Wilkes’s readin’ 0’ the law 

(They make all laws, you know, an’ so, 0’ course, 
It ’s nateral they should understand then forec ) 
Ile’d oughto took the vessel mto port, 

Aw hed her sot on bv a reg’lar cout 

She was a mail sip, an’ a sterner, tu, 

Aw’ thet, they sav, hez changed the pint o’ view, 
Coz the old practice, beim’ meant for s uls, 

Ef tried upon a steamer, hind o’ fails , 

You may take out despatches, but you mus’ n’t 
Take nary man —— 


THE BRIDGE 


You mean to say, you dus’ n’t 
Changed pint o’ view! No, no,—it ’s overboud 
With law an’ gospel, when their ox is goied ! 
I tell ye, England’s law, on sea an’ land, 
Hez ollers ben, “J ’ve gut the heaviest hand”? 
Take nary man? Fine prceachin’ fiom er lips! 
Why, she hez taken hundieds from our ships, 
An’ would agin, an’ swear she had a right to, 
Ef we warn’t strong enough to be perlite to 
Of all the sarse thet I can call to mind, 
England doos make the most onpleasant kind 
It ’s you ’re the sinner ollers, she’s the saint , 
Wut ’s good ’s all English, all thet 1s w’t ain’t, 
Wut profits her 1s ollers mght an’ just, 
An’ ef you don’t read Sciu:ptur so, you must, 
She ’s praised herself ontil she fairly thinks} 
There aim’t no light in Natur when she winks, 
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Hain’t she the Ten Comman’ments in her pus ° 
Could the world stir ’thout she went, tu, ez nus ? 
She ain’t like other mortals, thet ’s a fact 

She never stopped the habus corpus act, 

Nor specie payments, nor she never yet 

Cut down the int’rest on her public debt , 

She don’t put down rebellions, lets ’em breed, 
An’ ’s oliers willin’ Ireland should secede , 

She ’s all thet ’s honest, honnable, an’ fair, 

An’ when the vartoos dicd, they made hei heir 


THE MONIMENT 
Wal, wal, two wrongs don’t never mike a night, 
Lf we ’re mistaken, own it, an’ don’t fight 
For gracious’ sake, ham’t we enough to du 
’Thout gittin’ up a fight with Engl ind, tu ? 
She thinks we ’1¢ rabble 11d———~ 


THL BRIDGE 
Aw’ so we can’t 
Distinguish ’twixt Jou ought nt an? You shan’t 
She jcdges by herself, she ’s no idear 
How ’t stiddies folks to give ’em then fair sheer 
The odds ’twixt her 1n’ us 1s plain ’s a steeple,— 
Her People ’s turned to Mob, ou. Mob ’s tnined People 


THE MONIMEINT 
She ’s riled jes’ now —— 


THL BRIDGE 


Plam pioof her cause ain’t stiong,— 
The one thet fust gits mad ’s most ollers wrong 


THI MONIMENT 


You ’1e ollers quick to set your back aridge,— 

Though *t suits a tom cat more ’n a sober bnidge 

Don’t you git het they thought the thing was planned , 
‘Lhey ’ll cool off when they come to understand 


THE BRIDGE 


Ef thet ’s wut you expect, you "ll dev to wait 
Folks never understand the folks they haie 
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She °ll fin’ some other grievance jest ez good, 

*Fore the month ’s out, to g1¢ misundcurstood 
Englund cool off | She 711 do 1t, ef she sees 

She ’s 1un her head into a swaim o’ bees 

I ain’t so prejudiced ez wut you spose 

T hev thought England was the best thet goes , 
Remember, (no, you can’t ) when J was reared, 
God save the King was all the tune you heerd 

But 1’s enough to tun Wachusct roun’, 

‘Lhis stumpu’ fellers when you think they ’1e down 


LHL MONIMENT 


Bat, neighbor, ef they prove their clum at ]iw, 
‘Lhe best way 1s to settle, um’ not juw 

An’ don’t le’ ’s mutter *bout the iwfle bricks 

We ’ll give ’em, ef we hetch om im 4 fix 

That eve ’s most frequently the ku’ o’ talk 

Of eritters cin t be kicked to toc the chalk 

Your “ You ‘ll see zer’? t me!” aw’ * Look out bimcby !” 
Most ollers ends in catin’ umblce pie 

>T wun’t pry to sermege to Lingland willit pw 
To fe w thet mewer bully, old “They ’ll say’ ? 
Suppose they ¢z say words are drefile borcs, 

But they aim’t quite so bid e7 seventy fours 

Wut England wants 1s jest a wedge to fit 

Where it 711 help to widen out our split 

She ’s found he: wedge, aw’ ’t ain’t for us to come 
Aw’ lend the beetle thet ’s to drive it home 

For growed up folks lke us ’t would be a scandl:, 
Whcn we git sarsed, to fly nght off the hand 
England ain’t a// bad, coz she thinks us blind 

Ef she can’t change her skin, she can her mind, 
An’ you will see her change 1t double quick, 

Soon ¢z we ’ve proved thet we ’re a gom’ to hick 
She an’ Columby ’s gut to be fas frends, 

For the world prospers by their privit ends 

°T would put the clock back all o’ fifty year ., 

Ef they should fall together by the cars 


THE BRIDGE 


You may be right, but hearken mn your ear,— 
I’m older ’n you,—Peace wun’t keep house with Fear 
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Ef you want peace, the thing you ’ve gut to du 
Ts jest to show you ’1e up to fightin’, tu 

1 recollect how sailors’ rights was won 

Yard locked 1n yard, hot gun lip kissin’ gun 
Why, aforc thet, John Bull sot up thet he 

lied gut a lind o’ mortgage on ihe sea, 

You ’d thought he held by Gran’ther Adam’s will, 
An’ ef you knuckle down, Ae 71] thmk so still 
Better thet all our ships an’ all their cicws 
Should sink to rot in ocean’s dreamless ooze, 
Each torn flag wavin’ chellenge ez it went, 

Av’ each dumb gun a brave man’s monimeunt, 
Than seek sech peace ez only cowards crave 
Give me the peace of dead men or of brave! 


THI MONIMENT 


I say, ole boy, it ain’t the Glorious Fowmth 

You ’d oughto learned ’fore this wut talk wuz worth 
Jt un’t ovr nose thet gits put out o’ jnt, 

It’s England thet gives up her dearest pint 

We’ve gut, Itell ye now, enough to du 

In our own fem’ly fight, afore we’1e thiu 

I hoped, las’ spring, jest aiter Sumter’s shaime, 
When every flag staff flapped its tethered flame, 

An’ all the people, starticd from their doubt, 

Come must’rim’ to the flag with sech a shout,— 

I hoped to sce things scttled ’fore this fall, 

The Rebbles lickcd, Jeff Davis hanged, an’ all, 
Then come Bull Run, an’ seace then L’ve ben watbur 
Like boys in Jennooary thaw for skatin’, 

Nothin’ to du but watch my shadder’s trace 

Swing, like a ship at anchor, roun’ my base, 

With daylight’s flood an’ ebb it’s gittin’ slow, 

An’ I’most think we’d better let ’em go 

I tell ye wut, this war’s a goin’ to cost-— 


THE BRIDGE 


An’ T tell you 1 wun’t be money lost , 
Taxes milks dry, but, nexghbor, you’ll allow 
Thet havin’ things onsettled kills the vow 
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We’ve gut to fix this thing for good an’ all, 

It’s no use buildin’ wut’s a goin’ to fall 

I’m older *n you, an’ I’ve seen things an’ men, 
An’ here ’s wut my experience hez ben 

folks thet worked thorough was the ones thet thiiv, 
But bad work follers ye ez long ’s ye hive, 

You can’t git red on’t, jest ez sure ez sin, 

It’s ollers askin’ to be done agin 

Ef we should part, 1t would n’t be a week 

*Fore your soft soddered peace would spring aleak 
We ’ve turned our cuffs up, but, to put he. thu, 
We must git mad an’ off with jackets, tu: 

"T wun’t du to think thet hillin’ ain’t pexhte,— 
You ’ve gut to be im airnest, ef you fight , 

Why, two thirds o’ the Rebbles ’ould cut dut, 

Ef they once thought thet Guv’ment meant to hurt , 
An’ I du wish ow Gin’rals hed m mind 

The folks m front more than the folks behind , 
You wun’t do much ontil you think 1t’s God, 

An’ not constitoounts, thet holds the 10d , 

We want some more o’ Gideon’s sword, I ) dge, 
For proclamations haim’t no gret of edge, 

There ’s nothin’ for a cancer but the kuife, 

Onless you set by ’t more than by your Jife 

I’ve seen hard times, I sce a war begun 

Thet folks thet love their bellies never’d won,— 
Phaio’s lean kine hung on for seven long year, — 
But when’t was done, we cid n’t count 1t dear 
Why, law an’ order, honor, civil nght, 

Ef they a2x’¢ wuth it, wut 2s wuth a fight P 

I’m older ’n you the plough, the axe, the mull, 
All kinds 0’ Libor an’ all kinds o’ skull, 

Would be a rabbit im a wile cat’s claw, 

Ef ’t warn’t for thet slow critter, ’stablished law , 
Onsettle ¢het, an’ all the world goes whiz, 

A screw 1s loose m everythin’ there 1s 

Good buttresses once settled, don’t you fret 

An’ stir’em take a bridge’s word for thet! 
Young folks are smart, but all am’t good thet’s new, 
I guess the gran’thers they knowed sunthin’, tu 
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THE MONIMENT 


Amen to thet! build sure m the begmnim’, 

An’ then don’t never tech ithe underpinniw’ 

Th’ older a Guv’ment 1s, the better ’t suits , 
New ones hunt folks’s cons out like new boots 
Change jest for change 1s hke those big hotels 
Where they shift plates, an’ let ye live on smells 


THE BRIDGE 


Wal, don’t give up afore the ship goes down 
It’s a stiff gale, but Providence wun’t drown, 
An’ God wun’t leave us yet to smk or swim, 
Ef we don’t fail to du wut’s mght by Him 
This land o’ ourn, I tell ye, ’s gut to be 

A better country than man ever see 

I feel my spent swellin’ with a ciy 

Thet scems to say, “ Break forth an’ prophesy 
O stiunge New World, thet yet wast never young, 
Whose youth from thee by giuipm’ need was wiung,-— 
Brown foundln’ o’ the woods, whose baby bed 

Was piowled round by the Injun’s ciacklin’ tread, 
Av’ who giew’st stiong thru shifts an’ wants an’ pains, 
Nussed by stern men with empnes im their brains, 
Who saw in vision their young Ishmel strain 

With each hard hand a vassal occan’s mane,— 

Thou, skilled by Freedom an’ by egret events 

To pitch new States cz Old Woild men pitch tents,— 
Thou, taught by Fate to know Jehovah’s plan 

Thet only manhood ever makes a man, 

An’ whose free latch string never was drawed n 
Azmst the poorest child o’ Adam’s hin,— 

The grave ’s not dug where traitor hands shall lay 

In fem ful haste thy murdeied corse away ! 

I see 


{ 9 





Jest here some dogs began to bark, 
So thet I lost old Concord’s last remark 
I hstened long, but all I seemed to hear 
Was dead leaves goss’pin’ on some bireh trees near, 
But ez they hed n’t no gret things-to say, 
An’ said ’em often, I come night away, 
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An’, walkin’ home’ards, jest to pass the time, 

I put some thoughts thet bothered me m rhyme 
IT hain’t hed time to fairly try ’em on, 

But here they be,—it ’s 


JONATHAN TO JOHN 


It don’t seem hardly nght, John, 
When both my hands was full, 
To stump me to a fight, Fohn,— 
Your cousin, tu, John Bull 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he “I guess 
We know it now,” sez he, 
“The hion’s paw 1s all the lav, 
Accoidin’ tod B, 
Thet ’s fit for you an’ me!”’ 


Blood ain’t so cool as ink, John 
It ’s likely you ’d ha’ wrote, 
An’ stopped a spell to think, John, 
Arter they ’d cut vour thro? 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, ‘I guess 
He ’d skurce ha’ stopped,” sez he, 
“To mind his ps an’ q 3, cf thet weasan 
Hed b’longed to ole J B, 
Tnstid 0’ you an’ me!” 


Ef Z turned mad dogs loose, John, 
On your front pailor stairs, 
Would it jest meet your views, John, 
To wait an’ sue their heirs 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “I guess, 
I on’y guess,” sez he, 
“Thet, ef Vattel on Avs toes fell, 
°T would lindo’ nle J B, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 


Who made the law thet hurts, John, 
Heads I win,—ditto, tails ? 

“J £8” was on his shirts, John, 
Onless my memory fails, 
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Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “I guess, 

(I ’m good at thet )” sez he, 

“Thet sauce foi goose ain’t jest the juice 
For gandeis with J B, 
No more than you or me 


$9? 


When your nghts was om wrongs, John, 
Yon did n’t stop for fuss,— 
Britanny’s trident piongs, John, 
Was good ’nough law tor us 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, ‘1 guess 
Though physic ’s good,” sez he, 
It does n’t foller thet he can swallei 
Prescriptions signed ‘J B, 
Put up by 30u an’ me!” 


We own the ocean, tu, John 
You mus’ n’t take 1t hand, 
Ef we can’t thmk with you, John, 
It ’s jest your own back yaid 
Ole Unele S sez he, “TI guess, 
Ef thet ’s is claim,” sez he, 
**'Phe fencin’ stuff 711 cost enough 
To bust upfnend J B, 
Fiz wal ez you an’ me!” 


Why talk so drcffle big, John, 
Of honor, when 1t meant 
You did n’t crre a fig, John, 
But jest fou fez per cent 7 
Ole Unele S sez he, “‘ I euess, 
Tie ’s hkhe the rest,” sez he 
“When allis done, tt ’s number one 
Thet’s nearest to B, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 


We pive the eritteis bich, John, 
Cos Abiam thought ’t was iiht, 
It warn’t your bullyin’ elach, John, 
Provohin’ us to fight 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “F guess 
We’ve a had 10w,” scz he, 
I 
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To hoe jest now, but thet, somehow, 
May heppen tod B, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 
We ain’t so weak an’ poo, Jolm, 
With twenty million people, 
An’ close to every door, John, 
A school house au’ a steeple 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “1 guess 
Tt 18 a fact,”’ sez he, 
“The surest plan to make a Man 
Is, Thmk him so, J B, 
Ez much ez you or me!” 


Our folks believe in Law, John, 
An’ it ’s for her sike, now, 
Thev ’ve left the we aw’ siw, John, 
‘The anvil aw’ the plough 
Ole Uncle § scz he “1 guess, 
Ef *t wain’t for law,” sez he, 
“There °d be one shindy fiom here to Indy 
An’ thet don’t sut J B 
(When ’t ain’t *twixt you an’ me!) ” 


We know we ’ve gut a cause, John, 
Thet ’s honest, just, an’ true, 
We thought ’t would win applwse, John, 
Ef nowheres else, from you 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “I guess 
His love of right,” sez he, 
** Hangs by a rotten fibre 0’ cotton 
There ’s natur’ in J B, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 


The South says, “ Poor folls down’? John, 
An’? “All men up!” say we,— 
Whute, yaller, black, an’ brown, John 
Now which 1s you: idee ? 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “I guess, 
John preaches wal,” sez he, 
** But, sermon thru, an’ come to dz, 
Why, there ’s the old J B 
A crowd’ you an’ me!” 
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Shall 1t be love, or hate, John ? 
Tt ’s you thet ’s to decide , 
Ain’t your bonds held by Fate, John, 
Take all the world’s beside ? 
Ole Uncle § sez he, “I guess, 
Wise men forgive,” sez hc, 
“ But not forget , an’ some time yet 
Thet truth may strike J B, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 


God means to make this land, John, 
Clear thru, from rea to sea, 
Beheve an’ understand, John, 
The wuth o’ beim’ free 
Ole Uncle 8 sez he, “TJ gue s, 
God’s price 1s high,” sez he 
“ But nothin’ else than wut Ife sclls 
Weis long, an’ thet 7 B 
May learn like vou an’ me!’ 


BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN, ESQ, TO MR HOSKIA 
BIGLOW 


With the following Lette: from the RrverFNdD Homer 
Wixsur, A M 


To rae Epitors or rugs “ATLANTIC MonruLy ” 


JaAAIAM 7th Feb , 1862 

Respected Faienps,—If 1 know myself, and surely a man can hardly be 
supposed to have overpassed the limit of fourscore years without attaining to 
some proficiency in that most useful branch of learning (e catlo descend says 
the pagan poet), I have no great smack of that weakness which would press 
upon the publick attention any matter pertaining to my private affairs. But 
since the following letter of Mr Sawin contains not only a direct allusion to 
myself, but that in connection with a topick of interest to all those engaged in 
the publick ministrations of the sanctuary, I may be pardoned for touching 

briefly thereupon Mr Sawin was never a stated attendant upon my preach 
a ie T believe, even an occasional one, aine. the erection of the new 
we now worship) in 1845 He did, indeed, for a time, su a 
not unacceptable bass in the choir; but, whether on some umbrage omnes 

+0 
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hoe mtium est cantoribus) taken against the bass viol then, and till his decease 
in 1850 (wt 77) under the charge of Mr Asaph Perley or as was reported by 
others on account of an imminent subscription for a new bell he thenceforth 
absented himself from all outward and visible communion Yet he seems to 
have preserved (aifd mente repostum), as it were, m the pickle of a mind 
soured by prejudice a lasting scunner as he would call it, against our staid 
and decent form of worship, for I would rather in that wise interpret his 
fling than suppose that any chance tares sown by my pulpit discourses should 
survive so long while good seed too often fails to root itself I humbly trust 
that I have no personal feeling in the matter though I know that, if we 
sound any man deep enough our Jead shall bring up the mud of human 
nature at last The Bretons believe in an evil spint which they call ar 
c’houskezik whose office it is to make the congregation drowsy and though 
I have never had reason to think that he was specially busy among my flock 
yet have I seen enough to make me sometimes regret the hinged seats of the 
ancient meeting house whose lhvely clattcr not unwillingly intensified by boys 
beyond eyeshot of the tithing man scrved it intervals as a wholesome révei! 
It is true I have numbered among my parishioners some whose gift of som 
nolence rivalled that of the Creton Rip van Winkle Cpimenides and who 
nevertheless complained not so much of the substance as of the length of my 
(by them unheard) discourses Happy Saint Anthony of Padua whose finny 
acolytes however they might profit couldnever murmur! Quare fremuerunt 
gentes? Who is he that can twice a week be inspired or has eloquence (ué 
tta dtcam) always on tap? A good man and next to David a sacred poet 
{himself haply not mexpert of evil in this particular) has said— 


* The worst speak something good if all want sense 
God takes a text and preacheth patience ’ 


There are one or two other points in Mr Sawin’s letter which I would also 
briefly animadvert upon And first concerning the claim he sets up to a certain 
superiority of blood and hneage in the people of our Southern States now 
anhappily in rebellion against lawful authority and their own better interests 
There is a sort of opinions, anachronisms and anachorisms foreign both to 
the age and the country that maintain a feeble and buzzing existence scarce 
to be called life luke winter flies which in mild weather craw] out from obscure 
nooks and crannies to expatiate In the sun, and sometimes acquire vigour 
enough to disturb with their enforced familiarity the studious hours of the 
scholar One of the most stupid and pertinacious of these is the theory that 
the Southern States were settled by a class of emigrants from the Old World 
socially supenor to those who founded the institutions of New England The 
Virginians especially lay claim to this generos'ty of lineage, which were of no 
possible account, were it not for the fact that such superstitions are some 
times not without their effect on the course of human affairs The carly 
adventurers to Massachusetts at least paid their passages, no felons were 
ever shipped thither, and though it be true that many deboshed younget 
brothers of what are called good families may have sought refuge in Virginia’ 
it is equally certain that a great part of the early deportations thither were 
the sweepings of the London streets and the leavings of the London stews 
On what the heralils call the spindle side, some, at least, of the oldest 
Virginian families are descended from matrons who were exported and sold 
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for so many hogsheads of tobacco the head So notorious was this, that it 
became one of the jokes of contemporary playwrights, not only that men 
bankrupt in purse and character were ‘ Food for the Plantations ’ (and this 
before the settlement of New England) but also that any «drab would suffice 
to wive such pitiful adventurers Never choose a wife as if you were going 
to Virginie,’ says Middleton in one of his comedies The mule is apt to 
forget all bat the equine side of his pedigree How early the counterfeit 
nobihtv of the Old Dommuion became a topick of nidicule in the Mother 
Country may be learned from a play of Mrs Behn s founded on the Rebellion 
of Bacon for even these kennels of literature may yield a fact or two to pay 
the raking Mrs Viit the keeper of a Virginia ordinary calls herself the 
daughter of a baronct undone in the late rebellion —her father having in 
truth been a tailor ~and three of the Council assuming to themselves an 
equal splendour of origin are shown to have been one a broken exciseman 
who came over a poor servant, ’ another a tinker transported for theft and 
the third a common pickpocket often flogged at the carts tal The 
aucestry of South Carolia will as httle pass muster at the Herald s Visitation 
though I hold them to have been more reputable masmuch as many of them 
were honest tradesmen and artisans 1n some measure esiles for conscience’s 
sake who would have smiled at the high fly ing nonsense of their descendants 
Some of the more respectable were Jews Ihe absurdity of supposing 46 
population of e1,ht millions all sprung from gentle loms in the course of a 
century and a half 1s too maiufest for confutation The aristocracy of the 
South, such as it1s has the shallowest of all foundations for it. 13 only skin 
deep —the most odious of all tor while affecting to despise trade, it traces its 
ori,in to a successful traffick in men women and children an] still draws its 
chief revenues thence And though as Doctor Chamberlayne says in his 
Present State of Lnglind to become a Merchant of Foreign Commerce 
without serving any Apprentisage hath been allowed no disparagement to a 
Gentleman born especially to a younger Brother yet I conceive that he 
would hardly have made a lke ecaception in favour of the particular trade in 
question Nor do I believe that such aristocracy as exists at the South (for I 
hold with Marius fortusimum quemque generosssumum) will be found an 
element of anything like persistent strength in war —thinking the saying of 
Lord Bacon (whom one quaintly called inductions dominus et Verulamu) as 
true as it is pithy, that ‘the more gentlemen ever the lower books of sub 
sidies ’ It 1s odd enough as an historical precedent that, while the fathers of 
New England were laying deep im religion, education and freedom the basis of 
a polity which has substantially outlasted any then existing the first work of 
the founders of Virginia as may be seen in Wingfield s Memorial, was con 
spiracy and rebellion, —odder yet as showing the changes which are wrough, 
by circumstance that the first msurrection in South Carolina was against the 
aristocratical scheme of thc Proprietary Government 1 do not find that the 
cuticular aristocracy of the South has added anything to the refinements of 
civilization, except the carrying of bowie knives and the chewing of tobacco 
a high toned Southern gentleman being commonly not only qeadrumanous, 
but geuids uminant 

I confess that the present letter of Mr Sawin increases my doubts as to the 
sincerity of the convictions which he professes, and I am inchned to think 
that the triumph of the legitimate Government, sure sooner or later to take 
place, will find him and a large majority of his newly adopted fellow citizens 


a 
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(who hold with Deedalus the primal sitter on the fence that medium tenere 
tuftssemum) origmal Union men The criticisms towards the close of his 
letter on certain of our failings are worthy to be seriously perpended, for he 
isnot as I think without a spice of vulgar shrewdness As to the good 
nature in us which he seems to gird at while I would not consecrate a chapel, 
as they have not scrupled to do in France to Notre Dame de la Hame (Our 
Lady of Hate) yet I cannot forget that the corruption of good nature {js the 
generation of laxity of prmciple Good nature 1s our national characteristick , 
and though it be perhaps nothing more than a culpable weakuess or 
cowardice when it leads us to put up tamely with manifold impositions and 
breaches of imphed contracts (as too frequently in our publick conveyances) 
it becomes a positive crime when it leads us to look unrcsentfully on pecu 
lation and to regard treason to the best Government that ever existed as 
something with which a gentleman mey shake hands without soiling his 
fingers I do not think the gallows trcc the most profitable member of our 
Syina but simee it contmues to be planted I would fain see a Northern limb 
imgratted on it that it may bear some othcr fruit than loyal Tennessecans 

A relick has recently been discovered on the erst bank of Bushy Brook im 
North Jialam which I conceive to be an insciusption in Runic characters relat 
ing to the early expedition of the Northmcn to this continent I shall make 
fuller investigations and communicate the result in due scason 


Respectfally 
your obedient scrvant 


HOMER WILBUR, AM 


PS —! encloge a year s subscription from Deacon ['mkham 


IT urp it on my min’ las’ time, wlicn 1 to wiite yo started, 

To tech the leadin’ featurs o’ my git’ me convarted , 

But, ez my letters hez to go clcarn roun’ by way o’ Cuby, 

*l wun’t seem no staler now than then, by tl’ tamc at gits whee 
you be 

You ae up North, though sces an’ things air plenty ez you 
please, 

Ther’ warn’t nut onc on ’em thet come jes’ square with my idees 

I dessay they suit workin’ folks thet ain’t noways pertic’lar, 

But nut your Southun gen’leman thet keeps his perpendic’lar » 

1 don’t blame nary man thet casts his lot along o’ Avs folks, 

But cf you cal’late to save me, ’t must be with folks thet +s folks , 

Cov’nants o’ works go ’ginst my grain, but down here I ’vc found 
out 

The true fus’ fen’ly A 1 plan, ~ here ’s how 1 come about 

When I fus’ sot up with Mass §, scz she to me, scz she,— 

“ Without you git religion, Sur, the thing can’t never be, 

Nut but wut 1 respeck,” sez she, “ your utellectle part, 

But you wun’t noways du for me athout a change o’ heart ; 
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Nothun religion works wal North, but it’s ez soft ez spruce, 

Compared to ourn, for keepin’ sound,” sez she, “ upon the goose , 

A day ’s experunre ’d prove to ye, ez easy ’z pull a trigger, 

It takes the Southun pint o’ view to raise ten bales a nigger , 

You ’il fin’ thet human natur, South, ain’t wholesome more ’n skin 
deep, 

Aw’ once ’t a darkue ’s took with it, hc wun’t be wuth his keep ” 

“How shell I git it, Mvam’” soz 1 “Attend the nex’ camp 
meetin’,”’ 

Sez she, “ an’ it *1E come to ye ez che vp cz onbleached sheetin’ ” 


Wal, so I went along an’ hearn most an impressive sarmon 

About besprnklin’? Afrky with fourth proof dew o’ Harmon 

He did »’ put no weaknin’ in, but gin it tu us hot, 

’Z, ef he an’ Satan ’d beu two bulls m one five acre lot 

I don’t purtend to foller hnn, but give yc Jes’ the heads , 

For pulpit ellerkence, you know, ’most ollers kin’ o’ spreads 

Hlam’s seed wuz gin to us in chairge an’ should n’t we be li’ble 

In Kingdom Come, ef we kep’ back their priv’lege in the Bible ? 

The cusses an’ the promcerscs make one gret chain, an’ et 

You snvke one link out here one therc, how much on’t ud be lef? ? 

All things wuz gin to min fot 7s use, lis sarvice, aw deh zht, 

An’ don’t the Greck an Jichew words thet mcana Man mean 
White? 

Aun’t 1t bclittlin’ the Good Book in all its proudes’ featurs 

To think ’t wuz wrote for black an’ brown an’ ’lasscs colored 
cicatuls, 

Thet could n’ read it, ef they would, nor ain’t by lor allowed to, ' 

But ough’ to take wut we think suits their naturs, an’ be proud to ° 

Warn’t it morc prof’table to bring your raw materi! thru 

Where you can work it inta grace an’ inta cotton, tu, 

Than sendin’ missionarics out where fevers might defeat ’em , 

Aw’ ef the butcher did n’ call, then p’rishioners might eat ’em P 

An’ then, agin, wut airthly use? Nor ’t warn’t our fault, m so 
fur 

Ez Yankee skippers would kecp on a totim’ on ’em ovei 

*T improved the whites by saviw’ ’em from ary need o’ wurkin’, 

Aw’ kep’ the blacks from bein’ lost thru idleness an’ shukin’ , 

We took to ’em ez nat’ral ¢z a bain owl doos to mice, 

Aw hed our hull time on om hands to keep us out 0’ vice, 

Tt made us feel ez pop’lar oz a hen doos. th one chicken, 

An’ fill our place im Natw’s scale by givin’ ’om a lickin’ 
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For why should Caesar git his dues more’n Juno, Pomp, an’ Cuffy ? 

Tt ’s justify’ Ham to spare a nigger when he’s stuffy 

Wher se ao soles go tu, like to hnow, ef we should let ’cm 
etch 

Freehnowledgism an’ Fourterism an’ Speritoolism an’ sech ? 

When Satan sets himself to work to raise his very bes’ muss, 

He scatters roun’ onser) ptur’l views 1elatin’ to Ones’mus 


You’d ough’ to seen, though, how Ins facs an’ argymunce an’ 
figgers 

Drawed tears 0’ real conviction from a lot o’ pen’tent mggers ! 

It warn’t like Wilbur’s meetin’, where you’:e shet up in a pew, 

Your dickeys sorrm’ off your eats, an’ bilin’ to be thru, 

Ther’ wuz a tent clost by thet hed 1 hag o’ sunthin’ in it, 

Where jou could go, ef you wuz dry, an’ damp ye in 1 minute, 

Aw’ ef you did dror off a spell, ther’ wuz n’t no occasion 

To lose the thread, bcewse, yc sce, he bellcred lhe all Bishan 

It ’s dry work follerim’ argvmunce, an’ so, ’*twi’ this an’ thet, 

I felt conviction weighin’ down somchow inside my hat, 

It growed an’ growed hke Joni s gourd, + hin’ o’ whulin’ kctclicd 
me, 

Ontil I fin’lly clean giv out an’ owned up thet he ’d fetched me , 

An’ when nine tenths the perrish took to tumblin’ roun’ an’ 
holler’, 

T did n’ fin’ no gret in th’ way o’ turnin’ tu an’ follen’ 

Soon ez Miss § see thet, sez she, “ 7Ae¢’s wut I call wuth secin’ ! 

Thek’s actin’ like a reas’nable an’ intellectle bein’! ” 

An’ so we fin’lly made 1¢ up, concluded to hitch hosses , 

An’ here I be ’n my ellermunt among creation’s bosses , 

Arter I ’d drawed sech heaps o’ blanks, Fortin at last hez sent a 
prize, 

An’ choose me for a shuinin’ light 0’ missionary ente1 prise 


This leads me to another pint on which I’ve changed my plan 
O’ thinkin’ so ’s *t J might become a straght out Southun man 
Miss 8 (her maiden name wuz Higgs, o’ the fus’ fem’ly here) 
On her Ma’s side’s all Juggernot, on Pa’s all Cavileer, 

An’ sence I’ve merned mto her an’ stept into her shoes, 

It aim’t more ’n nateral thet I should modderfy my views 

1 ’ve ben a readin’ mm Debow ontil I ’ve fairly gut 

So ’nhightened thet Id full ez lives ha’ ben a Dook ez nut , 
An’ when we ’ve laid ye all out staff, an’ Jcff hez gut his crown, 
An comes to pick his nobles out wae’? this child be in town ! 
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We ’Il hev an Age o’ Chivverlry su:passin’ Mister Burke’s, 

Where every fem’ly is fus’ best an’ nary white man works 

Our system ’s sech, the thing ’ll root ez easy ez a tater, 

tor while your lords in furrin parts ain’t noways marked by natw’, 

Nor sot apart from ornery folks in featurs not in figgers, 

Ef ourn ’ll keep their faccs washed, jou ’ll know ’em fiom their 
niggers 

Ain’t sech things wuth secedin’ for, an’ gittin’ red o’ you 

Thet waller mm your low idees, an’ will till all 1s blue ? 

Fact 18, we ar a diff’rent race, an’ I, for one, don t see, 

Sech havin’ ollers ben the case, how w’ ever did agree 

It ’s sunthin’ thet you lab’rin’ folks up North hed ougl’ to think 
on, 

Thet Higeses can’t bemcan themselves to rulin’ by a Lincoln,— 

‘Lhet men (an’ guv’nors, tu) thet hez sech Normal names ez 
Pickens, 

Accustomcd to no kin’ o’ work, "thout 7b 15 to givin’ lickins, 

Cant miwe votcs with folks tlct sit thou jivims from their 
farms, 

Aw’ prob’ly think thet Law ’s ez good ez hevim’ coats 0’ arms 

Sence 1 ’ve ben here, L’ve hued a chip to look about for me 

To git me a transplantable an’ thrifty fem’ly tree, 

An’ he tells me the Sawins 1s ez much o’ Normal blood 

Ez Pickens an’ the rest on ’em, an’ older ’n Noah’s flood 

Your Normal schools wun’t turn ve mto Normals, for it’s clear, 

Ef eddykatim’ done the thing, they ’d be some skurcer here 

Pickenses, Boggses, Pettuses, Magoflins, Letchers, Polks,— 

Where can you seare up naines lke them among jour mudsill 
folks P 

Ther’ ’s nothin’ to compare with ’em, you d fin’, ef you should 
glance, 

Among the tip top femerlies in Englan’, nor in Fiance 

I’ve hearn from ’sponsible men whose word wuz full ez good’s 
their note, 

Men thet can run their face for diinks, an’ heep a Sunday coat, 

Thet they wuz all on ’em come down, and come down pooty fur, 

From folks thet, ’thout then ciowns wuz on, ou’doors would 
n’ never stir, 

Nor thet ther’ warn’t a Southun man but wut wuz premy fashy 

Q’ the bes’ blood in Europe, yis, an’ Afriky aw Ashy 

Sech bem’ the case, 1s *t likely we should bend hike cotton wickin’, 

Or set down under anythin’ so low lived ez a lickin’ ? 
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More ’n this,—hain’t we the literatoor an’ science, tu, by gorry P 
Hain’t we them intellectle twins, them giants, Simms an’ Maury, 
Each with full twice the ushle brams, hke nothin’ thet I know, 
*Thout t wuz 1 double headed calf I see once to a show ? 


For all thet, I warn’t just at fust in favor o’ secedin’ , 

T wuz for layin’ low a spell to find out whcre ’t wuz leadin’, 

For hcvin’ South Carliny try her hand xt seprit nvtionin’, 

She tikin’ resks wm’ findin’ funds, and we cooperationin’,— 

I mean a hiv’ 0’ hangm’ roun’ an’ settin’ on the fence, 

Till Prov’dunce pinted how to jump aw’ save the most expense , 

IT reecollected thet ’ere mine 0’ lead to Shuza Centre 

Thet bust up Jabez Pettibone, an’ did n’t want to ventur’ 

*Fore I wuz sartin wut come out ud pry for wut went in, 

For swappim’ silver off for lead aim’t the sure way tow, 

(Av’, fact, it doos look now cv though—but folks must live an’ 
jain— 

We should git Icad, an’ more’n we want, out o’ the Old Consain ,) 

But when 1 see a man so wise an’ honest cz Buchanan 

A lettin’ us hev all the forts an’ all the ums an’ cannon, 

Admittia’ we wuz nit’lly right an’ you wuz nity wiong, 

Coz you wuz lab rin’ folks av’ we wus wut they cul dong tong, 

Aw’ cos there warn’t no fi,ht m ye moic ’n ina mashed pot ita, 

While two o’ ws can’t shurcely inect but wut we fight by natur’, 

Aw’ th’ ain’t 1. bar room heic would pay for opemm’ on’t a night, 

Without it giv the privcrlege o’ bein’ shot at sight, 

Which proves we ’re Natur’s noblemen, with whom it don’t 
surprise 

The Bistish aristoxy should fecl boun’ to sympathize,— 

Seew’ all this, an’ seein’, tu, the thing wuz stiikin’ roots 

While Uncle Sam sot still in hopes thet some onc ’d bring his 
boots, 

I thought th’ ole Union’s hoops wuz off, and Iet myself be 
sucked in 

To mse a pcg an’ jine the crowd thet went for reconstractin’,— 

Thet 1s, to hcv the pardnershrp under th’ ole name continner 

Jest ez it wuz, we drorrin’ pay, you findin’ bone an’ smner,— 

Ou’y to put it in the bond, an’ cuter ’t m the journals, 

Thet youre the nat’ral rank an’ file, an’ we the nat?:al kurncls 


Now this I thought a fees’ble plan, thet ’ud work smooth cz 
grease, 
Suitin’ the Nineteenth Century an’ Upper Ten idees, 


BROTHER JONATAAN'S BEST THINGS 
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Av’ there I meant to stick, an’ so did most o’ th’ leadeis, tu, 
Coz we all thought the chance wuz good o’ puttin’ on it thru, 
But Jcff he hit upon a way o’ helpin’ on us torraid 

By beim’ unannermous,—a trick you aint quite up to Noirard 
A baldin hain’t no more ’f a chance with them new apple corers 
Than folks’s oppersition views aginst the Ringtail Roarers , 
They ’ll take ’em out on him ’bout cast,—one canter on a rail 
Makes a man feel unanncrmous ez Jonah m the whale, 

Or ef he ’s a slow moulded cuss thet can’t secm quite ’t agiee, 
He gits the noose by tellcrgraph upon the nighcs’ trec 

Their mission wok with Afiikins hez put ’em up, thet ’s sartin, 
To all the mos’ across lot ways o’ prcachin’ in’ convailin’, 

TU bet my hat th’ am’t nary priest, nor all on ’em togcther, 
Thet caurs conviction to the mim’ lke Revere n’ Taranfeather , 
Why, he sot up with me onc night, aw laboicd to sech purpose, 
Thet (c7 an owl by daylight ’mongst a flock o’ teazin’ chirpers 
Sees cleare: ’n mud the wickeduess o’ cutm’ little birds) 

I sce my error an’ agreed to shen it artcrwurds , 

An’ I should say (to jedze our folks by fies in my possession), 
Thet three ’s Unannermous where one 5 a ’Rigimal Secession , 
Soil ’s a thing you fellers North mav sifcly bet your chink on, 
Thet we ’re all water proofud agm tl’ usurp’ ragn o? Lincoln 


Jcff ’s some le ’s gut anothc plin thet hez pertie lar ments, 

In givuny things a cherfle look an’ stiflian’ loose hung sperits , 

For while your nuillion pipers, wut with lyin’ an’ discussin’, 

keep folks » tempers all on ccud a fumm’ aw’ a fuss’, 

A wondin’ this an’ gucssi’ that, an’ dicadim’, every mght, 

The breechin’ o’ the Univaise ’Il break afore it ’s ight, 

Our papers don’t purtend to piimt on’y wut Guv’ment choose, 

An’ thet msures us all to git the very best 0’ noose 

Jeff hez it of all sorts an’ hincs, an’ sarves if out ez wanted, 

So ’s *t every man gits wut he hhes an’ nobody am’t scanted, 

Sometimes it ’s vietuies (they ‘re ’bout all the.’ 1s that’s cheap 
down here), 

Sometimes it’s France aw’ England on the yump to interfure 

Fact 1s, the less the people huow o’ wut ther’ i» a doin’, 

The hendier ’t 18 for Gav mont, sence it henders trouble lic win’, 

Aw noose 18 like a shinplastcr,—1t ’s good, ef you belicve it, 

Or, wut ’s all same, the othe: man thet ’s goin’ to receive it 

Ef you ’ye a son in th’ army, wy, 14 °s comfortin’ to hear 

Tie *Hl hey no gretie: resk to run than seem th’ m’iny’s 1ear,] 
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Coz, ef an F F looks at ’em, they ollers break an’ run, 

Or wilt neht down ez debtors will thet stumble on a dun 

(An’ this, cf an’thin’, proves the wuth o’ prope: fem’ly pride, 

Jer such mean shucks ez ercditors are all on Lincoln’s side) , 

Ef I hev scrip thet wun’t go off no more ’n a Belzin nfle, 

Au’ read thet 1t ’s at par on ’Change, 1t makes me feel deli’fle, 

It ’s cheerin’, tu, where every man mus’ fortify his bed, 

To hear thet Freedom ’s the one thing our darkies mos’ly dread, 

An’ thet experunce, time ‘n’ agin, to Dixie’s Land hez shown 

Ther’ ’s nothin’ hhe a powder cask {71 a stiddy corner stonc, 

Ain’t 1t ez good ez nuts, when salt 1s sellin’ by the ounce 

For its own weight m Treash’ry bons (ef bought m small 
amounts), 

When even whiskey ’s gittin’ skurce, an’ sugar can’t be found, 

To know thet all the ellerments 0’ luvury abound ? 

Aw don’t it glorify sal’ pork, to come to understand 

Ti ’s wut the Richmon’ editors cul fatness o’ the land ? 

Nex’ thie to hnowim’ you 71¢ well off 19 xvé to know when y’ 
ain’t , 

Aw’ ef Jeff says all ’s goin’ wil, who ’ll ventur’ t’ say it ain’t ? 


This cairn the Constitooshun roun’ ez Jeff doos m his hat 

Is hendier a dreffle sight, an’ comes moie kim’ o’ pat 

I tell ye wut, my jedg¢ment 1s you ’1¢ pooty sure to fail, 

Ez long ’z the head keeps turnin’ back for counsel to the tail 

Th’ advantiges of our consarn fo: bein’ prompt air gret, 

While, ’long o’ Congress, you can’t strike, ’f you git an iron het , 
They bother roun’ with argoom’, an’ vat’ous sorts 0’ foolin’, 

To make sure ef it’s leg’lly het, an’ all the while it’s coolin’, 
So’s ’t when you come to strike, it ain’t no gret to wish ye )’y on, 
Aw’ hurts the hammer ’z much or more ez wut 1t doos the sron 
Jeff don’t allow no jawin’ sprees for three months at a stretch, 
Knowin’ the ears long speeches suits air mostly made to metch, 
He jes’ ropes m youn tonguey chaps an’ reg’lar ten inch bores 

Aw lets ’em play at Congress, ef they ll du it with closed doors , 
So they ain’t no more bothersome than ef we’d took an’ sunk ’em, 
An’ yit eny’y th’ exclusive nght to one another’s Buncombe 
*Thout doin’ nobody no hurt, an’ ’thout its costin’ nothin’, 

Ther pay bem’ jes’ Confcdiit funds, they findin’ kecp an’ clothin’ , 
They taste the sweets o’ publie life, an’ plan their little jobs, 

An’ suck the Treash’ry (no gret harm, for 1t ’s ez dry ez cobs), 
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Aw go thru all the motions jest ez safe ez m a prison, 

An’ hev their busmess to themselves, wlule Buregard hez husn 

Ez long ’z he gives the Hessians fits, committees can’t make 
bother 

*Bout whether ’t ’s done the legle way or whether ’t’s done the 
t’other 

An’ I tell you you ’ve gut to larn thet War ain’t one long teeter 

Betwixt I wan’ to an’? wun’t du, debatin’ hke a sheetur 

Afore he hghts,—all 1s, to give the othey side 1 milli’, 

Aw’ arter thet ’s done, th’ ain’t no resk but wut the loi “ll be 
willin’, 

No metter wut the guv’ment 1s, ez nigh ez I can Int it, 

A lickin’ ’s constatooshunal, pcrvidin’? We don’t gil it 

Jeff don’t stan’ dilly dallym’, afore he takes a fort 

(With no one in), to git the leave o’ the nex’ Soopreme Court, 

Nor don’t want forty “leven weeks o’ j uwin’ uw’ expouwndin’ 

To prove a mgger hez a right to save him, cf he’s drowndin’ , 

Whereas ole Abram ’d sink afore he ’d let a darkie boost him, 

Ef Taney should n’t come along an’ hed n’t mterdooced hin 

It ain’t your twenty millions thet ’ll ever block Jeff’s game, 

But one Man thet wun t let ’em jog jest ez he ’s takim’ aim 

Your numbers they may strengthen ye or weaken ye, ez ’t heppens 

They ’re willin’ to be helpin’ hands or wuss’n noth’ cap’ns 


I’ve chose my side, aw’ ’t ain’t no odds cf I wuz diawed with 
magnets, 

Or ef I thought 1¢ prudenter to jme the mghes’ bagnets , 

I’ve made my ch’ice, an’ ciphered out, fiom all I see an’ herd, 

Th’ ole Constitooshun never ’d git her decks for action cleared, 

Long ’z you elect for Congressmen poor shotes thet want to go 

Coz they can’t seem to git their grub no otherways than so, 

An’ let your bes’ men stay to home coz they wun’t show cz 
talkers, 

Nor can’t be hired to fool yc an’ sof’ soap ye at a caucus,— 

Long ’z ye set by Rotashun moie ’n ye do by folks’s menits, 

Ez though experunce thiiv by change 0” sile, hike corn an’ herrits,— 

Long ’z you allow a critter’s “claims” coz, spite o’ shoves an’ 
tippins, 

He ’s kep’ his private pan jest where 4 would ketch mos’ public 
diippims — 
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Long ’z A ‘li turn tu an’ grin’ B’s exe, ef B “Il help him gnin’ 
hisn, 

(Av’ thet ’s the main idee by which your leadin’ men hev risen,)— 

Long ’z you let ary exe be groun’, “less ’t 15 to cut the weasan’ 

©’ sneaks thet dunno till they ’re told wut is uw’ wut ain’t 
Treason,— 

Long ’z ye give out commissions to 1 lot o° peddlin’ drones 

Thet trade im whiskey with thur men, an’ skin ’em to their 
bones,— 

Long ’z ye sift out “safc” canderd ites thet no one ain’t afcared 
on 

Coz they ’re so thund’1n” eminent for bem’ never head on, 

An’ hain’t no record, ez 1t’s called, for folks to pick + hole 1n, 

Ez ef it hurt a man to hev a body with a soul in, 

Aw’ it wuz ostentashun to be show’ on ’t about, 

When haf his fellcr citizens contrive to do without,— 

Long ’*z you suppose vour votcs em turn Inlcd Lhebboige into br un, 

Aw’ ary man thet ’s pop’lu ’s fit to drive a lightmm’ ti am — 

Long ’z you believe democracy incans L’m ez good e* you be, 

Aw’ thet a feller from the ranks ein’t be 1 knive ot booby,— 

Long ’*z Congress stems purvided, like ycr street cais an’ ver 
>busses, 

With ollers room for jes’ one more 0’ you spied in Drkin’ cassco, 

Dough *thout the emptins of x soul, aw yit with means about ’em 

(Like essence peddlcrs*) thet Jl mtke folks long to be without 
em, 

Jest heavy *nough to turn a scale thet ’s doubtfle the wrong way, 

An’ make then nat’ral arsenal 0’ bein’ nasty pay,— 

Long ’z them things last (an’ 7 don’t sce no grct sigus 0’ improvin,’) 

I sha’n’t up stakes, not hardly yit, nor t would n’t pay for movin’, 

For, fore you lick us, 1t *1l be the long’st day cver you sce 

Yourn (ez I *xpec’ to be nex’ sping), 


B, Marxiss o’ Bie Boosy 


* A rustic euphemism for the American variety of the Mephitis —H W 
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A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS IN SECRET SESSION 
Conecturally Reported by WH Bicrow 


To tHe Enrrors oF tis ‘ ATLANTIC MONTHLY’ 


JAALAM 10th March 1862 

GENTLEMEN —My leisure has been so entirely occupied with the hitherto 
fruitless endeavour to decypher the Runick mscription whose fortunate dis 
covery I mentioned in my last communication that I have not found time to 
discuss as I had mtended the great problem of what we are to do with 
slavery atopick on which the publick mind 1n this place is at present more 
than ever agitated What my wishes and hopes are I need not say, but for 
safe conclusions I do not conceive that we are yet in possession of facts enough 
on which to bottom them with certainty Acknowled,ing the hand of Pro 
vidence as Ido inall events I am sometimes inclined to think that they are 
wiser than we and am willing to wait fill we have made this continent once 
more a place where freemen can live 1n sccurity and honour before assuming 
any furthcr r,esponsibility This w the view taken by my neighbour Habakkuk 
Sloansure Esq the president of owr bank whose opimon in the practical 
affairs of hfe has great weight with me as I have generally found it to be 
justified by the event and whose counsel had J followed it would have saved 
me from an unfortunate investment of a considerable part of the painful 
economies of half a century m the Northwest Passage Tinnel After a some 
what animated discussion with this gentleman a few days since I expanded 
on the audi alteram partem principle somethmg which he happened to say by 
way of illustration into the following fable 


FESTINA ITN1! 


Owce on a time there was a pool 

krnged all about with flag leaves cool 
And spotted with cow lilies garish 

Of frogs and pouts the anicent parish 
Alders the creaking redwings sink on 
Tussocks that house blithe Bob o Lincoln 
Hedged round the unassaied seclusion 
Where muskiats piled their cells Carthusian ; 
And many a moss embroidered log, 

The watering place of summer frog, 
Slept and decayed With patient skill 

As watering places sometimes will 


Now in this Abbey of Theleme, 
Which realized the fairest dream, 
That eyer dozing bull frog had 
Sunned on a half sunk lily pad, 
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There rose a party with a mission 
To mend the polliwogs’ condition, 
Who notified the sélectmen 
To call a meeting there and then 
Some kind of steps theysaid are needed 
They don t come on so fast as we did 
Let s dock their tails; if that don t make em 
Frogs by brevet, the Old One take ’em ! 
That boy, that came the other day 
To dig some flag root down this way, 
Is jack knife left and t1s a sign 
That Heaven approves of our desi,n 
’"T were wicked not to urge the step on 
When Providence has sent the weapon 


Old croakers deacons of the mire 

That led the deep batrachian choir 

Uk! Uk! Caronk ! with bass that might 
Have left Lablache s out of sight 

Shook nobby heads andsaid No go! 
You d better let em try to grow 

Old Doctor Time 1s slow but still 

He does know how to make a pill 


But vain was all their hoarsest bass 
Their old experience out of place 

And spite of croaking and entreating 
The vote was carned in marsh mecting 


** Lord knows ’ protest the polhwogs, 
We re anxious to be grown up frogs 

But do not undertake the work 

Of Nature till she prove a shirk ; 

°Tis not by jumps that she advances 

But wins her way by circumstances 

Pray waitawhile until you know 

We re so contrived as not to grow 

Let Nature take her own direction, 

And she ll absorb our imperfection 

You mightm t hke em to appear with, 

But we must have the things to steer with ’ 


‘No’ piped the party of reform 

‘ All great results are ta en by storm 
Fate holds her best gifts till we show 
We ve strength to make her let them go 
No more reject the age s chrism, 
Your cues are an anachronism 
No more the Future’s promise mock 
But lay your tails upon the block, 
Thankful that we the means have voted 
To have you thas to frogs promotcd "' 
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The thing was done the tails were cropped, 
And home each philotadpole hopped, 

In faith rewarded to exult 

And wait the beautiful result 

Too soon it came our poo) s0 long 

The theme of patriot bull frogs song, 


Next day was reeking fit to smother 

With heads and tails that missed each other,~ 
Here snoutless tauls there tailless snouts 

The only gainers were the pouts 


MORAL 


From lower to the higher next 

Not to the top 18 Nature s text 

And embryo Good to reach ful! stature 
Absorbs the Evil in its nature 


1 think that nothing will ever give permanent peace and security to this 
continent but the extirpation of Slavery therefrom and that the occasion 18 
mgh but I woull do nothing hastily or vindictively nor prcosume to jog the 
clbow of Lrovidence No desperate measures for me till we are sure that all 
others are Fopeless —flecicze s7 nequeu SuPKROS Acheronta mombo To make 
Emancipation a reform instead of a revolution 1s worth a little patience that 
we may have the Border States first and then the non slaveholders of the 
Cotton States with us m punciple —a consummation that secms to be nearer 
than many imagine = Fiat jusittia ruat celum 1s not to be taken m a literal 
sense by statesmen whose problem is ta get justice done with as httle jar as 
possible to existing order which has at least so much of heaven tn it that it 
is not chaos Trejoice in the Presidcut s late Message which at last pro 
claims the ( overnment on the side of freedom justice and sound pohcy 

As I wnte comes the news of our disaster at Hampton Roads I do not 
understand the supmeness which atter far warnmg leaves wood to an 
unequal conflict with iron = 1t 36 not enough mercly to have the right on our 
side if we stick to the old thint lock of tiadition I have observed in my 
parochial experience (haud tgnurus malt) that the Devil is prompt to adopt the 
Jatest inventions of destructive warfare and may thus take even such a 
three decker as Bishop Butler at an advantage It is cumous that as gun 
powder made armour useless on shore so armour is having its revenge by 
baffling its old enemy at sea —-and that while gunpowder robbed land warfare 
of nearly all its picturesqueness to give even greater stateliness and sublimity 
toa sea fight armour bids fair to degrade the latter mto a squabble between 
two iron shelled turtles 

Yours, with esteem and respect 
HOMER WILBUR AM 


PS —I had well nigh forgotten to say that the object of this letter is to 
enclose communication from the gifted pen of Mr Biglow 


I sunt you a messige, my friens, t’ other day, 
To tell you I ’d nothin’ pertackler to say 
K 
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T wuz the day our new nation gut kin’ o’ stillborn, 
So ’t wuz my pleasant dooty t? acknowledge the corn, 
An’ I see clearly then, ef I did n’t before, 

Thet the augur in mauguiation means dove 

I need n’t tell you thet my messige wus written 

To diffuse corree’ notions in France an’ Gict Bitten, 
An’ agin to impress on the poppylar mind 

The comfort an’ wisdom 0’ goim’ it blind,— 

To say thet I did n’t vbate not a hooter 

©’ my faith m a happy av’ glorious futur’, 

Iiz rich in each soshle an’ p’litickle blessin’ 

Ez them thet we now hed the joy 0’ possess’, 

With a people united, an’ longin’ to die 

For wut we call then country, without askin’ why, 
An’ all the gret things we concluded to slope for 

Ez much within reach now ez evei—to hope for 

We ‘ve all o’ the ellerments, this very hour, 

Thet make up a fuss’ clas, sclf goveruin’ powu 

We ’ve 1 wan, an’ adebt an’ a flag, an’ cf this 
Aim’t to be mderpendunt, why, wut on airth 1s? 

An’ nothim’ now hendeis ow takin’ ow station 

Ez the freest, enliightencdest, civerlized nation, 
Built up on our bran’ new pohtichle thesis 

Thet a Gov’ment’s fust nght is to tumble to pieces,— 
I say nothin’ hendeis ou: takin’ our place 

Ez the very fus’ best o’ the whole human race, 

A spittin’ tobacker ez proud ez vou please 

On Victory’s bes’ carpets, or loafin’ at ease 

In the Tool’nes front parlor, discuss’ affairs 

With our heels on the backs 0’ Napoleon’s new chauis, 
An’ princes a-mixin’ our cocktails an’ slings,— 
Excep’, wal, excep’ jest a very few things, 

Sech ez navies an’ armes an’ wherewith to pay, 

An’ gittin’ our sogers to run t’ other way, 

An’ not be too over pertickler im trvin’ 

To hunt up the very las’ ditches to die in 


Ther’ are critters so base thet they want 1t caplainod 
Jes’ wut 1s the totle amount thet we ’ve gained, 

Ez ef we could maysure stupenyious events 

By th> low Yankee stan’aid o’ dollars an’ cents 
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They seem to forgit, thet, sence last year revolved, 

We ’ve succeeded in gittim’ seceshed an’ dissolved, 

An’ thet no one can’t hope to git thru dissolootion 
*Thout some kin’ o’ strain on the best Constitootion 
Who asks for a prospec’ more flettrin’ an’ bright, 
When from here clean to Texas it ’s all one free fight ° 
Hain’t we rescued from Seward the grct leadim’ featurs 
Thet makes 1f wuth while to be reasonin’ creaturs ? 
Hain’t we saved Habus Coppers, improved it m fact, 
By suspendin’ the Unionists ’stid o’ the Act? 

Ain’t the laws free to all? Where on airth else d’ ye see 
Every freeman improyin’ his own rope an’ tree P 


It ’s ne’ssary to take a good confident tone 
With the public , but here, jest amongst us, I own 
Things looks blacke: ’n thunder Ther’ ’s no use deny’ 
We ’re clean out 0’ money, an’ ’most out o’ lyin’,— 
Two things a young nation can’t mennage without, 
Ef she wants to look wal at her fust comin’ out , 
For the fust supplies physickle strength, wiule the second 
Gives a morril edvantage thet ’s hard to be reckoned 
For this latter I’m willim’ to du wut I can, 
For the former you ’ll hev to consult on a plan,— 
Though our /wst want (an’ this pmt I want your best views on) 
Is plausible paper to prmt I] O Uson 
Some gennlemen think 1¢ would cure all our cankers 
In the way o’ finance, ef we jes’ hanged the bankers , 
An’ I own the proposle ’ud square with my views, 
Ef their lives wuz n’t all thet we ’d left ’em to lose 
Some say thet more confidence might be inspired, 
Ef we voted our cities an’ towns to be fired,— 
A plan thet ’ud suttenly tax our endurance, 
Coz *t would be our own bills we should git for the surance , 
But cinders, no metter how sacred we think ’em, 
Might n’t strike furrim minds ez good sources of income, 
Nor the people, perhaps, would n’t like the eclaw - 
OQ’ bein’ all turned into paytnots by law 
Some want we should buy all the cotton an’ burn it, 
On a pledge, when we ’ve gut thra the war, to return 1t,— 
Then to take the proceeds an’ hold f4em ez security 
For an issue 0’ bonds to be met at maturity 
K2 
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With an issue o’ notes to be paid m hard cash 

On the fus’ Monday follerim’ the ’tarnal Allsmash 

This hez a safe air, an’, once hold o’ the gold, 

7Ud leave our vile plunderc:s out im the cold, 

An’ meghf temp’ Jotm Bull ef 16 warn’t for the dip he 
Once gut from the banks o’ my own Ms isissipp1 

Some think we could makc, by arrangu’ the figgers, 

A hendy home currency out of our niggers, 

But it wun t du to lean much on ary sech staff, 

For they ’ri gittiw’ tu euric at Vieady, by half 

Onc genule nun says, ef we Icf? our loin out 

Where Ioyd could git hold on ’t, Ae *d take it, no doubt 
But ’t an’t jes’ the takin’, though 7{ hez 1 good look, 
We mus’ ent sunthiw’ out on it arte: it ’s took, 

Av’ we nced now more ’n ever, with sorier 1 own, 
Thet some one anothea: should Ict us a loan, 

Scnce a oger wun’t fight, on’y jes’ while he driws his 
Pay down on the nail, for the best of all causes, 
"Thout ashi’ to know wut the quarrel ’s about,— 

Aw’ once come to thut, why, our game 1s plaved ont 
Tt ’s cz true cz though FT should w’t nevar hev sad it 
Thet a hitch hez took plaice in our system o credit 

T swear it’s all aight in mv specches an’ messigcs, 
But ther’ ’s 4decs afloat «7 ther’ 1s about scssies 
Folks wun’t take a bond cz a basis to tiade on, 
Without nosim’ round to find out wut it ’*s made on 
Aw the thought more in’ more thru the public min’ crosses 
Thet our Tresbry he gui ’mos’ too many dead husst s 
Wut ’s called credit, you see, 15 some lke a balloon, 
Thet looks while 1t ’5 up ’most cz harnsume ’z a moon, 
Bat once git a leak in ’t an’ wut looked so grand 
Caves 11zh’ down in a jiffy ez flat ez your hand 

Now tle world is a drcffie mean place, for our sins, 
Where ther’ ollus is critters about with long pins 

A prickin’ the globes we ’ve blowed up with sech care, 
An’ provin’ ther’ ’s nothin’ inside but bad ar 

They ’re all Stuart Mullses, poor wiute trash, an’ sneaks, 
Without no more chivvcrlry ’n Choctaws or Crecks, 
Who think a real gennleman’s promise to pay 

is meant to be took in trade’s ornery way 

Them fc llers an’ 1 could n’ never agree,‘ 

They ’re the nateral foes 0’ the Southun Idee , 
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1'd gladly take all of our other resks on me 
To be red o’ this low lived politikle ’con’my ! 


Now a dastardly notion 1s gittin’ about 

Thet our bladder is bust an’ the gas oo71n’ out, 

An’ onless we can mennage in some way to stop it, 
Why, the thing ’s a gone coon, an’ we might ez wal drop it 
Brag works wal at fust, but it ain’t jcs’ the thing 

For a stiddy inves’ment the shiners to bring, 

An’ votin’ we ’re prosp’rous a hundred times over 
Wun’t change bein’ starved into livin’ on clover 
Manassas done sunthin’ tow’rds drawin’ the wool 

O’er the green, anti slivery cyes 0’ John Bull 

Oh, warn’t 1t a godsend, jes’ when sech tight fixes 

Wuz crowdin’ us mourners, to thiow double sixes ! 

I wuz tempted to think, an’ 1t wuz n’t no wonder, 

Ther’? wuz reelly a Providence, —ove: or undcr,— 
When, all packed for Nashville, I fust ascert imed 
From the papers up North wut a victory we ’d gained 
°T wuz the time for diffusin’ coriee’ views vbroad 

Of onr union an’ strength an’ relyin’ on God , 

Aw’, fact, when 1 ’d gut thru mv fust big surpuise, 

IT much ez half b’heyed m my own tallest hes, 

An’ conveyed the idce thet the whole Southun poppcrlace 
Wuz Spartans all on the keen jump for Thermopperlics, 
They set on the Lincoluites’ bombs till thev bust, 

An’ fight for the priv’lege o’ dym’ the fust , 

But Roanoke, Bufort, Mallspring, an’ the est 

Of our recent starn foremost successes ont West, 
Hain’t left us a foot for our swellin’ to st.nd on,— 

We ’ve showed foo much o’ wut Burcgard calls adundon, 
For all our Thermopperlies (an’ it ’s a matey 

We haim’t hed no more) hev ben clean vicy varsy,' 

An’ wut Spartans wuz lef’ when the battle wuz done 
Wuz thein thet wuz too unambitious to run 


Oh, ef we hed on’y jes’ gut Reecognition, 

Things now would ha’ ben in a different position !, 
You ’d ha’ hed all you wanted the paper blockade 
Smashed up into toothpicks,—unlimited trade 

In the one thing thet ’s needfle, till niggers, | swow, 
Hed ben thicker ’n provisional shinplasters{now,— 
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Quinine by the ton ’ginst the shakes when they seize ye,— 
Nice paper to com imto C S A specie, 

The voice of the driver ’d be heerd in our Jand, 

An’ the univarse scringe, ef we lifted our hand 

Would n’t ¢he¢ be some hike a fulfillm’ the prophecies, 
With all the fus’ fem’lics in all the best ofhees ? 

*T wuz a beautaful dream, an’ all sorrei 1s idle,— 

But ef Lincoln would ha’ hanged Mason an’ Shidell! 
They ain’t no good in Eurépean pellices, 

But think wut a help they ’d ha’ ben on their gallowses ! 
They ’d ha’ felt they wuz truly fulfillm’ their mission, 
An’, oh, how dog cheap we ’d ha’ gut Reecognttion ! 


But somehow another, wutever we ’ve tied, 

Though the the’ry ’s fust rate, the facs wu#’t comeide 

Facs are contrary ’z mules, an’ ez hard m the mouth, 

An’ they allus hev showed a mean spite to the South 

Sech bein’ the case, we hed best look about 

For some km’ 0’ way to slip our necks out 

Le’ ’s vote our las’ dolla, ef one ean be found, 

(An’, at any rate, votin’ 1t hez a good sound,)— 

Le’ ’s swear thet to arms all our people 1s flyin’, 

(The entters can’t read, an’ wun’t know how we ’re ly1n’,)— 
Thet Toombs 1s advancm’ to sack Cincinnater, 

With a rovin’ commission to pillage an’ slarter,— 

Thet we ’ve throwed to the winds all 1.egard for wut ’s lawile, 
An’ gone in for suntlin’ promiscu’sly awfle 

Ye see, hitherto, 1t ’s our own knaves an’ fools 

Thet we ’ve used,—those for whetstones, an’ t’ others ez tools,- 
An’ now our las’ chance 1s in puttin’ to test 

The same kin’ o’ cattle up North an’ out West 

J-—— But, Gennlemen, here ’s a despatch jes’ come in 
Whauch shows thet the tide ’s begun turnin’ agin,— 

Gret Cornfedrit success! C’lurebus eevacooated ! 

I mus’ run down an’ hev the thing properly stated, 

Aw’ show wut a triumph it 1s, and how lucky 

To fin’lly git red 0’ thet cussed Kentucky,— 

An’ how, sence Fort Donelson, winnin’ the day 

Consists in triumphantly gittin’ away, 


THE BIGLOW PAPERS 151 


SPEECH OF HONOURABLE PRESERVED DOK IN 
SECRET CAUCUS 


To True Epitors or tux ATLANTIC MontTa_y ” 


JAALAM 12th Apnl 1862 

GgenTrLEmgen —As I cannot but hope that the ultimate if not speedy success 
of the national arms is now sufficiently ascertained sure as I am of the mght 
eousness of our cause and its consequent claim on the blessing of God (for I 
would not show a faith infeniour to that of the pagan historian with his Facile 
eventt quod Dis cordi est) 1t seems to me a suitable occasion to withdraw our 
minds a moment from the confusing din of battie to objects of peaceful and 
permanent interest Let us not neglect the monuments of preterite history 
because what shall be history 15 so diligently making under oureyes Cras 
wgens iterabimus @quor to morrow will be time enough for that stormy sea 
to day let me engage the attention of your readers with the Runick inscrip 
tion to whose fortunate discovery I have heretofore alluded Well may we 
say with the poet, Mudia renascuntur gua yam cecidere And I would premise 
that although I can no longer resist the evidence of my own senses from the 
stone before me to the ante Columbian discovery of this continent by the 
Northmen gens inclytuwsima as they are called ina Palermitan inscription 
written fortunately in a less debatable character than that which I am about 
to decypher yet I would by no means be understood as wishing to vilpend 
the merits of the great Genoese whose name will never be forgotten so long 
as the inspiring strains of Hail Columbia ’ shall continue to be heard 
Though he must be stripped also of whatever praise may belong to the ex. 
periment of the egg which I find proverbially attnbuted by Castihan authours 
toa certain Juanito or Jack (perhaps au offshoot of our giant-killing mythus) 
his name will still remain one of the most illustrious of moderntimes Bat 
the impartial historian owes a duty likewise to obscure ment and my solici 
tude to render a tardy justice is perhaps quickened by my having known those 
who had their own field of labour been less secluded, might have found a 
readier acceptance with the reading publick I could give an example but I 
forbear forsitan nostris ex assthus oritur ultor 

Touching Runick inscriptions I find that they may be classed under three 
general heads 1° Those which are understood by the Danish Royal Society 
of Northern Antiquaries and Professor Rafn ther Secretary ; 2° Those which 
are comprehensible only by Mr Rafn; and 3° Those which neither the So- 
ciety Mr Rafn nor anybody else, can be said in any definite sense to under 
stand and which accordingly offer pecullar temptations to enucleating sagacity 
These last are naturally deemed the most valuable by intelligent antiquaries, 
and to this class the stone now in my possession fortunately belongs Such 
give s picturesque variety to ancient events, because susceptible oftenthnes 
of as many interpretations as there are individual archeologists, and since 
facts are only the pulp in which the Idea or event seed is softly imbedded till 
it ripen, it is of little consequence what colour or finvour we attribute to them, 
provided it be agreeable Availing myself of the obliging azsistance of Mr 
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Arphaxad Bowers an ingemous photographick artist whose house on wheels 
has now stood for three years on our Meeting House Green with the some 
what contradictory mescription — ‘our motto w onward —~I have sent accu 
rate copies of my treasure to many learned men and societies both native 
and European I may hereatter communicate their different and (me judicr) 
equally erroneous solutions J solicit also Messrs Editors your own accept 
ance of the copy herewith enclosed 1 need only premise further that the 
stone itself 1s a goodly block of metamorphick sandstone and that the Runes 
resemble very nearly the ormthichnites or fossil bird tracks of Dr Titchcoch 
but with less 1egulanty or apparent design than is displayed by those re 
markable ,eological monuments These are rather the non bene gunctarum 
discordia semina rerum Resolved to leave no door open to cavi) I first of all 
attempted the elucidation of this remarkab'e example of lhthck literature by 
the ordinary modes but with no adequate return for my labour I then con 
sidered myself amply justified m resorting to that hcroick treatment the 
feleaity of which as applied by the great Benticy to Milton had long ago 
enlisted my admiration Indeed | had already made up my mind that in 
case good fortune should throw any snch invaluable record in my way I 
would proceed with it in the following sumple and satisfactory method After 
acursory examimaton merely sufficing for an approxim‘tive estimate of its 
length 1 would write down a hypothetical on criptyon based upon antecedent 
probabilitics and then procced to extract from the characters engraven on 
the stone a meaning as nearly as possible conformed to this @ preert product 
of my own ingenuity The result more than justified my hopes inasmuch a3 
the two inscriptions were made without any great violence to taliy mm all essen 
tial particulars Ithen proceeded not without some anxiety to my second 
test, which was to read the Runick letters chagonally and again with the 
same success With an excitement pardonable under the circumstances yet 
tempered with thankfel humility I now applhcid my last and scverest trial 
my experimentum crucis I turned the stone now doubly precious in my 
eyes with scrupulous exactness upside down The physical exertion so far 
displaced mj spectacles as to derange fora moment the focua of vision I 
confess that it was with some tremulousness that I readjusted them upon my 
nose and prepared my min] to bear with calmness any disappointment that 
might ensue But Oalbo dies notunda lapillo / what was my delight to find 
that the change of position had effected none m the sense of the writing even 
by so much as a single letter! I was now and justly as Ithink satisfied of 
the conscientious exactness of my mterpretation It is as follows — 


HERI 
BJARNA GRIMOLFSSON 
FIRST DRANK CLOUD BROTHER 
PHROUGH CHILD OF LAND AND WATER 


thatis drew smoke through a reed stem In other wards we have here a 
record of the first smokmg of the herb Nicotiana Tatbacum by a European on 
this continent The probable results of this discovery are so vast as to bafile 
conjecture If it be objected that the smoking of a pipe would hardly justify 
the setting up of a memonal stone, I answer that even now the Moquis 
Indian, ere he takes his first whiff bows reverently toward the four quarters 
of the sky in succession, and that the loftiest monuments have been reared to 
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perpetuate fame which is the dream of the shadow of smoke The Saga it 
wall be remembered Jeaves this Bjarna to a fate something hike that of Sir 
Humphrey Gilbert on board a sinking ship in the ‘ wormy sea’ having 
generously grven up his place in the boat to a certain Icelander 1t 1s doubly 
pleasant therefore to meet with this proof that the brave old man arrived 
safely m Vinland and that his declining years were cheered by the respectful 
attentions of the dusky denizens of our then uninvaded forests Most of all 
was I gratified however in thus hnking for ever the name of my native town 
with one of the most momentous occurrences of modern times Hitherto 
Jaalam though im soil chmate and geographical position as highly quahfied 
to be the theatre of remarkable nstorical incidents as any spot on the earth’s 
surface has been if I may say it without seeming to question the wisdom of 
Providence almost maliciously neglected as it might appear by occurrences 
of world wide interest in wart of a situation And in matters of this nature 
it must be confessed that adequate events are as necessary as the vales sucer 
to record them Jaalam stood always modestly ready but circumstances 
made no fitting response to her gencrous intentions Now however she 
assumes her plact on the histonck toll 1 have hitherto been a zealous 
opponent of the Circean herb but ] shall now re examine the question with 
out bias 

T am aware that the Rev Jonas Tatchel m a recent communication to the 
Bogus Tour Corners Weekly Mendian has endcavoured to show that this 1s 
the cpulchral in enption of Shorwald Fmksson who a 1s well known was 
slain in Vinland by the natuwes But I think he has been misled by a precoff 
ceived theory and cannot but feel that he has thus made an ungracions re 
tarn for my allowing him to inspect the stone with the aid of my own glasses 
(he having by accidcnt left his at home, and 1n my own study The heathen 
ancients might have instructed this Christian minister in the rites of hospi 
tahty but much is to be parduncd to the spit of self love He must indeed 
be mgenious who can make out the words Aer & fir from any characters in 
the inscription in question which whatever clse it may be 15 certamly not 
mortuary And even should the reverend gentleman succeed in persuading 
some fantastical wits of the soundness of his views J do not see what useful 
end he will have gained For uf the Enghsh Courts of Law hold the testimony 
of grave stones from the bunal grounds of Protestant dissenters to be 
questiouable even where itis essential im proving a descent I cannot conceive 
that the emtaphial assertions of heathens should be esteemed uf more autho 
rity by any man of orthodox sentiments 

At this moment happening to cast my eyes upon the stone on whicha 
transverse li,ht from my southern window brings out the characters with 
Singular distinctness another interpretation has occurred to me promising 
even more interesting results I hasten to close my letter in order to follow 
at once the clue thus providentially suggested 

Jinclose as usual a contribution from Mr Biglow and remain, 

Gentlemen with esteem and respect 
Your Obedient Humble Servant, 


HOMER WILBUR, AM 


I THanx ye, my frens, for the warmth o’ yon: gieetin’ 
Ther’ ’s few arthly blessins but wut’s va’ an? fleetin’, 
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But ef ther’ 1s one thet ham’t #o cracks an’ flaws, 
An’ is wuth goin’ in for, 1t’s poplar applause , 

It sends up the sperits ez lively ez rockets, 

An’ I fee] 1t—wal, down to the eend o’ my pockets 
Jcs’ lovin’ the people 1s Canaan in view, 

But xt ’s Canaan paid quarterly t? hev ’em love you, 
It ’s a blessin’ thet ’s breakin’ out ollus in fresh spots , 
It ’s a follerin’ Moses ’thout losin’ the flesh pots 
But, Gennlemen, ’scuse me, I ain’t sech a raw cus 
Ez to go luggin’ ellerkence into a caucus,— 

Thet 1s, into one where the call comprehens 

Nut the People m person, but on’y their friens , 
I’m so kin’ o’ used to convincin’ the masses 

Of th’ edvantage o hein’ self governin’ asses, 

I forgut thet we’re all o’ the sort thet pull wires 
An’ arrange for the public tlieir wants an’ desircs, 
An’ thet wut we hed met for wuz jes’ to agree 

Wut the People’s opinions m futur’ should be 


But to come to the nub, we ’ve ben all disappint< d, 

An’ our leadim’ idees are a kind o’ disyjnted,— 

Though, fur ez the natexal man could discern, 

Things ough’ to ha’ took most an oppersite turn 

But The’ry 1s jes’ hhe a tram on the rail, 

Thet, weather or no, puts her thru without ful, 

While Fac ’s the ole stage thet gits sloughed in the ruts, 
An’ hez to allow for your darned cfs an’ buts, 

An’ so, nut intendin’ no pers’nal reflections, 

They don’t—don’t nut allus, thet 1s,—make connections 
Sometimes, when it really doos seem thet they’d oughter 
Combine jest ez kindly ez new rum an’ water, 

Both ’ll be jest ez sot in their ways ez a bagnet, 

Ez otherwise minded ez th’ eends of a magnet, 

An’ folks hke you’n me, thet ain’t ept to be sold, 

Git somehow or ’nother left out in the cold 


TI expected "fore this, ’thout no gret of a row, 
Jeff D would ha’ ben where A Lincoln is now, 
With Taney to say *t wuz all legle an’ farr, 

An’ a jury 0’ Deemocrats ready to swear 

Thet the mgm o’ State gut throwed into the ditch 
By the fault o’ the North m misplacim’ the switch 
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Things wuz 1ipenm’ fust rate with Buchanan to nuss ’em , 
But the People they would n’t be Mexicans, cuss ’em! 
Ain’t the safeguards o’ freedom upsot, ’z you may say, 

Ef the nght o’ rev’lution 1s took clean aw-y ? 

An’ doos n’t the nght primy fashy melude 

The bein entitled to nut be subdued ? 

The fact is, we ’d gone for the Union so stiung, 

When Union meant South ollus nght an’ North wrong, 
Thet the people gut fooled mto thinkin’ it might 

Worry on middlin,’ wal with the North in the nght 

We might ha’ ben now jest ez prosp’1ous ez France, 
Where politikle enterprise hez a fair chance, 

An’ the people 1s heppy an’ proud et this hour, 

Long ez they hey the votes, to let Nap hev the power, 
But ow: folks they went an’ believed wut we’d told ’cm, 
An’, the flag once insulted, no mortle could hold ’em 

*T wuz pervokin’ jest when we wuz cert’ to win,— 

An’ I, for one, wunt trust the masses agin 

For a people thet knows much ain’t fit to be frec 

In the self coekin’, back action style o J D 


I can’t believe now but wut half on ’t is hes, 

For who’d thought the North wuz a goin’ to 11se, 

Or take the pervokin’est kin’ of a stump, 

*Thout ’t wuz sunthin’ ez pressin’ ez Gibr’el’s las’ trump ° 
Or who ’d ha’ supposed, arter seck swell an’ bluster 

*Bout the liek ary ten on ye fighters they ’d muster, 
Raised by hand on briled lightnin’, ez op’lent ’z you please 
In a primitive furiest o’ femmily trees, 

Who ’d ha’ thought thet them Southuners ever ’ud show 
Starns with pedigrees to ’em lhe theirn to the foe, 

Or, when the vamosin’ come, ever to find 

Nat’ral masters in front an’ mean white folks belund ? 

By ginger, ef 1’d ha’ known half I know now, 

When I wuz to Congress, I would n’t, I swow 

Hev let *em cair on so igh minded an’ sarsy, 

*Thout some show o’ wut you may call vicy varsy 

To be sure, we wuz under a contrac’ jes’ then 

To be drefle forbearm’ towards Southun men, 

We hed to go sheers in preservin’ the bellance 

An’ ez they seemed to feel they wuz wastin’ their tellents 
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*Thout some un to kick, *t warn’t more ’n proper, you know, 
Each should funnish his part, an’ sence they found the toe, 
Aw we wuz n’t cherubs—wal, we found the buffer, 
For fear thet the Compromise System should suffcr 


T wun’t say the plan hed n’t onpleasant featurs,— 

For men ate perverse an’ omcasonin’ creaturs, 

An’? forgit thet in this life 7t un’t likely to huppen 

Their own privit fancy should ollus be cappen,— 

But it worked jest ez smooth ez the key of a safe, 

An’ the gret Umon beirms played free from all chafe 
They wirn’t hard to suit, ef they hed their own way 

An’ we (thet is, some on us) made the thing pay 

*T wuz a fair give an’ take out of Uncle Sim’s herp , 

Ef they took wut warn’t then, wut we give come c7 che, 
The elcet gut the offices down to tidewaiter, 

The people took skinniw’ ¢z mild ez 11 1te1, 

Seemed to choose who they wanted tu, footed the bills, 
An’ felt kind 0’ °z though they wus havu’ their wills, 
Which kep’ ’cm e harmless w’ cherfle cz crickets, 

W tile all we invested wuz names on the tickcts 

Wal, the.’ ’s nothin’ for folks fond o’ hb’ral consumption 
Freé o’ charge, like democ’acy tempered with gumption ! 


Now waru’t thet 1 system wuth pais m presarvin’ 

Where the people found jints an’ their fricns done the caivin’, — 
Where the many donc all o’ their thinkin’ by proxy, 

Aw weie proud on ’t ez Jong ez ’t wuz christened Dc moe’cy ,— 
Where the few let us sop all o’ Freedom’s foundations, 

Ef you called 1t reformiw’ with prudence an’ paticnee, 

An’ were willin’ Jeff’s sn ike egg should hetch with the rest, 
Ef you wnt “Constitootional” over the nest? 

But it ’s all out o’ hilter, ’t wuz too good to last,) 

Aw all jes’ by J D’s perceedin’ too fist, 

Ef he ’d on’y hung on for a month or two more, 

We ’d ha’ gut things fixed meer ’n they hed ben betore 

Afore he drawed off an’ Jef? all im confusion, 

We wuz safely intrcenched mm the ole Constitootion, 

With an outlyin’, heavy gun, casemated foit 

To rake all assailants,—I mean th’ S§ J Court 

Now [ never “Il acknowledge (nut ef you should skin me) 

’*T wuz wise to abandon sech works to the n’my, 
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Aw let him fin’ out thet wut scared lnm so long, 
Our whole lme of argyments, lookin’ so strong, 
All our Seriptur’ au’ law, cvery the’ry an’ fac’, 
Wuz Quaker guns daubed with Pio slavery black 
Why, cf the Republicans ever should git 

Andy Jolson o1 some one to Icnd ’cm the wil 
Au’ the spunk jes to mount Constitootion im’ Cout 
With Columbiad guns, you: real ekle rights sort, 
Or diill out the spike from the ole Declaration 
Thet can kerry a solid shot cloarn 10un’ ere vtion, 
Wed beticr take maysurcs for shctti’ up shop, 
An’ put off our stock by a vendoo or swop 


But they wun’t never dare tu, you Il sce ’em m Idom 

Fore they ventur’ to go where then doetrmes ud load an 
‘They've ben tiki’ onr pruincerples up ¢7 we diopt’cn, 

An thousht it wuz ternble ’cute to adopt ’om 

But they'll fin out ’fore long thet thar hop ’s ben dccenuww’ ’cm, 
Aw thet praccrples aint o no ood, Cf you bv heve in em, 

St mikes ’cm tu sfifl for x party to use 

Where they'd ough’ to be easy ’2 an ole pur o’ shoes 

It we say ’nou plctform thet all men ate brothers, 

We don ¢t mcan thet some folks unt more so ’n some othrrs, 
An’ 1 75 wal understood thet we make a selection, 

An’ thet brotherhood | in’ o’ subsides arter “lection 

The fust thing for sonnd politic: ms to lar 1s, 

‘Lhet Truth to dior knidly in all sorts o’ harness, 

Mus’ be kep’ mihe thstrict,—{or come to apply if, 

You ’1¢ ept to hurt some folks 5 mterists by 2 

Wal these ’ere Republicans (some on ’em) acs 

Ez though gmeral mexims ’ud suit speshle fies , 

Aw’ there’s where we Il nick ’em, there’s where they JI be lost 
For apply’ your princerple ’s wut makes 1t cost 

Av’ folks don’t want Fourth o’ July t? mterfere 

With the business consarns o’ the rest o’ the year, 

No more ’n they want Sunday to pry an’ to peck 

Tuto wut they are dom’ the rest 0’ the week 


A. gmoome statesman should be on his guard, 

Ef he must hev buliefs, nut to b’heve ’um tu had , 
For, ez sure ez he does, he °l! be bla tu’ ’em out 
’Thout regardin’ the natar’ o’ man more ’r a spout, 
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Nor 16 don’t ask much gumption to pick out a flaw 

Tn a party whose leaders are loose in the jaw 

An’ so 12 our own case I ventur’ to hmt 

Thet we ’d bette: nut air our perceedins 1n print, 

Nor pass resserlootions ez long ez your arm 

‘Lhet may, ez things heppen to turn, do us ham, 

For when you ’ve done all your real meanin’ to smother, 
The darned things ’ll up an’ mean sunthin’ or “nother 
Jeff’son prob’ly meant wal with us “ born free an’ chle,” 
But 1¢’s turned out a real crooked stick in the sekle , 
It’s taken full exghty odd yea:—don’t you see °>— 

From the pop’lar behef to root out thet idee, 

An’, arter all, sprouts on ’t keep on buddin’ forth 

In the nat’lly onprincipled mind o’ the North 

No, never say nothin’ without you’re compelled tu, 

An’ then don’t say nothin’ thet you can be held tu, 

Nor don’t leave no friction idees Ixy1n’ loose 

For the ign’ant to put to mecnd’ary use 


You know I’m a fellci thet keeps a skinned eye 

On the leetle events thet go skurryin’ by, 

Coz it’s of’ner by them than by gret ones you’ll see 

Wut the p’htickle weather 1s likely to be 

Now I don’t think the South ’s more ’n begun to be licked, 
But I dw think, ez Jeff says, the wind bags ’ gut pricked, 
Tt ll blow fo1 a spell an’ keep puffin’ an’ wheezin’, 

The tighter oui army an’ navy keep squeezin’,— 

For they can’t help spread eaglein’ long ’z ther’ ’s a mouth 
To blow Enfield’s Speaker thru lef? at the South 

But st ’s high time for us to be settim’ our faces 

Towards reconstructin’ the national basis, 

With an eye to beginnin’ agin on the jolly ticks 

We used to chalk up hind the back door 0’ politics , 

An’ the fus’ thing ’s to save wut of Slav’ry ther’ ’s lef? 
Aster this (I mus’ call it) smprudence o’ Jeff 

For a real good Abuse, with its roots fur an’ wide, 

Js the kin’ 0’ thing J hike to hev on my side, 

A Seriptur’ name makes 1 ez sweet ez a rose, 

An’ it ’s tougher the older an’ ugher 1t grows— 

(I ain’t speakin’ now o’ the nghteousness of 11, 

But the p’litickle purchase it gives, an’ the profit) 
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Things look pooty squally, 1t must be allowed, 

An’ I don’t see much signs of a bow mm the cloud 
Ther’ ’s too many Deemocrats—leaders, wut ’s wuss 
Thet go for the Umion ’thout carin’ a cuss 

Ef it helps ary party thet ever wuz heard on, 

So our eagle ain’t made a split Austrian bird on 

But ther’ ’s still some conservative signs to be found 
Thet shows the gret heart o’ the People 1s sound 
(Excuse me for usin’ a stump phrase agin, 

But, once mm the way on ’t, they wed? stick like sin ) 
There ’s Phillips, for mstance, hez jes’ ketched a Tartar 
In the Law ’n’ Order Party of ole Cincinnate: , 

An’ the Compromise System ain’t gone out o’ reach, 
Long ’z you keep the nght limits on freedom o’ specch 
°T warn’t none too late, neither, to put on the gag, 
For he’s dangerous now he goes 1n for the flag 

Nut thet I altogether approve o’ bad eggs 

They ’re mos’ gin’lly argymunt on its las’ legs,— 

An’ their logic 1s ept to be tu mdiscriminate, 

Nor don’t ollus wait the nght objecs to ’liminate , 

But there is a vaniety on ’em, you ’!! find, 

Jest ez usefle an’ more, besides bein’ refined,— 

I mean o’ the sort thet are laid by the dictionary, 

Sech ez sophisms an’ cant thet ’ll kerry conviction ary 
Way thet you want to the night class o’ men, 

An’ are staler than all ’t ever come from a hen 

* Disunion ” done wal till ou resh Southun friends 
Took the savor all out on ’t for national ends , 

But I guess “ Abolition” ll work a spell yit, 

When the war ’s done, an’ so will “ Forgive an’ forgit ” 
Times mus’ be pooty thoroughly out o’ all jint, 

Ef we can’t make a good constitootional pint, 

An’ the good time ‘Il come to be grindin’ our exes, 
When the war goes to seed in the nettle o’ texes 

Ef Jon’than don’t squirm, with sech helps to assist him, 
I give up my faith m the free suffrage system , 
Democ’cy wun’t be nut a mite mterestin’, 

Nor p’litakle capital much wuth investin’ , 

An’ my notion 1s, to keep dark an’ lay low 

Till we see the mght munute to put in our blow — 
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But I’ve talked longer now ’n I hed any idee, 

Av’ ther’ ’s others you want to hear more ’n you du me, 
So Ill set down an’ give thet ’ere bottle a skiummage, 
Fo: I’ve spoke till I’m dry ez areal graven image 


SUNININ’ IN THE PASTORAL LINE 


vo 1He Cprroks or roi § ATLANTIC MonTHIY 


JAAIAM 1,th May 186 
Cinrirmsen —At the special request of Mr Biglow J intended to enclose 

ogether with his own contribution Gnto which at my suggestion he has 
thrown a httie more of pastoral sent:ment than usual) some passages from 
my sermon on the day of the National Fast from the text Remember them 
that wei bonds as bound with them Heb xiit 8 But I have not leisure 
rufficient at present for the copying of them cven where I altogether satisfied 
with the production as it stands Ishould prefer I confes to contribute the 
e1tire discourse to the pages of your respectable miscellany if it should be 
found acceptable upon perusal especially as I find the difficulty of selection of 
greater magnitude than [ had anticipated What passes without challenge in 
the fervour of oral delivery cannot always stand the colder criticism of the 
closet Iam not so great an encmy of Floquence as my friend Mr Bizlow 
would appear to be from some passages in his contribution for the current 
month I would not indecd hastily suspect him of covertly glancing at my 

self in his somewhat caustick animadversions albeit some of the phrases he 
girds at are not entire strangers to my hps I am a morc hearty admirer 
of the Puntans than seems now to be the fashion and belicve that if they 
Hebraized a little too much in their speech they showed remarkable prachcal 
sagacity as statesmen and founders But such phenomena as Puritanism are 
the results rather of great religious than merely social convulsions, and do 
not long survive them So soon as an earnest conviction has cooled mto a 
phrase its work is over and the best that can be done with it 15 to bury it 

Iie missa est 1am inclined to agree with Mr Biglow that we cannot settle 
the great pohtical questions which are now presenting themselves to the nation 
by the opinions of Jeremiah or Ezekiel as to the wants and duties of the Jews 
in thelr time nor do I believe that an entire community with their feelings 
and views would be practicable or even agreeable at the present day At the 
same time I could wish that their habit of subordinating the actual to the 
mora] the flesh to the spirit and this world to the other were more common 

They had found out atleast the great military secret that soul weighs more 
than body —But I am suddenly called to a sick bed in the household of a 
valued panshuioner 

With esteem and respect, 
Your obedent servant, 
HOMER WILBUR 
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Oncx git 1 smell o’ musk into a di uw 

Aw’ it clings hold like preceidents in law 

Your gian’ma’am put it theie,—when, goodncss ] nows,— 
‘Lo jes’ this wo1ldify her Sunday clo’es , 

But the old clist wun’t saive her gian’son’s wife, 
(For, ’thout new funmitoor, wut good im life ?) 
Aw’ so ole clawfoot, from the piecinks dread 

©’ the spare chamber, slinks mto the shed, 
Where, dim with dust, it fust or last subsides 

To holdin’ sceds an’ fifty things besides , 

But better days stick fast m het an’ husk, 

Aw all you keep in ’t gits 1 scent 0’ musk 


Jes’ so with poets wut they ’ve aly read 

Gits hind o’ worked into then he ul w’ herd, 

So ’s ’t they can’t scem to wiite bul jest on shecrs 
With furrin countiies or played out idecis, 

Nor hev a feelin’, ef 1¢ doos n’t smack 

OQ’ wut some critter chose to feel ’way back 

This mikes ’em talk o’ daisies, Joiks, an’ things, 
Ez though we ’d nothin’ heic that blows aw smgs,— 
(Why, 1 ’d give more for one live bobolink 

Than a square mile o” larks in printen’s inh,)— 
This makes ’em think our fust 0’ May 1s Mv, 
Which ’¢ ain’t, for all the almamichs can say 


O little city gals, don’t neve go 1t 
Bhnd on the word 0’ noospaper or poet! 
They ’re apt to puff, an’ May day seldom looks 
Up m the country ez 1t doos in books, 
They ’re no more hke than hornets’ nests an’ hives, 
Or printed sarmons be to holy lives 
J, with my trouses peiched on cow hide boots, 
Tuggin’ my foundered feet out by the roots, 
Hev seen ye come to fling on Apmil’s hearse 
Your muslin nosegays from the millmer’s, 
Puzzhn’ to find dry giound your queen to choose, 
An’ dance jour throats sore in morocke1 shoes 
I’ve secn ye an’ felt proud, thet, come wut would, 
Ow Pilgrim stock wuz pithed with haidihood 
Pleasure doos make us Yankees kind o’ -vineh, 
kz though ’t wuz sunthin’ paid for by the inch, 

L 
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But yit we du contrive to worry thru, 
Ef Dooty tells us thet the thing ’s to du, 
An’ kerrv a holleiday cf we set out, 

Ez stiddily ez though ’t wuz a 1edoubt 


J, countiy born an’ bied, hnow where to find 
Some blooms thet make the season suit the mind, 
An’ stem to metch the doubtin’ bluebird’s notes,— 
Half vent’rin’ liverworts in furry coals, 
Bloodroots, whose rolled wp leaves ef you oneul, 
Each on ’em ’s cradle to a baby pearl,— 

But these are jes’ Spring’s pickets, sure ez sin, 
The ichble frosts ’Il try to drive ’em in, 

For half our May ’s so awfully hke May n’t, 

*T would nie a Shaker or an evrige saint , 
Though I own up I like our back’ard springs 
Thet kind o’ haggle with their greens an’ things, 
An’ when you ’most give up, without more words 
Toss thie fields full o’blossoms, leaves, an’ birds 
Thet’s Northun natur’, slow an’ apt to doubt, 
But when it doos git stirred, ther’ ’s no gin out! 


Fust come the blackbirds clatt’rin’ in tall trees, 
An’ setthn’ things in windy Congiesses,— 
Queei politicians though, for I’!l be skinned, 
Hf all on ’em don’t head aginst the wind 

*Fore long the trees begin to show belief, — 
The maple crimsons to a coral recf, 

Then saffern swarms swing off from all the willeis 
So plump they look hke yaller caterpillars, 
Then grey hossches’nuts Icetl. hands unfold 
Softer ’n a baby’s be at thiee days old 

This 1s the robin’s almanich , he knows 

Thet arter this ther ’s only blossom snows, 
So, choosin’ out a handy ciotch an’ spouse, 

He goes to past’rin’ his adobe house 


Then seems to come a hitch,—things lag behind, 
Till some fine mornin’ Spring r akes up he: mind, 
Av’ ez, when snow swelled rivers cresh their dams 
Heaped up with ice thet dovetails m an’ jams, 

A leak comes spirtin’ thru some pin hole cleft, 
Grows stronger, fercer, tears out right an’ left, 
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Then all the waters bow themselvcs an’ come, 
Suddin, m one gret slope o’ shedde1in foam, 

Jes’ so our Spring gits everythm’ m tune 

An’ gives one leap fiom Apiil into June 

Then all comes cirowdim’ in, afore you think, 

The oak buds mist the side hill woods with pink, 
The catbird in the laylock bush 1s loud, 

The orchards turn to heaps 0’ rosy cloud, 

In ellum shrouds the flishin’ hanebid clings 

Aw’ for the summei vy’ge his hammock slings, 

All down the loose walled lancs in archin’ bowers 
The barb’1y dioops its strings o’ golden flowers, 
Whose shirinkin’ hearts the school zals love to try 
With pins, —they *11 woury yourn so, boys, bimeby! 
But I don’t love your crt’logue style,—do you ? — 
Ez et to sell all Natu’ by vendoo, 

One woud with blood 1n ’t ’s twice ez good ez two 
"Nuff sed, June s bridesman, poet o’ the year, 
Gladness on wings, the bobolink, 1s here , 

Half hid in tap top apple blooms he swings, 

Or chmbs aginst the bieceze with quiverin’ wings, 
Oi, givin’ way to *t mn a mock despan, 

Runs down, a brook o’ laughter, thru the air 


I ollus feel the sap start in my veins 
In Spring, with curus heats an’ prickly pains, 
Thet drive me, when | git 1 chancc, to walk 
Off by myself to hcv a privat talk 
Wath a quec cutter thet can’t secm to ’giec 
Along o mc lke most folks, —Mister Mc 
The’ ’s times when 1 ’m unsoshle ez a stonc, 
An’ sort 0’ suffocate to be alonc, — 
I’m crowded jes’ to think thet folks are mgh, 
An’ can’t bear nothin’ close: than the sky , 
Now the wind ’s full ez shifty in the mind 
iz wut it 1s ow’ doors, ef 1 ain’t blind, 
An’ sometimes, in the fairest sou’ west weather, 
My innard vane pints cast for weeks together, 
My natur’ gits all goose flesh, an’ my sims 
Come drizzlin’ on my conscience sharp e4 pins 
Wal, et sech tames | jes’ slip out 0’ sight 
Aw’ take it out in a fair stan’ up fight 

L2 
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With the one cuss I can’t lay on the shelf, 
The crook’dest stick im all the heap,—Mysclf 


*T wuz so las’ Sabbath aite: meetin’ time 

Findiv’ my teelins would 1 t noways rhyme 

With nobody’s, but off the hendle flew 

An’ took things from an east wind pint 0’ view, 

I started off to lose me im thc hills 

Where the pmes be, wo bach o ’Siah’s Mulls 
Pines, cf you *1e blue, we the best fnends I know, 
They mope w’ sigh an shee your feclins so,— 
They hesh the giound benerth so tu, L swan, 

You half forgit you ’ve gut + body on 


Ther’ ’s . small school’us’ there where four roads meet, 
The door steps hollered out by little fect, 

An’ side posts cuved with names whose owneis grew 
To gret mcn, some on ’em, 1m’ deacons, tu, 

°T am’t uscd no longei, coz the town hez gut 

A Ingh school, whee they terch the Lord huows wut 
Three story lunim’ ’s pop’lar now , I guess 

We thriv’ ez wal on jes’ two stories less, 

For it stiuikes me ther’ ’s sech 4 thing ez sinnin’ 

By overloadin’ children’s unde pmnin 

Wal, here it wuz 1 larncd iny ABC, 

Aw it’s a hind o’ favorite spot with me 


We *1e curus critters Now ain’t jes’ the ninute 
Thet ever fits us easy while we ’3c nit, 

Long ez ’t wuz futur’, °t would be perfect bliss, — 
Soon ez it’s past, theft time ’s wuth ten o” this, 
An’ yit there ain’t a man thet need be told 

Thet Now ’s the only bird lays eggs 0’ gold 

A knee high Jad, I used to plot an’ plan 

An’ think *t wuz life’s cap sheaf to be a man, 
Now, gittin’ gray, ther ’s nothin’ I enjoy 

Like dreamin’ back along into a boy 

So the ole school’us’ 1s a place I choose 

Afore all others, ef I want to muse, 

I set down wheel used to set, an’ git 

My boyhood back, an’ better things with 1t,— 
Faith, Hope, an’ sunthin’, ef 1t 1s n’t Chernty, 
It ’s want o’ guile, an’ thet ’s ez gret a reinity 
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Now, ’fore I knowed, thet Sabbath arternoon 
Thet I sot out to tlamp myself m tunc 

I found me in the school’us’ on my se ut, 
Diummin’ the march to No whcies with my {cet 
Thinkin’ o’ nothin’, I’ve hecrd ole folks say, 

Ts v hard hind o dooty nits way 

It’s thinkin’ everythin’ you ever hnew, 

Oi ever hearn, to movke your feclims blue 

T sot there trym thet on for a spell 

IT thought o the Rebcllion, then o Ifell, 

Whuch some folks tell you now 1s just » metterfor 
(A the’1y, p’raps, ib wuw’t fee? none the better for), 
I thought o’ Reeousfiuction wat we ’d win 
Patchm’ our patent sclf blow up 1,1 

JT thought ef this ’?uie milkn’ o the wits 

So much 1 month, wun’t givin Natu fit — 
Eef folks wain’t diuy, findin’ then own milk ful, 
Yo work the cow thet hez wm non tul 

Aw cf idecs thout 114, cnn in the pan 

Would send up eicam to humo wy inwm 

From this to thet [| Ict my wo1ym cicep 

Till finally 1 must hv fcll asleep 


Our lives in sleep arc some hike strc ums thet glide 
"Twirt flesh aw sperit boundin’ on eich side, 
Where both shores’ shidders Lind o nuv un min_le 
In sunthin’ thet ain’t je’ ile esther single, 

An’ when you cast off moos from To dy, 

Aw down towuds To monies drift away, 

The muges thet tcngle on the stie um 

Make a new upside down’ard woild o’ dieam 
Sometimes they seem hke sunrise streaks an’ wunins 
O wut 711 be in Hewen on Sibbath moins, 

Aw’, mixed right in cz cf yest out o’ spite, 

Sunthin’ thet sas you suppei ‘un’t gone nght 

I’m gret on dreams, an’ often, when 1 wake, 

I’ve vcd so much it mikes my mem’1y ache, 

Aw ean’t shuice take a cvt nap m my cheer 

’Lhout hcvin’ em, some good, some bad, all queei 


Now 1 wuz sett’ wheie I’d ben, 1t seemed, 
Aw ain’t sure yit whether I rally dicamed, 
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Nou, ef I did, how long I might ha’ slep’, 

When I heain some un stompin up the step, 

An lookin’ round ef two and two make foui, 

Isce a Pileitim Father in the door 

He wore a steeple hat, tall boots, an’ spmis 

With 10wcls to ’em big ez ches’nut burrs, 

Aw Jus gret sword behind him sloped away 

Long ’2z 1 man’s speech thet dunno wut to sx — 
* Ef yom nimc ’s Biglow, an’ your given name 
Hosec,” sez he, “1t s ater you I came, 

I’m your egret gran’thcer multiplicd by thee ”’— 
“My wut?” sez |] —‘ Yow egret get gret,’ says he 
“You would n’t hv never ben here but for me 
Two hundeid an’ three yeu go this May 

The ship I come in sailed up Boston Bay , 

I’d ben a cunnle m owt Civil War,— 

Bul wut on arth hev you gut up one for ? 

I’m told you wiite m public prints ef true, 

It’s nateral you should know a thing o1 two ”— 
“Thet wm ’s 1m ugymunt {I can’t endorsc,— 

*T would prove, coz you wer spurs, you kep’ + house 
For brains,” sez I, ‘wutever you my think, 

Ain’t boun’ to cash the divfs 0? pen ww’ ink,— 
Though mos’ folks write ev ef they hoped jes’ quicken’ 
The churn would argoo shun nulk into thicken’ 
But skim milk wn’t + thing to chinge ifs view 

O’ usefleness no mo1c ’n a sinoky flue 

But do pray tell me, ’fo.c we furdei go, 

JTow in all Natur’ did you come to know 

*Bout our iffairs,” sev 1, “im Amgdom Come? ”’— 
Wal, I worked round at speit1ippin’ some, 
In hopes o” larnin’ wut wuz gom’ on,” 

Sez he, ‘ but mejums he so hke all spht 

Thet I concluded 1t wuz best to quit 

But, come now, ef you wun’t confess to knowin’, 
You ’ve some conjectuis how the thing ’s a gom’ ”— 
“ Gian’the:,” sez I, “a vane warn’t never known 
Noi asked to hev a jedgment of its own, 

An’ yit, ef ’t ain’t gut rusty m the jnts, 

It ’s safe to trust its say on certin pints 

It knows the wind’s opinions to a T, 

An’ the wind settles wut the weather ’]] be ’— 
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“TI never thought a scion of our stock 

Could grow the wood to make a weathercock , 
When I wuz younger ’n you, skurce more ’n a shavei, 
No anthly wind,” sez he, “could make me waver! ” 
(Ez he said this, he clinched his jaw an’ forchead, 
Hitchin’ hs belt to brmg lis sword hilt forrard )— 
“ Jes’ soit wu7 with me,” sez I, “I swow, 

When J wuz younger ’n wut you see me now,— 
Nothin’, from Adam’s fall to Huldy s bonnct, 

Thet I warn’t full cocked with my jedgment on it, 
But now I ’m gittin’ on m hfe, I find 

Tt ’s a sight hader to make up my mind,— 

Nor I don’t often try tu when events 

Will du it for me frec of all expense 

The moral question ’s ollus plam enough,— 

It ’s jes’ the human natu’ side thet ’s tough, 
Wut ’s best to think may nt puzzle me nor you,— 
The pinch comes m decidin’ wut to du, 

Ef you read History, all runs smooth ez grease, 
Cov there the men ain’t nothin’ more ’n idees,— 
But come to make it, ez we must to day, 

Th’ idees hev «rms an’ legs an stop the way 

It ’s easy fixiw’ thimgs im facts Mm’ figgers,— 

They can’t resist, nor wain’t brought up with meggers, 
But come to try your the’ry on,—whiy, then 

You facts an’ figgcrs change to 1gn’ant men 

Actin’ ez ugly ”’——“‘ Smite ’em hip an’ hgh!” 

Sez gran’ther, “and let every man child die! 

Oh for three weeks 0’ C1ommle an’ the Lord! 

O Israel, to your tents an’ giind the sword! ”— 
““Thet kind o’ thing worked wal in ole Judee, 

But you forgit how long it’s ben AD , 

You think thet ’s ellerkence,—I call 1t shoddy, 

A thing,” sez I, “ wun’t cover soul nor bodv , 

T hike the plain all wool o’ common sense, 

‘Lhet warms ye now, an’ will atwelvemonth hence 
fou took to folle1in’ where the Prophets beckoned, 
An’, fust you knowed on, back come Charles the Second , 
Now wut I want ’s to hev all we gain stick, 

An’ not to start Millennium too quick, 

We hain’t to punish only, but to keep 

Av’ the cure’s gut to go a cent’ry deep,”— 
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Wal, milk an’ water ain’t a good cement,’ 

Sez hc, “an’ so you “il find it in th’ event , 

Et reshncess vonteis sunthin’, slully shally 

Loses (4 often wut ’s ten timcs the vil) 

Thet exe of oun, whcn Ch wles’s neck jut split, 
Opened a gap thet ain’t hiidged over yit 

Slav’ry °s your Charles, the Lord hez gin the «xc ”-—— 
* Our Chailes,” soz I, ‘hez gut eght million necks 
‘Lhe hardest question an’t the black man s 1zht,— 
The trouble 15 to ’mancipate the white 

One ’s chined m body an’ can be sot free,— 

The othe: ’s chamed in soul tu in idee 

It’s a long job, but we shall woury thiu it 

Et bag’nets ful, the spcllin’ book 1aust do it ?— 

** Hosee ” sez he, “I think you ’2e goin’ to ful 

The rettlesnake am’t dangcious in the tail, 

This ’ere rebellion 5 nothin’ but thc rettlc,— 

You ’li stomp on thet uw’ think you ’ve won the bcttle, 
It’s Slavery thet s the tangs and thinkin’ head, 

Aw cf you want selvation ciesh it deid — 

Aw’ cresh it suddim, or you 7}] lam by wi utin’ 

Thet Chince wun’t stop to listen to debatuv’ ! ”’— 
“God’s tiuth!” sez I,— w’ ef Z held the club, 

Aw knowed jes’ wherc to stiike —but therc ’» the rub! ”~ 
* Strike soon,” sez he, “o1 you “ll be deadly alin’, — 
bolks thet ’s afvared to fail are swe o° failin , 

God hates your sneakiw’ ercturs thet believe 

He ’Il settle things they 1un away an’ leave!” 

He brought his foot down feiccly, ev he spoke, 

An’ give me sech a startle thet I woke 


LATEST VIEWS OF MR BIGLOW 
PRE! IMINARY NOTE 


Ir is with feelings of the livchest pain that we inform our readers of the 
death of the Reverend Homer Wilbur AM which took place uddenly by an 
apoplectic stroke on the afternoon of Christmas Day 1862 Our venciable 
friend (for so we may venture to call him though we never enjoyed the high 
piivilege of his personal acquaintance) was ui his cighty fourth year having 
Leen born June 12 1779, at Pigsgusset Precinct (now West Jcrusha) in the 
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then District of Maine Graduated with distinction at Hubville College in 
1805 he pursued his th< ological studies with the late Reverend Preserved 
Thacker DD and was called to the charge of the Turst Society in Jaalam in 
1809 where he remained till his death 
As an antiquary he has probably left no superior, 1f indeed an eqnal 
writes his fmendand colleague the Reverend Jeduthun Hitchcock to whom we 
aie indebted for the above facts in proof of which I need only allude to 
his Ihstory of Jaalam, Gencvlogical Topographical and Ecclesiastical 1849 
which has won him an emment and enduring place m our more solid and useful 
literature Itis only to be rezretted that Ins intense application to historical 
tudies should havc so entirely withdrawn him from the pursuit of poetical com 

position for which he was endowed by Nature with a remarkable aptitude His 
well known hymn beginmng With clouds of caie encompassed round has 
been attributed m some collection to the latc President Dwight and it is 
hardly presumptuous to ifirm that the simile of the rainbow in the eighth 
stanza would do no discredit to that polished pen 

We regret that we have not room at present for the whole of Mr Hitchcock s 
eaceedingly valuable communication We hope to lay more lberal extracts 
from it before our eaders atan ealy day Asummary ofits contents will give 
some notion of 1ts importance and mterest It contams 1st A biographical 
sketch of Mr Wilbur with noticcs of lis predecessors in the pastoral office 
and of emment clemcal contemporarics 2nd An obituary of deceascd from 
the Punkin Lalls Weebly Parallel 3rd A list of his printed and manuscript 
productions and of projectcd works 4th Pcrsonal anecdotes 1nd recollections 
with specimcns of table talk 5th A tribute tons relict Mis Dorcas (Pilcox) 
Wilbur 6th A hst of graduates fitted for diffcrent colleges by Mr Wilbur 
with biographical memoranda touching the more distmguished 7th Concern 
mg learned chaiitable and othe: societics of which Mr Wilbur was a 
member and of those with which had his hfe becn prolonj,ed he would doubt 
less have been wssociited with a complete catalogue of such Americans as 
have been Pcllows of the RuyalSociety 8th AbrefsummuryofMr Wilbu s 
latest conclusions concernimy,, the Icnth Horn of the Beast 1n its special appli 
cation to recent events for which the public as Mr Hitchcock assures us 
have been waiting with feelings of lively anticipation 9th Mr Hitchcock s 
own views on the same topic and 10th a bricf essay on the importance of 
local histories Jt will be apparent that the duty of preparing Mr Wulburs 
biography could not have fallen into more sympathetic hands 

Ina private letter with which the reverend ,enticman has since favoured us 
he expresses the opmion that Mr Wilbur s hfe was shortened by our unhappy 
civil war = It disturbed his studies dislocated all his habitual associations and 
trains of thought and unsettled the foundations of afath rather the result of 
habit than ecnviction in the capacity of man for self government Such has 
been the felicity ofmy life hesaidto Mr Hitchcock onthe very morning of the 
dayhe died that through the livime mercy I could always say Summum nie 
metuo diem nec opto It has been my habit as you know oncvcry recurrence 
of this blessed anniversary to rcad Milton s Hymn of the Nativity ’ till its 
sublime harmomes so dilated my senl and quickened its spititual sen ¢ that I 
secmed to hear that other song which gave assurance to the shepherds that 
there was One who would Je ud them also m giecn pastuies and beside the 
still waters Bui to day 1 have been unable to think of anythmg but that 
mournful text, I came not to scnd peace but a sv urd, and, did it not smack 
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of pagan presumptuousness, could almost wish I had never lived to see this 
day 

Mr Hitchcock also informs us that his friend lies buried in the Jaalam 
graveyard under a jaige red cedar which he specially admired <A neat 
and substantial monument 1s to be erected over his remains with a Latin 
epitaph written by himself; for he was accustomed to say pleasantly that there 
was at least one occasion in a Scholar s hfe when he might show the advantages 
of a classical traming 

The following fragment of a letter addressed to us and apparently intended 
to accompany Mr Biglow’s contnbution to the prescnt number was found 
upon his table after his decease —Epirors ‘ 4rLANTIC MONTHLY 


To THE EpitTors oF tne § ATLANTIC MONnTHIY 


JAAIAM 24th 1862 

Respected Sirs —Theinfirm state of my bodily health would be a sufficient 
apology for not taking up the pen at this time wholesome as I deem it for the 
mind to apricate m the shelter of epistolary confidence were it not that a con 
siderable I might even say a large number of individuals m this parish expect 
from their pastor some publick expression of sentiment at this crisis More 
over Quz tacitus ardet magis uritur In trying times hke these the besetting 
sin of undisciplined minds 1s to seek refuge from mexplicable reahties in the 
dangerous stimulant of angry partisanship or the indolent narcotick of vague 
and hopefal vaticination fortunamque suo temperat arbirio Both by reason 
of my age and my natural tempcrament I am unfitted for either Unable to 
penetrate the inscrutable yndgments of God I am more than ever thankful 
that my life has been prolonged till I could mm some small measure comprehend 
his mercy As there 1s no man who does not at some time render himself 
amenable to the one —quum vir gustus swt secu) us —so there 1s none that does 
not feel himself in daily need of the othe: 

I confess I cannot feel as some do a personal consolation for the manifest 
evils of this war in any remote or contingent advantages that may spnng 
from it Iam old and weak I can bear httle and can scadtce hope to see 
better days nor 1s 1t any adequate compensation to know that Nature 1s old 
and strong and can bear much Old men philosophize over the past but the 
present 18 only a burthen and a weaimess The one les before them hke a 
placid evening landscape the other 1s full of the vexations and anxieties of 
housekeeping It may be true enough that misrethec rls prohidetque Clotho 
fortunam stare but he who sand it was fain at last to callin Atropos with her 
shears before her time and I cannot help selfishly mourning that the fortune 
of our Repubhck could not at least stand till my days were numbered 

Tibullus would find the origin of wara in the great exaggeration of nches 
and does not stick to say that in the days of the beechen trencher there was 
peace But averse as I am by nature from all wars the more as they have 
been especially fatal to hbraries I would have this one go on till we are re 
duced to wooden platters again, rather than surrender the principle to defend 
which if was undertaken Though I believe Slavery to have been the cause 
of it by so thoroughly demoralizing Northern politicks for its own purposes 
as to give opportunity and hope to treason, yet I would not have our thought 
and purpose diverted from their true object —the maintenance of the idea of 
Government We are not merely suppressing an enormous riot, but contend 
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ing for the possibility of permanent order co existing with democratical 
fickleness and while I would not superstitiously venerate form to the sacri 
fice of substahce neither would I forget that an adherence to precedent and 
prescnption can alone give that continuity and coherence under a democratical 
constitution which are inherent 1n the person of a despotick monarch and the 
selfishness of an aristocratical class Séet pro ratiene volunias is as dan 
gerous in a majority as ina tyrant 

I cannot allow the present production of my young frend to go out without 
a protest fiom me agamst a certain extremene $m his views more pardonable 
in the poet than the philosopher Wlnle I agree with him that the only cure 
for rebellion 18 suppression by force yet I must animadvert upon certain 
phrases where I Seem to see a coincidence with a popular fallacy on the subjcct 
of compromise On the one hand there are those who do not see that the 
vital principle of Covernment and the seminal principle of Law cannot pro 
perly be made a subject of compromise at all, and on the other those who 
are equally blind to the ti uth that without a compromise of individual opinions 
interests and even rights no society wonld be possible In medio tutissrmus 
kor my own part I would gladly— 


Er I a song or two could make, 
Like rockets druv by then own buinin’, 
All leap aw’ light, to leave 1 wake 
Mons hearts an’ faces skyward turnin’ !— 
But, 11 strikes me, t un’t jest the time 
Fer stamgi’ words with settisfaction 
Wut ’s wanted now ’s the silent rhyme 
*Twixt upright Will w’ downnght Action 


Words, ef you kcep ’em, pay theu keep, 
But gabble ’s the short cut to ruin 
It ’s gratis (gils half price), but cheap 
At no rate, ef 1t henders dom’ , 
Ther’ ’s nothin’ wuss, “less ’t 1s to set 
A marty: prem’um upon jawniw’ 
Teapots git dangerous, cf you shet 
Their lids down on ’em with Fort Warren 


’*Bout long cnough it ’s ben discussed 
Who sot the magazine afiie, 
Aw’ whether, ef Bob Wickliffe bust, 
*T would scare us more or blow us higher 
D’ ye s’pose the Gret Foreseer’s plan 
Wuz settled fer him m town meeti’ ? 
Or thet ther’ ’d ben no Fall o’ Mar 
Ef Adam ’d on’y bit a sweetin’ ? 
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Oh, Jon’than, ef you want to be 
A.iugged chap win 1n’ hearty, 
Go fei wutever “ll hmt Jeff D, 
Nut wut ’ll boost up uy puty 
Here ’s hell bioke loose, an we 1 flat 
With half the univ use a simegein’, 
Till Sen’tor This a’ Gov’na Thet 
Stop squibbliw fer the garding ingiw’ 


It’s war we’re in, not politics 
It’s systems wirsilin’ now, not puties 
Aw’ victory in the eend 7Il fix 
Where longest will an’ trucst heart as 
An’ wut ’s the Guv’ment folks vbout ? 
Tryin’ to hope ther’ ’s nothin’ dom, 
An’ look ez thou,h they did n’t doubt 
Sunthin’ pertickhle: wuz a brown ’ 


Lhe.’ ’s eritters yit thet fuk ww’ vet 

Jer wut they call Conciliation, 
They ’d hind « buff lo diove a tract 

When they wuz milder thin dl Bashin 
Conuihate ° it yest mews Je /ie/cd, 

No metter how they phrise au tone at, 
It means thet we ’rc to sct down licked 

Thet we ’1¢ poor shotes an lid to ownit! 


A war on tick ’s ez dear ’z the duuce 
But it wun’t lewve no listin’ traces, 
Tez ’t would to make a snevkim’ truce 
Without no moral specie basis 
Ef green backs ain’t nut jest the cheese, 
I guess ther’ ’s evils thet ’s extiemer,—— 
Fei mstance,—shinplaster idecs 
Like them put out by Gov’nor Seymour 


Last year, the Nation, at a woud, 
When tremblin Ireedom ericd to sheld he, 
Flamed weldiw’ into one hcen sword 
Waitin’ an’ longin’ fer a wield 
A splendid flash '!—an’ how ’d the giasp 
* With sech a chance ez thet wur t ily? 
Ther’? warn’t no meanin’ m our clisp,— 
Half this, half thet, all shilly shallv 
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More men? More Man! It’s there we ful, 
Weak plans giow weaker jit by lengthenm 
Wut use m addin’ to the tail, 
When it ’s the heid ’s in need o’ stiengtheni’ ? 
We wanted one thct felt all Chicf 
Fiom roots o’ hai to sole o’ stochin’, 
Square sot with thousan’ ton belief 
In lim an’ us, cf earth went rockin’ ! 


Ole Hick’1y would n t ha’ stood sec saw 

*Bout doin’ things till they wuz done with,— 
He ’d smashed the tables o’ the Law 

In {ume o’ need to Joad his gun with , 
He could n’t »ce but jest one side,— 

Et lus, ’t wuz God’s, an thet wuz plenty, 
An’ so his “ Forjards/”? multiplicd 

An army’s fightim’ wught by twentv 


But this ’ere histin’, creak, ercrk, cieth, 
Yow cappen’s heat up with a derrick, 
This tryin’ to cow. 1 lightunn’ stierk 
Out of a half discom wed hay 11ch, 
This hang’ on mont’ ate: mont 
Fe. one sharp pripose ’mongst the twitter,— 
I tell yc, uf doos hind o’ stunt 
The peth an’ sperit of a critter 


In six months where ’Il the People be, 
Ef leaders look on 1evolution 
Ez though it wuz a cup o’ tc1,— 
Jest social cl’ments in solution °? 
Tlus weighin’ things doos wal enough 
When wai cools down, an’ comes to wuitin’, 
But while 1t ’s makin’, the truc stuff 
Is pison mad, pig headed fightin’ 


Democ’acy gives eve1y man 
A night to be his own oppressor , 
But a loose Gov’ment ain’t the plan, 
Helpless ez spilled beans on a dresser 
I tell ye one thing we might lain 
From them smatt critters, the Secedcis,— 
Ef bein’ nght ’s the fust consain, 
The *fore the fust ’s cast 1ron leaders 
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But ’pears to me I see some signs 

Thet we ’re a goin’ to use oul senses 
Jeff druv us into these hard lines 

An’ ough’ to bear his half th’ expenses , 
Slavery ’s Secession’s heart au’ will, 

South, Noith, Hast, West, where’cr you find if, 
Aw’ ef it diors in the Waa’s mill, 

D’ ye say them thunder stones sha’n’t grind 1t 


D’ ye s’pose, ef Jeff giv Arm 1 lick, 
Ole Hick’ry ’d tried his head to sof’n 
So ’s 7t would n’t hurt thet ebony stick 
Thet ’s made our side see stars so of n? 
“No!” he ’d ha’ thundered, “on your knees, 
Aw’ own one flag, one road to glory ! 
Soft heaiteduess, in tnnes like these, 


Shows sof’ness in the upper story!” 


Aw’ why should we kick up a muss 
About the Pies’dunt’s proclamation ° 
It ain’t a goin’ to lib’rate us, 
Ef we don’t like emancipation 
The nght to be a cussed fool 
Is safe from all devices human, 
It ’s common (ez 1 gin’! rule) 
To every critter born o’ woman 


So we *1e all right, aw’ L, fer one, 
Don’t think our cause Il lose in vally 
By rammi’ Seriptur’ in oui gun, 
An’ gittuy’ Natur’ fer an ally 
Thank God, say 1, fer even a plan 
To lift one human bein’s level, 
Give one more chance to make a man, 
Or, anyhow, to spile a devil! 


Not thet I’m one thet much expec’ 
Millennium by express to morre , 
They wil miscarry,—I rec’lec’ 
Tu many on ’em, to my sorrer 
Men ain’t made angels in a day, 
No matter how you mould an’ labor ’em,— 
Nor ’riginal ones, I guess, don’t stay 
With Abe so of’n ez with Abraham 
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The’ry thnks Fict 1 pooty thing, 
An’ wants the banus reid right ensuny , 
But Fact wun’t nowiys wear the mg 
>}hout yeus o settin’ up wn’ woon’, 
But arte: all Time’s dial plite 
Marks cent’nes with the nmute tinge, 
Aw Good can’t never come tu late, 
Thou, it doos seem to try aw’ linge 


Aw come wut will I think it’s grand 
Abc’s gut lis wall et last bloom furn seed 

lu tual flames till it 7H stand 
The stiain o’ bein’ in deadly eunest 

Thet ’*s wut we want,—we want to know 
The folks on our side hez the bravery 

To b’heve ez hard, come weal, comc woe, 
in bicedom cz Jcff doos in Slavery 


Set the two forces toot to foot, 
An’ every man knows who/7ll be winner, 
Whose faith m God hez ary 100t 
Thet goes down deeper than his dinner 
Lhen’t will be felt frow pole to pole, 
Without no need o’ pi oclamation, 
Laith’s Biggest Country ’s gut her soul 
Aw liscen up Larth’s Greatest Nation! 
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PARES J 


SHOWING IDOW Wl PTUIrk Ws HOUSL AND IIS WITT 
MOVLD IN10O It 


Myx worthy fic id A Gordon Knott, 
Fiom business sung withdrawn, 

Wiis much contented with 1 lot 

Thit would cont un a Tudor cot 

Twit twelve feet squuc of garden plot, 
And twelve feet more of lawn 


lie had lud busmess on the shelf 
‘Lo give his tiste cxpansion 
And smec no min ictned with pelf, 
The build n, manta ecun shun, 
Knott, bere middle w.¢d himoclf, 
Resolved to build (unhippy elf!) 
A medi cy Ud mansion 


He eallced an arelutecct im counsel , 

“T want,” said he, ‘‘a—you hnow what 

(You uea builder, I 1m Knott,) 

A thing complete from chimney pot 
Down to the very groundsel , 

Here’s + half acre of good land, 

Just have 1t nicely mapped id planned 
And make your workmen drive on, 

Meadow there 1s, and upland too, 

And T should likea water yiew, 
D’ you think you could contrive ‘ue P 

mM 2 
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(Perhaps the pump and trough would do, 

If paimted a judicious blue ”) 

The woodland I’ve attcnded to,” 

(Ife meant thice pines stuck up askew, 
Two deid ones and a live onc ) 

A pocket full of 10chs ’twould take 
To build 1 house of fice stone, 

Bui then it 1s not hurd to mike 
What now 1 djs 18 fhe stone , 

The cunning punter im 2 truce 

Your house s outside pctiifies 

And people think it very gneiss 
Without inqunin,, deeper , 

My money ucvar shall be thrown 

Awiy on such + deal of stone 
When stone of decal is cheaper ”’ 


And so the greenest of antiques 
Was reared for Knott to dwell in 
‘Lhe architect worked hard for wecks 
In venting all his priv ite peiks 
Upon the 100f, whose ciop of leaks 
Had satisfied Fluellen , 
Whatever any body hid 
Out of the common, good or bad 
Knott had it all worked wcll in, 
A donjon keep, where clothes might dry, 
A porter’s lodge that was a sty, 
A camp wile sim and high, 
Too small to hang a bell in, 
All up and down and here and there, 
With Lord knows whats of round and square 
Stuck on at random every where,— 
it was v house to make one stare, 
All corners and all gables , 
Take dogs let loose upon a bear, 
Ten emulous styles staboyed with care 
The whole among them seemed to tear 
And all the oddities to spare 
Were set upon the stables 
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Knott was delighted with a pile 
Approved by fashion s Icaders 
(Only he madc the builder smile, 
By whing every little while 
Why that was called the Twodoor stylic, 
Whach ecrtaimly bad ¢hice doors ?) 
Yet better for this luckless man 
If he had put 2 downwnright ban 
Upon the thing 77 lemine 
hor, though to quit Wurs his plan, 
Ere many divs poo. Anott began 
Porforec weccptm,, di wehts, that 1m 
All ways—except up chinney , 
The house, though panted stone to mock, 
With mce white limes round every block, 
Some ticpid ition stood im, 
When tempests (wath pe tiifie shock, 
So to spe ik) mide at 1¢ ally rock, 
Though not i whit Iess wooden 
And pamtcd stone, howe cr well donc, 
Will not take in the prodigal sun 
Whose beams are never quite at onc 
With om teniestual lumber , 
So the wood shrank v1ound the knots 
And gaped m disconcerting spots, 
And thcre were lots of dots and 10ts 
And erannies without numbei, 
Whercthiough, as you m.j well picsumc, 
The wind, like wate. through 2 flume, 
Came rushing in ecstatic, 
Leaving, m all three floors, no100m 
That wis not 1 rheunntie , 
And, what with points wd squares and rounds 
Grown shaky on their poises, 
The house at nghts was full of pounds, 
Thumps, bumps, creaks, scr itchings, raps—till 
—“ Zounds t” 
Cried Knott, “this goes beyond all bounds, 
I do not deal m tougues and sounds, 
Nor have I let my house and giounds 
To a family of Noyeses!” 
But, though Knott’s house was full of ans, 
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He had but onc—1 daughter , 
And, 1s he owned much stocks and shues, 
Many who wished to render theirs 
Such vain, unsatisfying cares, 
And ncedcd wives to sew then ters, 
Tn matimony sought he, 
They vowed her gold they winted not, 
Then futh would never filter, 
Lhey longed to tie this smele Knott 
Tn the ly mene ul halter, 
So duly vt the dooi they 1 mg, 
Cards for the belle deliver, 
Or m the chor it he they sm,, 
Achicyving such viapturous twing 
As set licr neives iv shivcing 


Now Knott had quite mide up Ins mimd 
Vhat Colonel Jones shonld have ha, 
No bevuty he, but oft we find 
dvucet haanels neath a rouhish ind, 
So hopcd Ins Jenny d be 1esigned 
And mal c non oie palaver, 
Glinced at the fact that love wis bhud, 
That guls were 1itheish inclined 
To pct then little crosses 
Then nosolo.ic uly defined 
Theiwe vw which the system pincd 
Tn those unfortumites who dud 
Upon that met iphoue kind 
Of dish—thcn own proboscis 


But she, with many tears and moans, 
Besought lim not to mock her, 

Said *twas too much for ficsh and bones 

‘Lo mairy mortg.ges and lonns, 

That fathers’ hearts were stocks and stoncs 

And that she’d go, when Mis Jones, 
To Davy Joues’s locke , 

Then gave her head a little toss 

That said as plain as evei was, 
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If men are always at 1 loss 
Mere womankind to bridle— 
‘Lo try the thing on woman cross, 
Were fifty tames as idle , 
kor she a strict resolve had made 
And iegistered im private, 
That either she would die a mad, 
Or else be Mis Doctor Slade, 
Lf woman could contrive it, 
Aud, though the wedding day was set, 
Jenny was more so, 1 ither, 
Declaring, m1 pictty pet, 
That, howsoe’e: they spread then net, 
She would out Jennyial them yet, 
The colonc] and her father 


Just at this tune the Publie’s eyes 

Wue keenly on the watch, v sti 
Bc ginmng slowly to uise 
About those questions wd iephies, 
Those raps that unwiapped mystencs 

So 1 widly at Rochester, 

And Knott, already nervous giown 
By lying much awrke alone, 
And listening, sometimes to a moan, 

And sometimes to 1 clatter, 
Whene’er the wind at msht would 10use 
‘Lhe gingerbie id work on his house, 
O. when some histy tempered mouse, 
Behind the plastcrmg, made a towse 

About 1 family mnitter, 

Began to wondei if his wile, 
A paralytic half her lite, 

Which madeé it moic surprising, 
Might not to 1ule him fiom her wn, 
Have taken a peripatetic tuin 

For want of cxorcising 


‘Lhis thought, once nestled in his head, 
Fie long contagious grew, and spread 
Tnfecting all his mind with diead 
Until at last he lay in bed 
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And head his wife, with well known ticad, 
Tatermg the kitchen through the shed, 
(Or was’t Ins fincy, mocking ?) 
Opening the putry, cutting bread, 
And ihcn (she d been some tcn years dead 
Closets ind drawers unlocking , 
Or, 1n his room (his breath giew thick) 
He howd the long famliw click 
Of slender needles fly mg quick 
Asif she kmt a stocking, 
For whom ?—he prayed that yeus might fit 
With puns rheumatic shooting, 
Betore those ghostly things she kunt 
Upon his unfleshed sole night fit, 
Tle did not fanev it a bit, 
‘Lo staud upon that footing, 
At othe: times, Ins frightened hiuns 
Above the bedelothes trusting, 
He herrd her, full of household cies 
(No dream entrapped in supper’s snaics, 
The foal of horible mghtmaics, 
But bioad vwake, as he declares), 
Go bustling up and down the stairs, 
O1 setting bick last cvenmg’s chans, 
Or with the poker thrusting 
The raked up sea cous hirdcned crust— 
And—what! impossible! 1t must ! 
He kuew she had returned to dust, 
And yet could scarce his senses trust, 
Hearing her as she poked nd fussed 
About the parlour, dusting ! 


Night after mght he strove to sleep 
And take his case in spite of it , 

But still his flesh would chill and cieep, 

And, though two mght lamps he might keep, 
He could not so make hght of 1 

At last, quite desperate, he goes 

And tells his neighbours all is woes, 
Which did but their amount enhance , 

They made such mockery of his feais 

That soon his days were of all jeers 
Ths mghts of the 1ueful countenance 
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*T thought most folks,” one neighbour said, 
“Gise up the ghost when they were dead,” 
Another g1.vely shook his he xd, 
Adding, “fiom all we heu its 
Quite plain poo. Kuott 1s going mad— 
For how can he at once be sid 
And think he’s full of spuits °” 
A thud dcelared he knew a hinfe 
Would cut this Knott much quweke, 
“The surcst way to end all strife, 
And lay the spirit of a wile, 
Is just to take and lick her 
A temperance main caught up the word, 
“Ah, yes,” he gromned “ I’ve always heard 
Our poor fricnd somewhat slanted 
Tow’rd t uking liquon over much , 
L feu these spits may be Dutch 
(A sort of gins, 01 something such), 
With which his house is haunted , 
I see the thing as cle u as light— 
If Knott would give up gettme tight, 
Naught farther would be wanted ” 
So all his ncighbouis stood aloof 
And, that the spnits ’neath his 100f 
Were not cntucly up to proof 
Unanimously gr ited 


} >? 


huott knew that cocks wd sprites were focs, 
And so bought up, Hcaven only knows 
How many, though he wanted crows 
To give ghosts caws, 18 I suppose, 

To think that day was breaking , 
Moreover what he called his park, 
He turned into a kind of ak 
lor dogs, because a little bak 
Is a good tome in the dark 

If one is given to walking , 
But things went on from bad to worse, 
His curs werc nothing but a curse, ~ 

And, what was still more shocking, 
Foul ghosts of living fowl made scoft 
And would not think of going 0} 

In spite of all his cocking 
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Shanghais, Bucks counties, Douumiques, 
Malays (that didn’t lay for weeks), 
Polandeis, Bantams, Dorkings 
(Waving the cost, 10 tifling ill, 
Since cach brought in his litle bill) 
By day or wight were never still, 
But eveiv thought of rest would kil 
With cacklings and with quorhings , 
Henry fhe Lighth of wines got free 
By «way he had of axme, 
But poor Knott’s Tudor henciy 
Was not so fortunite and he 
Still found lus trouble w wang, 
As for the dogs, the 10s they mad, 
And how they howled, snarled, buked wd biycd, 
beyond all human ] nowledee is, 
All night us wide awake 15 gnats, 
The teres 1umpused after 1 ats, 
Oi, just for practice taught then brats 
To worry cist off shoes and hats, 
The bull dogs settled priv ite spats, 
All chased unigimary ents, 
Or ravcd behind the fenec » slats 
At 1eal ones, 01, from then mats, 
With friends, milcs off, held ple want chats, 
O:, like some folks m white c «vats, 
Contemptuous of shups ud fl its, 
Sat up and sang dogsologics 
Me wmwhile the cits set up a squall, 
And safc upon the guden will, 
All mght kept eat a walling, 
As if the felane race were all, 
dn one wild cvtaleptic spraw], 
Tnto love’s tortuies falling 
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PART II 
SHOWING WHAT I$ MFANT B1 A TIOW OF SLIRITS 


At first the ghosts were somewhat shi 
Coming when none but Knott was nigh, 
And people sud ’twis il their eye 
(Or rather his), a flam, the sly 
Digestion’s michination , 
Sone recommend d a wet shcct, 
Some i1mce bioth of pounded peat, 
Some a cold flat non to the fect, 
Some 1 decoction of lanb’s ble it, 
Soine 1 southwesterly gi un of wheat, 
Mcat wis by some pronounced uninect, 
Otheis thought fish most indiscrecet, 
And thit ’twas worse thin ill to eu 
Of veset bles sour or sweet 
(acept perhaps, the skin of bcet), 
In such + cone iten ition 
One quack his button gcntly pluck, 
And muimuis “ bilauwy duels!” 
Sivs Knott, “IT never vtec one ” 
But Ui, though brunnung full of with, 
Homa o, Allo, 11} dropath, 
Conewied in this—th it tothu s pith 
To dc ath’s door ws the sti ulht onc 
Still, spite of medic u idvice, 
The ghosts cane thickhes, and 1 spice 
Of mischief gicw apparent, 
Noi did they only come wv isght, 
But seemed to fincy broid daylight, 
Lill Knott, m hoo: and aflught, 
Ts unoffending han rent, 
Whcene’cr with handkerchiet on Jap, 
He madc his elbow clrur a trap, 
To catch 1m afte: dinner nap, 
The spuits always on the tap, ™ 
Would make a sudden . ap, rap, rap, 
‘Lhe half spun cord of sleep to snap, 
(And what is life without its nom 
But threadbareness and meie mishap Ff) 
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As *twere with » percussion c1p 

The trouble’s chmax cappme 
It seemed 1 puty dricd and grim 
Of mummies had come to visit him, 
iach getting off from every limb 

Its multitudinous wrappin,, , 
Scratchings sometinnes the walls 1 an round, 
The mcicst penny weights of sound , 
Somcetmcs ’{was only by the pound 

They carried on their deiling, 
A thumping ’neath thc purlom floor, 
Thump bump thump bumping o’c1 and 0’e1, 
As 1f the vegetables im store 
(Qwet and oideily before), 

Were utogether peal. , 
Lou would have thought the thing wis done 
By the spirit of some son of 1 Jun, 

And thit 1 foity two pounder, 
O1 that the ghost which made such sounds 
Could be nonce other than John Pounds 

Ot Ragged Schools the tounde1 


Through thiec gi id vtions of avftright, 
The awful noises re ched their height , 
At first they knocked nocturnally, 
Then, for some ic won, changmeg quite 
(As mourners af{er six months’ flight, 

Lwin suddenly from dark to heht), 
Began to hnock diurnally, 

And last, combining all then stocks 
(Scotland was ne’er so full of Knox) 

Into onc Chaos (fither of Nox), 

Nocte plu.t—they showered knocks, 
And knockcd knocked, knocked eternally , 

Icvcr upon the go, ike buoys 

Wooden sea urchins), all Knott’s joys 

They turned to troubles and a noiso 
That preyed on him internally 


Soon they grew wide. m then scope , 
Whenever Knott a door would ope, 
It would ope not, or else elope 


THE UNHAPPY LOT OF MR KNOTT 189 


And fly back (curbless 1s a trope 
Once staited down a stanz1’s slope 
By + bird that gave 1t too much 10pc —) 
Lake 1 clap of thunde: sl immimg 
And when kind Jenny brought his hat 
(She vways, when he walkcd, did that) 
Just as upon jus head 1t sat, 
Submitting to lis settlin, pat— 
Some unseen hand would jun ut flit, 
Or givc it such a furious bat 
Thit eycs and nose went cammmg 
Up out of aght and consequently 
As when ain hfe it piddled trec, 
Tis beaver caused much d unning 
If these thins scem o erstrumed to be, 
Reid the account of Doctor Dee, 
"Tis in our college library , 
Read Wesley’s cneumstantial plea, 
And Mrs Crowe, more hkc a bee, 
Sucking the nightsh ide’s honeycd fee, 
And Stilling’s Pneumatology , 
Consult Scott Glanvil, grave Wie 
rus, ind both Mathers further, see 
Webster, Casaubon, James First’s trea 
tise, aright 10yal Q EO D 
Writ with the moon in perigee 
Bodin de Demonomanie— 
(Accent that last line gingerly) 
All full of learning as the sea 
Of fishes, and all disagree 
Save in Sathanas apage ’ 
Or, what will surely put a flea 
In unbelieving ears—with glee 
Out of a paper (sent to me 
By some triend who forgot to P 
A Y ,—I use cryptography 
Lest I his vengeful pen should dree— 
HsP OS TAGE) ~* 
Things to the same effect I cut, 
About the tantrums of a ghost, 
Not more than three weeks sini+, at most, 
Near Stratford, in Connecticut 
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hnott’s Upas daly spread its 100¢s, 
Sent up on all sides livclict shoots, 
And bore more pestilential fiwits , 
The zbosts behaved Lhe downri ht brutes, 
‘Lhey smppced holes mm his Sunday suit , 
Practised wl night on octave flutes, 
Put peas (not peree) into his boots, 
Whereof ~1ew coms m season 
They seotehcd lis sheets and whit wis worse, 
Stuel his silk mht crp full of buns, 
Tull he, in Jinguage plum uid terse 
(But nv chunkike +1 Bible versc), 
Swore he should lose his 1cason 


The t wbles took to spmnin,,, too, 
Perpetual yun , md wm ch uis giew 
‘Lo prophets and ipostles , 
Oue footstool vowed th ut only he 
Of law and gospel held the key, 
Lhat teachers of whoite’er degree 
‘Lo whom opumon bows the knee 
Wait fit to teach ‘Liuth’s abe 
And weie (the whole lot) to .T 
Mere fogics vl and fossils , 
A teapovy, late the propeity 
Of hnov’s Aunt Keziah 
(Whom Jenny most nieverently 
Tid mcknamed her wnt tip why) 
With tips cmphatie clumed to be 
The prophet Jercmiah , 
The tins upon the kitchen wall, 
Turned tinntinnabulatois all, 
And things that used to come at call 
For simple houschold services 
Began to hop and whn] and prance, 
kit to put out of countenance 
The Commes and Grisettes of France 
Or Turkey’s dancing Dervises 


Of course such doings, far and wide, 
With rumors filled the country side, 
And (as it 13 our nation’s pride 
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No think a Truth not veificd 
Til wath majorities allicd) 
P uties sprung up, himed, demed, 
And candid ites with questions plicd, 
Who, lke the cneus riders, tried 
At onec both hobbies to bestride, 
And each with his opponent vied 
In being incaphait 
Tarucst igquincis multiphed , 
Folks, whowe tcnth ecousms litely daicd, 
Whote leticis long, and Knott replied, 
All who could either wilk ot rade, 
Gathered to wonder o1 deride, 
And pud the house 1 visit, 
Tfoises were vb his pine ticcs tied, 
Mourners um every conc. sihicd, 
Widows brought childicn there that cried, 
Swiums of lean Seekers cazcr eyed 
(Pcople Knott never could bide) 
Into cach hole ind eranny prucd 
With strings of questions cut and died 
From the Devout Inquirer s Guide, 
kor the wise spnits to dccide— 
As, fox example, 18 at 
TLiuc that the damned ac fried or boiulcd ? 
Was the duarth’s wis greased on oilcd ? 
Who clo ned the moon whem it was soiled ? 
Tfow baluncss night be curcd o1 foiled ? 
iow lical dise uscd potatoes ” 
Did spirits have the sense of smell ? 
Where would dcputed spmstcis dwell ? 
Uf the lite Zenas Snuth were well ° 
If earth were solid o1 a shell? 
Were spnits fond of Doctor Fell ? 
Mid the bull toll Cock Robin’s knell ? 
What remedy would bugs expel ° 
If Paine’s invention were a sell ? 
Did spnits by Webster’s system spell ® 
Was it a sin to be a belle P 
Did daneing sentence folks to hell P 
lfso, then where most torture frll— 
On little toes or great toes P 


192 


THE UNNAIPY IOT OF MR KNOTT 


Tf life’s true seat were m the brain ? 
Did Ensign mean to marry Jane? 
By whom, in fact, was Morgan sian ° 
Could matter ever sulft1 pam ? 
What would take out a cherry st un? 
Who picked the pocket of Seth Crane, 
Of Waldo precinct, State of Maine ? 
Wis Sir John Tranklin sought in vam ? 
Did primitive Christiins eve: tiain ? 
What was the fumly name of Cain 
Them spoons, wore they by Betty ta’en ? 
Would eirth worm poultice eure 1 sprain ” 
Was Socrates so dreadful plain ? 
Whit te mmste2 guided Charles’s wain ? 
Was Uncle Kthin mad o1 s me, 
And could his will in force rc main P 
If not, what counsel to 1etam ” 
Did Le Sage steal Gil Blas from Spain ? 
Was Junius writ by Thomas Painc ? 
Were ducks discomforted by ram ? 
How did Britannia rule the main ? 
Was Jonas coming back again ? 
Was vital truth upon the wane P 
Did ghosts, to scare folks, drag a cham ? 
Who was ou. Huldah’s chosen swain P 
Did none have teeth pulled without payim’, 
Ere «ther was invented ? 
Whether mankind would not agree, 
If the Universe were tuned m C ? 
What was 1t alled Lucindy’s knee ? 
Whether folks eat folks in Feejee ° 
Whether 42s name would end with T ? 
If Saturn’s rings were two ox three, 
And what bump m Phrenology 
They truly represcnted ? 
These problems dark, wherein they groped, 
Wherewith man’s 1eason vainly coped, 
Now that the spimt world was oped, 
In all humility they hoped 
Would be resolved sxstanter , 
Each of the miscellaneous rout 
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Biought his, or her, own little doubt, 

And wished to pump the spits out, 

Through his, or hei, own piivate spout, 
Into his, 02 hea, dcernter 


PARTY HI 


WHERLIN IT IS SHOWN TWAT T01] MOST ARDLNT SPIRITS ARL 
MOREL ORNAMINTAL THAN USFIUL 


Many a speculatmg wight 
Came by express trams diy wd night 
To see if Knott weuld “ scll his right ”’ 
Mcaning to mike the ghosts a sight— 
What they culled a “ meenaygernic ” 
One threatened if he would not “ tr ide,” 
This run of custom to mv ide 
(He could not these shup folks persuade 
That he was not, in some way, paid), 
And stunp him as a pligiary, 
By coming down, at one fell swoop, 
With tor ORIGINAL 4KNOCKING TROUIE, 
Come recently from Hades, 
Who (for a quarter dollar heard) 
Would nc’er rap out a hasty word 
Whencc any blame might be meurred 
Tiom the most fastidious ladies , 
The late lamented Jesse Soule 
To stir the ghosts up with a pole 
And be director of the whole, 
Who was engaged the rather 
For the rare merits hc’d combine, 
Having been jn the spirit lime, 
Which trade he only did i1esign, 
With general applause, to shine, 
Awful in mail of cotton fine, 
As ghost of Hamlet’s fathcs ! 
Another a fau plan reveals 
Never yet hit on, which, he feels, 
N 
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To Knott's religious sense appeals— 
“ We'll have your house set up on wheels, 
A speculation pious 
For music, we can shortly find 
A barrel organ thal will grind 
Psalm tune s—an imstiument designed 
Fo. the New England tour—refined 
From sceular drosses, and inclined 
To an unworldly turn (combincd 
With no sectarian bias } 
Then, travelling by stages slow, 
Under the style of Knott & Co, 
I would accompany the show 
As moral lecturer the foe 
Of Rationalism, you could throw 
The rappings mm and makc them go 
Strict Puritan piimeiples, you know 
(How do you mike ’em ? with your toe ”), 
And the receipts which thence might flow 
We could divide between us, 
Still more attractions to combine, 
Beside these services of mine, 
I wall throw in a very fine 
(It would do mcely for a sign) 
Origin iu Titian’s Venus ’ 
Another offered hindsome fecs 
Tf Knott would get Demosthenes 
(Nay, his mere knuckles, fo: mote ease), 
To rap 1. few short sentenccs, 
O1 if, for want of proper heys 
His Gicck might make contusion, 
‘Lhen just to gct a rap from Burke, 
To recommend a little work 
On Public Elocution 
Meanwhile, the spirits made 1eplies 
To all the reverent whats and whys, 
Resolving doubts of every size, 
And giving seekers grave and wise, 
‘Who came to know then destinies, 
A iap turous reception, 
When unbehevers void of grace 
Came to investigate the place 
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(Creatures of Sadducistic 1ace, 

With grovelling mtellects and base), 

They could not find the shghtcst trace 
To mdicate deception , 

Indeed, 1t 15 declared by some 

That spirits (of this soit) are glum, 

Almost, or wholly, deaf and dunib 

And (out of self respect) quite nium 

To sceptic natures cold and numb, 

Who of ¢hes hind of Kingdom Come 
Have not a just conception , 

True, there weice people who demurrcd 

That, though the rips no doubt were heard 
Both under them wd o’er them, 

Yet, somchow, when a scarch they made, 

They found Miss Temny sore afiaid, 

Or Jenny’s lover, Di Sladc, 

huqually we stiuck and dismayed, 

Or Deborah, the chamber maid, 

Whose tertors, not to be gaimsaid, 

In laughs hysteric were displayed 
Was always theic before them, 

Tins had its due effect with some 

Who straight departed muttering Lum! 
Transparent hoax! and Gammon! 

But these were few believing souls 

Camc, day by day, 1n larger shouls, 

As the ancients to the windy holes 

*Neith Delphi’s tripod brought their doles, 
O: to the shine of Ammon 


The spirits scemed exceeding trme 
Call whom you fancied, and he came, 
The shades august of eldest fame 
You summoned with an awful ease 
As grosser spirits gurgled out 
From chan and table with a spout, 
In Auerbach’s cellar oncc, to flaut 
The senses of the rabble rout, 
Where’er the gimlet twirled about 
Of cunnmg Mephistopheles 
So did these spirits seem m svore, 
~ 9 
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Behind the wamscot or the door, 
Ready to thiill the bung s core 
Of cvery enterprisinz bore 
Wath ther wioundine glamou. , 
Whatever ghost one wished to hear, 
By stiange comeidence, was neat 
To make the past or futme clou 
(Sometimes in shocking grammat), 
By 1aps und taps, now there, now here— 
Ii scemed 1s af the spirit queer 
Of some dcputcd auctioncer 
Wore doomcd to prictise by the year 
With the spuit of lus hanmer , 
Wihite’cr you waked was wewercd, yet 
Onc could not very decply get 
Into the obliging spnits dc bt 
Beeause they used the alphabet 
dn all communiucations, 
And new 1evcalings (though sublime) 
Rapped out, one letter ot a time 
With bogelcs hesitations, 
Stoppin,, beginnings o er again, 
And gettimz matters into tian, 
Could hadly overlord the brain 
With too excessive 14t1ons, 
Since just to ash 2f foo and two 
Really make fori ? o, Hor d ye do ? 
And get the fit replies thereto 
Tn the tr mundane 14 tat too 
Might ash 1 whole day’s patience 


'Twas stiange (mongst othe: things) to find 

In what odd sets the ghosts combmed, 
Happy forthwith to thump any 

Piece of 1telligence mspired, 

The tiuth whereof had been inquired 
By some one of the company, 

For mstance, Ficlding, Mirabeau, 

Orator Henley, Cicero, 


“Paley, John Zisca, Marivaux, 
* Melancthon, Robertson, Junot, 
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Seahger, Chesterfield, Roussc au 
Hakhluvi, Boccaccio, South De Foc, 
Diaz, Josephus, Richaid Roc, 
Odin, Armimuius, Charlcs Jc gros 
Tircsias, the late James Crow, 
Crsabianea, Grose, Pride wx, 
Old Giimcs, Young Novi, Swift, Biissot, 
Maimonidcs, the Chevalia D O, 
Socrates, Kenclon, Job, Stow, 
The invento: of //etw pro, 
Ewupides, Spinoz1, Poc, 
Contuems, Hiram Simith, and lo 
Cime (1s 1t scemed, somewhat de fo) 
With 1 disembodied Esquini wus, 
‘lo sv thiat it was so and so, 

With Franklin 5 expedition , 
One testified to 1ce and snow, 
One that the me1cwy wis low 
Onc that lus progress ws quite slow, 
One that he mueh dcsned to go, 
One that the cook had fiozeu his toc 
(Dissented fiom by Dandolo, 
Wordswoith, Cynienus, Bore w 
Law Hontaw ind dir ‘Lhomis Roc), 
One suv twelve white beus m vio 
One sw cleven and 1 crow, 
With other thmgs we could not hnow 
(Of great statistic value, thouh) 

By our mere mortal vision 


Sometimes the spits wade mistakes, 
And seemed to play at ducks and dirakes 
With bold inquny’s heaviest strikes 
In science or in mvstery , 
They knew so httle (and that wrong), 
Yet rapped it out so bold and strong, 
One would have said the entne throng 
Had been Profcssors of History , 
What made it odder was, that those 
Who, you would naturally sup, se, 
Could solve a question, if they chose, 
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As easily as count then toes, 

Waic just the ones that blundered , 
Onc diy, Ulysses happening down, 
A reader of Sir Thomas Browne 

And who (with lim) bid wondeicd 
What song it was the Suens san,, 
Asked the shiewd Ithaan—dang ! bang ! 
With this response the chambci 1m, 

*T guces it was Old Hundicd ” 
And kianklin, being whed to n unc 
The 1 won why the li htimn, e ume, 
Replied, Bee wse rt thundered ” 


On one sole point the j,hosts 1,1¢¢d, 
Onc fearful poml, than which imdccd 
Nothm. could scom vbsiida 
Poi Coloucl Jones they ul wbusec, 
\nd fin ily dow ni ht iccuscd 
The poor old man of muidey , 
"Twas thus, by dicidtul raps wis shown 
rome spits long to mike hLnown 
A bloody tut, wineh he done 
Ww privy to (such ghosts moic prone 
In Juuth’s fairs to meddle ac), 
Who aie you ? with we stricken looks, 
Allask his any knuckles he crooks, 
Aud aps, “I was Ehab Snooks, 
That used to be a peddlu , 
Soine on ye still are on my books!” 
Whercat, to inconspicuous nooks 
(More fearing this than common spooks), 
Shrank each indebted meddle , 
Further the vengeful ghost declared 
That while ns eaathly life was spared, 
About the country he had fared, 
A duly licensed followei 
Ot that much wandeing tiade that wins 
Slow piofit from the sale of tins 
And various kinds of hollow ware, 
That Colonel Jones enticed him 1n, 
Pretending that he wanted tin, 
There slew him with a rolling pm, 
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lid him in 1 potatoe bm 
And (the same might) him tuned 
Acioss Giert Pond to t other shorc, 
And there, on land of Widow Mooic, 
Just where you turn to Laikin’s stoic, 
Under a tock him buried , 
Some friends (who happened to be by) 
Ic edlled upon to testify 
Lhat what he said ws not a lic, 
And that he did not stir this 
Foul matter, out of any spite 
But from + simple love of sight ,— 
Which statemcuts the Nine Worthics, 
Ribln Alaby, Charlemagne, 
Sth Colley Cibber Gene: ul Wayne, 
Cunbyses, Tisso, Tubal C un 
The owncr of a cistle in Spain 
Jehaghuc, wd the Widow of Nun 
(‘Lhe fuicuds afoies ud), made more plain 
And by loud raps ittestcd 
‘Lo the s une purport testified 
Plato John Wilkes, and Coloncl Pride, 
Who knew said Snooks, before he died, 
Tid m his w ues invested, 
Thought him entitled to belicf, 
And frecly could concui, in brief, 
Jn cvery thing the rest did 


Ehiab this occasion seized 
(Distimetly here the spuit sncezed), 
''o svy that he should nc’e1 be e ised 
‘Lill Jenny mairicd whom she pleased, 
I'ice from all checks and urgin s 
(his spuit dropt his final g’s), 
Aud that, unless Knott quickly sees 
‘Lhis done, the spruts to appease, 
They would come back his life to tease, 
As thick as mites m ancient cheese, 
And Ict his house on an cndless lease 
‘To the ghosts (terinfic rappers these 
And veritable Humenides) 
Of the Eleven Thousand Virgius ! 
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Knott was perplexed and shook his head 
He did not wish his child to wed 
With + suspectcd muideren 
(Fou, truc o1 false, the rumoi spied), 
But as for this roiled life he led, 
* It would not answer,” so he said, 
“To have it go no furderer ” 


At last, seaice hnow img what 1t meant, 

Reluctantly he give consent 

Thit Jenny, since *twas evident 

That she wou?d follow hu own bent, 
Should m the her own clection , 

Fou that appe ued the only wy 

These fir jht{ul noises to ulay 

W lich had already turned hin g2 vy 
And plunged lim in dccetion 


Accordingly, this artless mud 
Vici fither’s ordm wee obeyed, 
And allin wlutest ci ype wi ycd 
(Miss Pulsifcr the dicsses made, 
And wisbes here the fret displ y ed 
That she still ewiics on the trade, 
‘Lhe thud dooi south from Bagg’s Arcadc), 
A very famt ‘ Ido” csstyed 
And gave licr hand to Hinan Slade, 
hiom which time foith the ghosts were laid, 
And ne’er gave tiouble «fter , 
But the Selectmen, be it hnown, 
Dug undeinc ith the aforesaid stone, 
Where the poor peddle1’s corpse was thrown, 
And found thereunder: a jaw bone, 
Though when the crowner sit thereon, 
He nothing hatched, except alone 
Successive broods of laughtu , 
Tt was a frul and dingy thing, 
In which a grinde: or two did cling, 
In colo: like molasses, 
Which surgeons, called from far and wide, 
Upon the honor to decide, 
Having put on their glasses, 
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Reported thus—‘To judge by looks, 
These bones, by some qucer hooks or crooks, 
May have belongedto Mr Snooks, 
But, as men deepest read in books 
Are perfectly aware, bones, 
If burred fifty years or so, 
Lose their identity and grow 
From human bones to bare bones ”’ 


Still, if to Jaalam you go down, 
You'll find two parties in the town, 
One herded by Benaiah Brown, 
And one by Perez Tmkham 
The first believe the ghosts all through 
And vow that they sholl never 1ue 
The happy chance by which they knew 
Th it people in Jupiter arc blue, 
And vcry fond of Trish stew, 
Two curious facts which Piince Lee Boo 
Rapped elearly to 1 chosen fuw — 
Whieic ws the others think ’cin 
A tick got up by Doctor Slade 
With Deborah the chamber maid, 
And that sly cretur Jimny, 
That all the revel tions wise, 
At which the Biownites made big eycs, 
Might have been given by Jared Keyes, 
A. natuial fool and nmny, 
And, last week, didn’t Elivb Snooks 
Come bick with neve: better looks 
As shalp as new bought mackciel hooks, 
And bight as a new pin, ch ? 
Good Parson Wilbur, too, avers 
(Though to be mixed 1m parish stirs 
Is worse than handling chestnut burs) 
That no case to his mind occurs 
Where spits ever did converse 
Save in a kind of guttural Erse 
(So say the best authorities), ™ 
And that a charge by raps conveyed, 
Should be most scrupulously weighed 
And searched mto, before 16 1s 
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Made public, since 1t may give pun 
That cannot soon be cured again, 
And one word may infix a stam 
Which ten cannot gloss over, 
Thou,h speaking tor hs private p ut, 
He 1s rejoiced with all his heat 
Miss Knott missed not hei Jover 


AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUE 


AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUE 


I 


SowLwHt1Rri m India, upon a tine 
(Read 1t not Injah, o1 you spoil the versc) 
Theie dwelt two sunts whose privilege subline 
It wis to sit and witch the world giow worse, 
Them only cue (Gan that delicious clime) 
At prope: mtcivals to pi vy and euse, 
Praerit the dialect erch prudent biother 
Uscd for limscl, Damnonian for the other 


II 


One half the tame of each wis spent in praymg 
Fo. blessings on his own unworthy head, 
The other half in fearfully portiaying 
Where certam folks would go when they were dead 
This system of e,chunges—ihere’s no saying 
To what more solid bate: *twould have led, 
But that a river, vext with boils and swellings 
At1ainy times, hept peace between their dwellings 


ILI 
So they two played at wordy battledore 
And kept a curse forever m the air, 
Flying this way or that from shore to shore , 
No other labour did this holy parr, 
Clothed and supported from the lavish store 
Whuch crowds lamgerous brought with daily care, 
They toiled not neither did they spin, their bias 
Was tow’rd the harder task of being pio”* 


206 AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUEL 


IV 


Each from lis hut rushed sia score times a day, 
Like a gicat canon of the Church full :ammed 
With cartiidge theologic (so to say), 
Touched himself off, and then, recoiling, slimmed 
His hovel’s door behind him m 4 way 
That to his foe said planly—yow/? be damned 
And so hke Potts and Wamwnght, shull and stiong 
The two D—D d cach other all day long 


Vv 


Onc was a danemg Dervise, a Mohammedan, 
The other was a Hindoo a gymnosoplhist , 

Onc hept lus whatd yeeallit wd his R wmadan, 
Laughing to scorn the sacred rites and laws of his 

Transfluvial rival, who, in turn, callud Ahmed w 
Old top, and, as 1 clincher, shook across a fist 

With nails sxx inches ony, yet lifted not 

His eyes from off his navel’s mystic knot 


VI 

Who whurls not round six thousand times an how 
Will go,” screamed Ahmed, “ to the evil place , 

May he eat dirt, and may the dog and Giaour 
Defilc the graves of him and all his 1acc , 

Allah lovcs faithful souls and gives them power 
To spin {ill they are purple in the facc , 

Some folks get you know what, but he that pure 1s 

Karns Paradise and nmety thousand houries ” 


VII 


“Upon the silve: mountam, South by East, 
Sits Brahma fed upon the sacred bean , 
He loves those men whose nails are still increased, 
Who all their lives keep ugly, foul and lean , 
*Tis of his grace that not a bud or beast 
Adorned with claws hke mine was ever seen , 
The suns and stars are Brahma’s thoughts divine 
Even as these trees I seem to see are mine” 
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VIII 


“Thou secm’st to see, indced!”’ 1owed Ahmed bick, 
* Weie 1 but once across this plaguy sticam, 
With a stout sapling in my hand, one whack 
On those lank 11bs would nid thee of that Dream! 
Thy Brahma blasphemy is 1pecac 
To my soul’s stomach , could’st thou giisp the scheme 
Ot true redemption, thou would’st know that Deity 
Whuls by . kind of blessed spontaneity 


IX 


* And this 1t 1s which keeps our euth here goimg 
With all the stars ”—‘ O, vile! but there’s a place 
Prepucd for such, to think of Brahma throwing 
Worlds like a juggler’s balls up ito Space! 
Why not so much as a smooth lotos blowing 
Is e’er allowed that silence to efface 
Whuch broods around Biahma, and oui earth, ’tis known, 
Rests on a tortoise, moveless as this stone ” 


So they hept up their banning amebean, 
When suddenly came floatmg down the stream 
A youth whose face like an incarnate paan 
Glowed, ’twas so full of grandeur and of gleam , 
* If there de gods, then, doubtless this must be one ” 
Thought both at once, and then began to scicam, 
“Surely, whate’er immortals know, thou knowest, 
Decide between us twain before thou goest !” 


XI 


The youth was dnfigng mn a slim canoe 

Most lke a huge white waterlily’s petal, 
But neither of ow theologians knew 

Whcreof ’twas made, whether of heavenly metal 
Unknown, or of a vast pearl split in two 

And hollowed, was a pomt they could not settle , 
*Twas good debate seed, though, and bere large truit, 
In after years of many a tart dispute 
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XIT 


There we1e no wings upon the stiangei’s shoulders, 
And yet he seemed so capable of msing 

That, had he soared like thistledown, bcholdeis 
Had thought the cucumstance nowsys surprising , 

Enough that he remamed, and, when the scolders 
Hanled lim as umpire im their vocal pnze rig, 

The pamter of his boat he lightly thiew 

Around a lotos stem, and brought her to 


NII 


The strange youth had a look as if he mght 
Have trod fu plancts where the atmosphere 
(Of nobler temper) steeps the face with hzht, 
Just 1s our skins aie tanned and freckled here , 
His han was that of a cosmopolite 
In the wide universe fiom sphcre to sphere 
Perhaps he was (his face had such grave beauty) 
An officea of Satuins guards off duty 


AIV 


Both saints began to unfold then talcs it once, 
Both wished then tales, like simial ones piehensile, 

That they might seize his ear, fool’ knave’ and dunce! 
Flew zigzag back and forth, hhe strokes of pencil 

In a child’s fingers , voluble as duns, 
They jabbered like the stones on that 1mmense hull 

In the Arabian Nights, until the stranger 

Began to think his ear diums 1n some danger 


XV 


In general those who nothing have to say 
Contrive to spend the longest time m doing 3t, 
They turn and vary it m every way, 
Hashing it, stewing it, mimeing it, ragouting it, 
Sometimes they keep 1t purposely at bay, 
Then let it ship to be agam pursuing it, 
They drone 1t, groan 1t, whisper 1t and shout if, 
Refute 1t, flout it, swear to’t, prove it, doubt 1t 
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XVI 


Ou1 saints had piactised for some thirty ycars , 
Then talk, beginnin, with a sinele stem, 

Spread hke a binyan, sending down hive piers, 
Colonies of digression, and, m them, 

Geims of yet new migrations, once by the ears, 
They could convey damm tion in a hem, 

And blow the pinch of premise priming off 

Long syllogistic bilteries, with a cough 


MVIT 


Fach had a theory that the human eai 
A providential tunnel was, which led 
To a huge vacuum (and surely here 
They showed some knowledge of the general head), 
For cant to be decanted through, a mere 
Auricular canal or raceway to be ted 
All day and mght, in sunshine and in shower, 
Fiom then vist heads of milk and wate: power 


XVITI 


The prescnt bemg i peculiar case, 
Each with unwoutcd zcal the other scouted, 

Put lis spuned hobby through its very pace, 
Pished, pshawed, poohed, horribled, bahed, jeered, sneeiced, 

flouted, 

Sniffed, nonsensed, mnfideled, fudged, with his facc 
Looked scorn too niecly shaded to be shouted, 

And, with cach mch of person and of vesture, 

Contiived to hint some most disdainful gestwe 


XIX 


At length, when then bicith’s end wis come vbont, 
And both could, now and then, just gasp “impostor!” 
Holdmg their herds thrust menacmgly out, 
As staggering cocks keep up then fighting posture, 
The stranger smiled and said, “Beyond a doubt 
*Tis fortunate, my fiends, that you have lost your 
United parts of speech, or it had been 
Impossible for me to fet between 
o 
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AX 


*Pioduce! says Natuie,—what have you pioduced ® 
A new stiutwaistcoit for the human mind, 

Aie you not lunbed, nerved, jomted, uteried, yurced 
As othe: men? yet, futhless to your hind, 

Rather like noxious insects you ire uscd 
To puncture life’s frau fruit, benc ith the rind 

Laying your creed eggs whence in timc theie spring 

Consumes new to cat and buzz and sting 


AXI 


Wok! you have no conception how “twill swecten 
You views of Tafe wd Nitwe, God and Man, 

Had you becn foiced to cun whit vou hive eatcn, 
Low heaven hid shown 1 lesss dyspeptic plan, 

At prescnt vou whole function 1s to cat ten 
And tilk tun times 1s 1 ipidly 1s you ean, 

Were vou shipe tine to cosmogonic | iws, 

You would be nothing but + pur of jis 


NANI 


* Of all the uselcss bcings in c1eatio 1 
The earth could sp uc most casily you bile 5 

Ot httle clay gods, formed m shipc und fishion 
Piccisely m the image of then makers, 

Why, il would almost move a saint to p ission, 
‘Yo see these blind and deaf, the howly bicakers 

Of God’s own image in then brothe: men, 

Sct themselvcs up to tell the how, wheie, when, 


NATIT 


“Of God’s exustence , one’s digesiion’s woise— 
So mikes a god of vengernce and of blood, 

Anothcr—but no matter, they 1eveise 
Creation’s plan, out of then own vile mud 

Pat up a god, and buin, diown, hang, 01 curse 
Whoever woiships not, each heeps lis stud 

OF texts which wait with saddle ou and bidle 

To hunt down atheists to their ugly idol 
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XXIV 
“This I perceive, his been your occuprtion , 
You should have been more usefully employed 
All men ac bound to carn their daily ration, 
Where States mike not that pial contiret void 
By eramps wid limits, simple dev ist ition 
Ts the worm’s tash, and what he has destroyed 
iis monument crevtmg 35 mins work 
And th it, too, something more thin mist wd murk ” 


So having sud, the youth wis seen no moe, 
And stiaghtway our syge Bi ibn, the philosopher, 
Cuied, ‘That wis aimed at thee, thou endless bore, 
Idle and uscless as the giowth of moss ove 
A rotting tree trunk!” “I would squaie that score 
Full soon,” 1ephed the Dervise, “ could I ctoss over 
And citch thee by the beud! Thy nals 1’d tim 
And make thee wok, 1 wis advised by hin ” 


XAVI 


“Work? Am I not at worl fiom moin till mght 
Sounding the deeps of oracles umbilical 
Which for man’s juidance nevei come to hghf, 
With all tne various aptitudes, until I call ?” 
* And I, do I not twnl trom left to 1ght 
Toi conscience sake? Is that no work? Thou silly gull, 
He had thee in his eye, twas Gibriel 
Sent to 1ewaid my faith, I know him well ” 


XXVIT 


“Twas Vishnu, thou vile whirligig !” and so 
The good old quarrel was begun anew , 

One would have sworn the sky was black as sloe, 
Had but the other daicd to call it blue , 

Nor were the followers who fed them slow 
To treat each other with their curses, too, 

Each hating ’tothe: (moves 1t tears or saughter ¢ 

Because he thought him sure of hell he.eafter 
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YAVITI 


At last some genius built a bridge of boits 
Over the stream, and Ahmed’s zc dots filed 
Acioss, upon a mission to (cut thioats 
And) spread religion puic and undcfiled, 
They sowed the propagandist’s wildest oats, 
Cutting off all, down to the smallest child 
And came brick, giving thanks for such fat mercies, 
To find their harvest gone past prayers o1 curses 


ANIN 


Ail gone except then saimt’s religious hops, 
Which he kept up with moie than common flounish , 
But these, howevei satisfying crops 
For the inne: man, were not cnough to nouiisli 
The body pohtic, which quickly drops 
Reserve in such sad junctures, and turns eurrish , 
So Ahmed soon got cursed for al the famine 
Wheie’er the popular voice could edge 1 damn m 


At first he pledged a min icle quite boldly, 
And, fo. a d.y o1 two thcy growled and w uted 
But, finding that this lind of manna coldly 
Sat on their stomachs, they cre lous berated 
The saint for still persisting in tht old hie, 
Tull soon the whole machine of s unfship grated, 
Ran slow, creasked, stoppcd ud, wishing him m Tophet, 
‘Lhey gathered strength enough to stone the prophet 
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Some stiongci owes contrived (by eating leather, 
"Lherr weaker friends, aua one thing or another), 

The winter months of scarcity to weather , 
Among these was the late saint’s younger brothen, 

Who, in the spimg, collecting them together, 
Peisuaded them that Ahined’s holy pother 

Had wrought in their behalf, and that the place 

Of Saint should be continued to his race 
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Accordingly ’twas settled on the spot 
Thit Allih favoured that peculiu breed 
Beside, » all were sutisfied ’twould not 
Be quite respectable to have the nced 
Of public spiritual food for ot , 
And so the tribe with proper founs deerecd 
‘That he and, f ulin, hnn, his nowt of Tin 
kor ever for the people s Sood should spm 
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Act lly actually 
Air are 

Airth earth 
Airy area 
Aree area 
Aiter after 
AX, ask 


Beller bellow 

Bellowses lungs 

Ben been 

Bile boul 

Bimeby by and by 

Blurt out to speal bluntly 

Bust bust 

Buster a rowtering blade used also 
as # general superlative 


Caird, carmed 

Cairn carrying 

Caleb aturncout 

Cal late calculate 

Cass a person with two lw 2 

Close clothes 

Cockerel a young cock 

Cocktail a kind of drunk also, an 
ornament peculiar to soldiers 

Convention a place uhere people are 
amposed on ayjuggler 8 show 

Coons acant term for anou defunct 
party derived perhaps from tho 
tact of their bemg commonly up a 
tree 

Cornwallis @ sort of muster wn mas 
querade supposed to have had its 

me pe soon after the Revolution, 

and to commemorate the surrender 
of Lord Cornwalhs It took the 
place of the old Guy Fawkes pio 
cession 

Crooked sti k a@ perverse, froward 
per son 

Cunnle a colonel 

Cus, acurse also, a pihful fellow 


Darsn t a“ indiscriminately either 
in singula® or pluial number for 
dare not dares not and dared not 

Deacon off to gwe the cue to derived 
fiom a custom once universa) but 
now extinct in our New England 
Con;regational churches An im 
poitant part of the office of deacon 
was to read aloud the hymns giver 
out by the mmuister one line at a 
time the congrezation singing each 
line as soon us read 

Demmercrat leadin one wn favour of 
extending slavery a free trade lec 
turer maintained in the custom house 

Desput desperate 

Doos does 

Doughface a contented lckayitile a 
common variety of Northern politi 
cian 

Dror drau 

Du do 

Dunno dno do not or does not know 

Dut dirt 


Fend end 

Ef if 

hmptins yeast 

Fnv y envoy 

Lverlasting an intensive, without re 
ference to duration 

Ly y every 

Kz ag 


Fence on the said of one who halts 
between two opinions a trimmer 


Fer for 

lerfle ferful, fearful also an inten 
sive 

Tin find 

Tish skin used in New England to 

i apiall coffee 
1x, a difficulty a nonplus 

Foller, of 1 to follotr 


916 THL BIGLOW PAITRS 


Forrerd jforwaid 

brum from 

Fur jfur 

Furde: farthe) 

Furrer fwroa  Metaphorically fo 
diawa ti aght fivrow 1s to live up 
rightly 01 decorously 

Fust iret 


Gin gare 

Git y ¢ 

Gret gi cat 

Grit put enérgy pluck 
Grout to suk 

Grouty crabbel surly 

Gum fo wmpose on 

Gump a fools hjcllon a dulaul 
Gut got 


Hed had 
Heern heard 
Hellum Helm 
Hendy handy 
Het heated 
Hev Aue 
Hez has 
Holl whole 
Holt hold 
Hut hoc/ 
Hull whole 
Hum home 
Humbug 
slavery 
Wut hur 


Genial Taylors ant 


Idno J do not lnow 

Inmy enemy 

Insines en agus used to dcanate 
both the offeer who canes the 
standard and the standard itsc lf 

Inter antu into 


Jedge sndyc 

Jest just 

Fine = ov 

Jnt jot 

Junk a fragment of any solid sub 
ataunce 


Leer care 

Kep ke;t 

Killock a@ emall anchor 

Kin hin 0, hinder kind kind of 


Lawth, loath 

Less lets let us 

Let dayhght into to shoot 

Let on to hint to confess to own 
Lick to beat to overcome 

ignite the bowels 

Lily pads leaves of the water lily 
Long sweetening, molasses 


Mash marsh 
Mean sfingy wll natiied 
Min weil 


Nimepunce nenepenee ftuche and a 
half cof 
Nowcrs nowhere 


Oftin often 

QO] old 

Oll 13 olluz a uays 

On of ue lbetore of or them or at 
the cnl«f a sentence as ond 
ov it nute ere) L heerd on 

On y only 

Ossitir ft er (seldom heard) 


Leikel ponted 

bie Ll ¢t pep 

Pickerel the puke a floh 

Lint porn? 

£ocket full cf rocks plenty of money 
Tooty pretly 

Top ler concerted pepular 

lus zm e 

Lut out froubled ceaed 


Quarter a quarter dollar 
(Jucen s arm a musket 


Resh ax h 

Revelce the recerlle 

Rile 7¢@ trouble 

Rited avpy di teotel as the sett 
ment im any hiquil 


Riz ore ou 
Row aln rw to hoe a diffculé 
tea / 


Rug.td 207 ws 


Sar eo alse wumpoilinence 

Sartin co fan 

Savon sactistan se tol 

Sculiest worst 

Huimge crinye 

Scrouge to coud 

Sech such 

Sct by valael 

Shakes gieat of conssderable con 
sequence 

Shappoes chupeaun cocked hats 

Sheer share 

Shet shut 

Shut shert 

bkeered scared 

Skeeter mosquito 

Skooting running or moving swyftly 

Slarlerm selaughterwmg 

Shm contemptible 

Snaked cranled like @ anake but to 
anake any one out 1s to track him to 
his hiding place, to enake a thing 
out 18 to snatch it out 

Soffies, sofas 
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Sogerin soldierxing @ barbarous 
amusement common among, men In 
the savage slate 

Som ers someuhere 

Syst so as that 

Sot se? ob tinue resolute 

Spiles spor! objects of political am 
bition 

Spry a fue 

Staidles stowt stakes driven ato th 
ealt rarehe on which the hay ricks 
are set and thus raised out of the 
reach of high tides 

Stienked uncomfortable discomforted 

fuclle cucle 

Sutthin something 

Suttin certain 


Tale on fo sorrow 

Jalonts talons 

laters potatoes 

Lou tll 

Ictch toueh 

letch tu fu leable used always after 
arcgative in this sense 

Jollal le folevable 

Toot uscd derisively for playing on 
any wend insti ument 

Lhru through 

Thunderm,, a cupheinism common 1n 
New Tu land for the profane 
Loglish expression devilish Lei 
haps derived from the behef com 
mon formerly that thunde: was 
caused by the Prince of the air for 
some of whose accomplishments 
consult Cotton Mather 

lu fo foo commonly ha th sound 
when used emphatically or at the 
cnd of a sentence At other times 
it has the sound of *# m fough as 
Have ye yort tu? Cou ta Boston 
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Ugly «2 tempered titi actable 

Unile Sim Cnited States the largest 
boaster ot Itbeity and owrer of 
slaves 

Unrizzest apphed to dough or bread 
he coy most unieen or most ica 
palle af rising 


V spot afire dollar bill 
Vally, talue 


Wake snakes to get nfo trouble 

Wall well spokcu with great delibe 
ration ani sometimes with the a 
very much flattencd sometimes 
(but more seldom) very much 
broadened 

Waonut walnut (hickory) 

Ware where 

Ware ueve 

Whopper an uncommonly large he 
as that General Laylor 1s in favour 
of the Wilmot Proviso 

Wig, Whig a party now dissolved 

Wunt wll not 

Wu uoree 

Wut what 

Wath worth as Antislavery perfes 
sions fore lection aintuuth a Bung 
foun copper 

Wuz was sometimes were 


Yaller yellow 
Yeller ycllou 
Yellors a disease of p ach tiees 


Zach Ole a second Washington an 
antulacery slaveholder a humane 
buyer and seller of men and women 
a Cériwtian hero generally 
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INTRODUCTION 


THovueH enjoying a wide and well cained reputation in America 
it has often stuck us as matter of regret that the namc ot James 
Russell Lowell one of the truest hearted poets on the other sid 
of the Atlantic, should be comp iratively so little known her 
Indeed we very much question if till the publication of the 
Biglow Payers he was ever iccounted in kkngland ag anything 
better than a minoi poet of Amciica—a nation to the value of 
whose literary ¢ ffoits to the shame of our 1gnorince be it spoken 
with two ortliee bitlhant exceptions John Bull has all along been 
superciliously disposed to attach httle credit In the behef that 
the English reading public his only to become acquainted with 
our author to love and admire him as one whose squl goes with 
his work, who, like the olden painters, feels the religion of his 
ait, and loves that art for ait’s sake with a carefully cultured 
mind attuned to every human sympathy and pure as a mountain 
lahe—the present publication has been undertaken 

In the truest sense of that much abused term, Lowell is a poet 
He has rich rmagination, striking omginality, much 1f megularly 
displayed power, broad as well us delicate humour sparkling 
never ill natured satire touchmg pathos, strange rhythmical 
facility, and, bettcr than all these, that strong kindly human 
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yearning after what 1s beautiful, mght, and true, which teaches 
him, 1n his own words— 


That mankind are one in spirit and an instinct bears along 
Round the earth s electric circle the swift flash of right or wrong 


Born in 1819 at Cambridge Massachusetts, he inherited from 
his father, the Rev Charles Lowell D D , and from his grandfather 
Judge John Lowell, founder of the Lowell Institute t Boston, 
arevered name He graduited it Hirvard University in 1838, 
and in the following year bioke giound’ with a Class Poem of 
some promise After studying law which must have been to oneof 
his temper iment 1 very libour of Sisyphus he was called to the 
Bai mm 1840, and commenced practice in Boston But ‘the law 
15 for tle most part, ‘1 jJcalous mistress and will biook no other 
and so thinking perhaps he speedily lid down his law books 
and devoted Iimself entirely to htcrature In 1841 he published 
A Years Jifc—a volume of poems which we beluyvc, his never 
in its entircty been reprinted ilthough many excerpts flom it on 
mature 1¢y1s10n have been woven into subsequent editions of his 
works In the beginning of 1843 in conjunction with a htaary 
turend, he commenced the publication of Je Proner A Litavary 
and Critical Vagazine ~ which failed, less from 1n inition than from 
the fuct of its flymg somewhit too far above the heads of ordinary 
readers to be a commeiciil success Its chief conti:butors were 
Lowell E A Poe, Nathanicl Hawthorne, Nei], Story, &c His 
next venture was 1 volume of poems, published im 1844, and 
comprising besides his touching Legend of Brittany, is Pro 
onetheus, fir less classical than poo: P B Shelley s Prometheus 
Unbound, as both of necessity must be when compared with the 
Prometheus Bound ot AEschylus, yet breathing the very spirit of 
love fortitude, and faith in mans ultimate condition Rhacus 
based too on a classic model, with a heartwarm tenderness per 
meating it which 33 all his own, and smaller pieces, among 
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which were Sonneis to Wendell Philips and J R Giddings, 
expressing strong anti slavery proclivities 

His next production was a medley 1n prose, contaimmng Essays 
on Chaucer Chapman, kord, & pocts and poetry gencrally, 
and to Ieaven the whole, wm iufusion ot pelitical opimions, 
Abohtionist diatribes andthe hke <A second scrics of his poems 
which appearcd in 1848 containcd that noble poem The Present 
Crists, wluch stirred the heart of all slavery hating Americans hke 
the first sounds of t.uth brcaking over the land trumpet tongued 
In the same volumc too were the nervous hnes, On the Capture 
of certain Fugiteve Slaves at Washengton In the same year 
appeared The Vision of Si Jaunfal aromanesque lay of a search 
for the Holy Graal dream saintly dear to olden chivalry over 
which broods a spirit of love of his kind tender and stainless as 
4 mothcr 3 over her unweaned child and the now famous Biglow 
Papers which for pungent satire irresistible pushings of plain 
facts to dmly humorous, coast ly 1diomatic, yet withal undemably 
logical conclusions, and apparently complete subjection, for the 
time of theauthor s individuality to that of the supposed speaker, 
Mr Hosea Biglow 1s possibly unequalled datirists we have had 
with sivage power dirkening their every line We think here of 
Swift s fendish wit now brutal as the laugh of Caliban, and now 
lund as lightning, with a shudder We think of Byron, stung 
to sarcasm by a 1eviewer, 1ushing into print asa literary pugilist 
and winning the battle with ahalf smile half sigh But we see 
mn the first the outpourings of a foul mouthed hater of his kind, 
and in the second the ebullition of a boy’s wounded vamty In 
the Beglow Papers it 1s far otherwise Mainly directed against 
slavery and the war with Mexico in 1846-7, there underlies all 
that spirit of human sympathy before adverted to and the satire 
18 more hke that of a frend who wishes to pomt a mistake out 
to you with a dry chuckle and a twinkle of the eye than lke 
aught intended to be personally insulting 
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In 1848 appeared, also anonymously, 4 Fable Jo the Cretsea 
a playful satire on hvmg American authors, «vineing a fine 
spinit of subtle criticism and an occasional vein of laughing 
irony, which no other man perhaps but gentle Times Russell 
Lowell could have essayed without making enemies for life 
when the authors name transpired of one and all of those 
coming under his notice The man who could pen A Fable for 
the Critees and the Baglow Papers on the one hand, and so swect 
an ideal portrait as Zrené on the other, necd fen little chance of 
a cool reception from any true lovers of poetry 1m England (and 
thank Heayen im spite of no little base coin that has of late 
years been forecd into partial circulation, popular tiste 18 fast 
improving in this respect) who can tell the true ring of the mght 
mctal from the dull jingle of 1ts counterfeit ¢ est le ton que fart 
la musique ? 

In July 1861 he travelled mn Europe visiting this country as 
well as France Italy, and Switzerland In December 1862 he 
returned home and in 1854—5 he delivcrid a course of twelve 
ketures on the Brtish Poets, which met as it deserved, 4 
thoroughly appreciative reception On H W Longfellows re 
signation he succeeded hig brother poet at Harvard University in 
the chair of Professor of Modern Languagis and Belles Lettres 
To show the thorough earncstness of the man, wc may add that 
he then went again to Europe, where he studied for some time at 
Dresden and other places, to qualify himself for the officc 

As a wniter for Amrrican periodicals he hag distinguished 
himself, and the London Datdy News has been indebted to ins 
fertile pen for some of 1ts best Transatlantic communications 

Such a man is Lowell, whom we wish our rcaders to take 
to ther hearts as a poct pure and simple, who has never 
written a ne which—so far as its intention or tone goes—‘ dying 
he need wish to blot,’ as has betn truly observed by a discmmi 
nating English entic 
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In dealing with the sentiment of lov rither than with the 
passion he may not equal the expectations of those rcadcrs who 
prefer sc psuous strength to cthercal beauty In Ins sad under 
tones he goes straight to the 1 ountain of Te irs known bist tothows 
who have felt what it 15 to love and lose, to live to s¢¢ something 
thit had twined 10und the tendrils of ther heait drop out of 


thar hfe -- 
As it 1 lark should suddenly drop dead 
Whik the blu air yct trembled with its song 


But his sadness is a holy self purifying thing unhkc the 
wulng remorseful funereal miscry of Poe ‘The shadow of the 
erivey ird cypress may fall at tumcs ithwart Lowclls soul but 
with Tennyson he fcels the saurd truth of the lesson which God 
teaches by Sorrow s lore to the hearts of the bueied 


Tis bette: to have loved and lo t 
Llin never to have lovcd at all 


You can trace this spint in his Aegaecm and wheresocver you 
ein see that sorrow his pissed that way in a life wach the loss 
of his far young wit: herself a poetcos of promise some twelve 
years ago must hive dirkened 

Were we writing 1 1¢\icw m plice of an introduction we might 
have occasion uly to take exccptions to his m glect of compression 
We might remind him that as gold beaten out loses in bic wth and 
solidity what it gunsin length, so in author may indulge in wire 
drawing’ 1 fine idea till its strength is brol«n id its vilue 
deteriorated 

Be this as it may our task is done and if out readers derive 
half the pure heart refresling pleasure from a perus il of 1 owell s 
Poems that we ourselves have over and over again experienced 
they will have a reading of dehght, even as we hive had a 
labour of love 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 


THRENODIA 


Gonr, gone from us! and shall we see 
Those sibyl leavcs of destiny 
Those calm cyes nevermor: ? 
Those deep dark eyes so warm and bright 
Wherein the fortunes of the min 
Lay slumbering m prophetic hght 
In characters a child mght sean ? 
So bnght and gone forth utterly! 
O stern word—Nevermore ! 


The stars of those two gcntle eyes 
Will shine no more on cuth 
Quenched are the hopes thit hid their birth, 
As we watched them slowly 115e 
Stars of a mother s fate 
And shc would read them o er and ocr 
Pondcring as she sate 
Ovcr thar dear astrology 
Which she had conned and conned before, 
Deeming she needs must read anght 
What was writ so passing bright 
And yet, alas' she knew not why 
Her voice would falter in its song 
And tears would slide from out her «ve 
Silent as they were doing wrong 
O stern word—-Nevermore ! 


The tongué that scarce had learned to claim 
An cntrance to a mothers heart 
By that dear talisman, a mother’s name, 
Sleeps all forgetful of its art! 
1 loved to see the infant soul 
(How mighty in the weakness 
Of its untutored meekness ') 
Peep timidly from out its nest, 
His lips the while 
fluttering with half fledged words 

1 
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Or bushing to a smile 

That more than words expressed, 

When his glad mother on him stole 
And snatched him to her breast! 

O thoughts were brooding in those eyes 
That would have soarcd hke strong winged birds 
Far, far ito the skics 

Gladding the carth with song 

And gushing harmonics 

Had hc but tarred with us long! 

O stan word —Nevirmor: ! 


How pc iecfully they rest 
Crossfolded there 
Upon his httle bre asi 
Those small, white hands that ne’tr werc still before 
But «ver sported with his mother » hair 
Or the plum eross that on her breast shc wore! 
Her heart no more will be it 
To fecl the touch of that soft palm, 
That cver seemed 1 new surprisc, 
Sendin, glad thoughts up to her eyes 
To bless him with then holy elm — 
Swcct thoughts! they made her cyes as sweet 
How quit we the hinds 
Lhat wove those pleas int binds! 
But that they do not rise ind sink 
With his calm bre ithmg JT should think 
That he were dropped asleep 
Alas! too dcep too dep 
Ts this his slumber! 
Time seirce can number 
The years er. he will wake again 
O, may we sce his eychds open then! 
O stern word—Nevermor: ! 


A» thc airy gossame re 
Floating in the sunhght clear, 
Whur er it touchcth elingeth tightly, 
Round glossy leaf or stump unsightly, 
So from his sprint wandered out 
Tendrils spreading all about, 
Knitting all things to its thrall 
With a perfect love of all 
O stern word—Nevcrmore ! 


He did but float a httle way 
ah the stream of time, 
With dreamy cyes watching the ripples play, 
‘Or listenmg their faxry chme , pee 
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His slender sail 

Ne er felt the gale 

He did but float a httle way 
And putting to the shore 
Whik yet twas carly day 
Went calmly on his wiy 

Po dwcll with us no more! 
No jurring did he fe] 

No grating on his vessel] 5 hecl 
A strip of silvcr sand 

Minglcd thi waters with the land 
Where he was seen no more 

O stern wo.d—Nevermor ! 


Full short his journcy was no dust 
Of cirth unto his sandals clavi 
The weary weight that old mun must 
He bore not to the grave 
He «emed a eherub who hid lost his way 
And winderd hither so Ins stiy 
With us was short, and twas most mc t 
Phat he should be no delve: im carth s clod 
Nor need to pause and elc wnec his teed 
To stand be fore his God 
O blest word—Evcimore ! 


TIE SIRENS 


THF sevis lonely, the sev is dre iy, 
The sea 14 restless and uneasy 
Thou seckest quit, thou art weary 
Wandering, thou knowest not whither — 
Our little isk 1s grecn and bieecy 
Come and rest thee O come hither 
Come to this peaceful home of ours 
Where evermore 
The low west wind creeps panting up the shore 
To be at rest among the flowers 
Full of rest the green moss lifts, 
As the dark waves of the sea 
Draw in and out of 10cky rifts, 
Calling solemnly to thee 
With voices deep and hollow,— 
‘To the shore 
ollow' O follow! 
To be at rest for evermore ' 
For evermore !’ 


THE SIRENS 


Look how the gray old Ocean 

From the depth of his heart rejoices, 

Heaving with 1 gentle motion, 

When he hears our restful voices 

Tist how he sings in an under tonc, 

Chiming with our melody 

And all sweet sounds of earth and air 

Melt into one low voicc alone 

That murmurs ovei the weary sca, 

And seems to sing from everywhere — 

‘Here muyst thou harbour peacefully, 

Herc mayst thou rest from the aching oar 
Turn thy curved aa ashore 

And in our groen isle rest for evermore ' 

Tor evermore '’ 

And Echo half wakes in the wooded hill 
And to her heart so cilm and deep, 
Murmurs over 1n her sleep 

Doubtfully pausmg and murmuring still, 

‘ Evermore ! 
Thus on Lafe’s weary se. 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sweet from far ind near 
Fyer singing low and ele ir 
vei singing longingly 


Is it, not better here to be 

Than to be toiling late and soon ? 

In the dreary mght to see 

Nothing but the blood red moon 

Go up and down into the sea 

Or im the loneliness of day, 
To see the still seals only 

Solemnly lft their faces gray, 
Making it yet more lonely? 

Ts 1t not better than to hear 

Only the shdmg of the wave 

Beneath the plank, and feel so near 

A cold and lonely grave, 

A restless grave where thou shalt he 

Even in death unquietly ? 

Look down beneath thy wave worn bark 
Lean over the side and sec 

The leaden eye of the sidelong shark 

Upturned patiently, 

Ever waiting there for{thee 

Look down and s¢e those shapeless forms 
Which ever keep their dreamless sleep 
Far down within the gloomy deep 


IFHE SIRENS 


And only stir themselves in storms, 
Rising lke islands from beneath, 
And snorting through the angry spray 
As the frail vessel perisheth 
In the whirls of their unwieldy play 
Look down! Look down! 
Upon the seaweed shmy and dazk, 
That waves its arms so lank and brown, 
Beckoning for thec ' 
Look down beneath thy wise worn bark 
Into the cold depth of the se 1! 
Look down! Look down! 
‘Lhus on Life 5 lonely sea 
He areth the mauinere 
Voices sad, from fir ind new 
Ever singing full of fear, 
Ever singing drearfully 


Here all is pleasint as a dreim 
Ihe wind searce shaketh down the dew 
The grven grass floweth like 1 streim 
Into the occan 5 blue 
Listen! O listen! 
Hero 1s a gush of many streams 
A song of many birds 
And evei1y wish and longing seems 
Lulled to a numbered flow of words, — 
Listen! O listen! 
Here ever hum thc golden bees 
Underne ith full blossomed trees 
At once with glowing fruit and flowers crowned ,— 
The sand 18 so smogth, the yellow sand 
That thy heel will not grite as it touches the land, 
All around with 1 slumberous sound, 
The singing waves shde up the strand, 
And there where the smooth wet pebbles be, 
The waters gurgle longingly 
As if they fiin would seck the shore 
To be at rest from the ceaseless roar, 
To be at rest for evermore,-—— 
For evermore 
Thus, on Life » gloomy sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sweet, from far and near, 
F ver singing in his ear, 
‘Herc is rest and peace for thec '’ 
NANTASKEY July 1840 


IRFNE 


IRENE 


HFRrs 15 a spint deep and crystal clear 
Calmly beneath he: earnest face 1t hes, 
Free without boldness meck without a fear, 
Quicker to look than speak its sympathies 
Far down into her large and patient eyes 
I gaze dcep dmnking of the infimte 
As in the mid watch of a clear still mght 
I look into the fithomless blue skies 


So cireled lives she with Loves holy hght 
Thit from the shad of self she walheth fice 
The garden of her soul still heepeth she 
An Eden where the snake did never cuter 
She hith + naturil, wise sincerity 
A simple truthfulness and these have lent her 
A cigmty is moveless as the ccutre 
So thit no influenee of carth cin stir 
Her steadfast courige nor can take awry 
Lhe holy pe icefulness which mght and day 
Unto her quecnly soul doth minister 


Most gentlh 1s she hea luge charity 
(An all unwitting childhke gift in her) 
Not freer is to give than meek to bear 
And, though herself not unacquint with eciie 
Hath in her heart wide room for ul that be,—— 
Ter he wrt that hath no sccrets of 1ts own, 
But open is 1s cglantine full blown 
Cloudless for ever 1s het brow screne 
Speaking calm hope and trust within her whence 
Welleth 1 noiseless spring of patience 
That kecpcth all hei life so frosh, 40 green 
And full of holiness, that every look 
The greatness of her woman s soul revealing, 
Unto me bringeth blessing and 1 feeling 
As when I read in God’s own holy book 


A graciousness in giving that doth makc 
The small’st gift greatest and a scnsc most mech 
Of worthiness, that doth not fear to tike 
Irom others, but which always fears to spcak 
Its thanks 1n utterance, for the givers sake ,— 


IRENE 


The deop religion of a thankful heart, 

Which rests instanctavely im Heaven’s law 
With a full peacc, that never can de part 

From its own steadfastness —a holy awe 

kor holy things,—not those which men call holy, 
But such as aro revealéd to the eyes 

Of a true woman 8 soul bent down and lowly 
Beforc the tace of daily mysteries —- 

A love that blossoms soon, but ripens slowly 
To thc full goldenness of fruitful prime, 
Endurmg with a firmncss that defics 

All shillow tricks of cireumstance and time 
By a sure insight knowing where to cling 

And where it clingeth never withering — 
These we Trenés dowry which no f ite 

Cau shake from them serene decp builded st ate 


In scemg sympithy is hers which chastcneth 
No less than loveth seorning to be bound 
With fear of blame and yct which evor hastencth 
To pour the balm of hind looks on the wound, 
If they be wounds which such sweet te iching makes, 
Giving itself a pang for others soakes 
No wint of faith, thi chills with sidc long cye, 
Hath she no jealousy no Ie vite pridc 
That passeth by upon the other «id: , 
For in her soul there never dwelt o he 
Right from the hand of God her spimt came 
Unstained wd she hath ne’cr forgotten whence 
It cxme nor windered fir from thence 
But laboureth to keep her still the sime 
Near to her placc of bnth that shc may not 
Soil her white raiment with an earthly spot 


Yet gets she not her soul so steadily 
Above that she forgets her ties to earth, 
But her whole thought would almost seem to be 
How to make glad one lowly human hearth 
For with a gentle courage she doth strive 
In thought ind word and feeling so to live 
As to make earth next heaven and her heart 
Herein doth show its most exceeding worth 
That bearing in our frailty her just part, 
She hath not shrunk from evils of this life, 
But hath gone calmly forth into the strfc 
And all its sins and sorrows hath withstood 
With lofty strength of pati nt womanhood 


IRENL 


For this I love her great soul more than all, 
That, beng bound hke us with earthly thrall, 
She walks so bright and heaven hke therein,— 
Too wise, too meek, too womanly, to sin 


Like a Jone star through riven storm clouds seen 
By sailors, tempest toss d upon the sea 
Telling of rest and peaceful heavens nigh, 
Unto my soul her star like soul hath been 
Her sight as full of hope and calm to me — 
For she unto herself hath builded high 
A home se1ene wherein to lay hei head, 


Earth s noblest thing, 1 Wom in perfected 
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SLU NADL 


T nom the close shut windows glcams no spark 
The mght 18 chilly, the mght 1s dark 

[he poplars shiver fhe pine trees moan, 

My hair by the autumn breeze 1s blown, 
Under thy window I sing alone 

Alone, alone ah woe! alone! 


The darkness 15 pressing coldly around 
The windows shako with a lonely sound 
The stars are hid and the night 15 drear 
The heart of silence throbs in thinc ear, 
In thy chamber thou sittest alone, 
Alone alone, ah woe! alone! 


The world is happy, thc world 1s wide, 
Kind hearts are beating on every side 
Ah, why should we le so coldly curled 
Alone 1n the shell of this great world ? 
Why should we any more be alone? 
Alone, alone, ah woe! alone! 


O, tis a bitter and dreary word 

The saddest by mans ear ever heard ' 

We each are young, we each have a heart, 
Why stand we ever coldly apart ? 

Must we for ever then, be alone? 


Alone, alone, ah woe! alone! 
1840 


WITH A PRESSED I LOWEI 


WITH A PRESSED FLOWER 


Tus little flower from afar 

Hath come from other lands to thine 
Lor once, 11s white and drooping star 
Could see 1ts shadow in the Rhine 


Perchance some fair haired German maid 
Hath plucked one from the self same stalk, 
And numbered ove1, half afraid 

Its petals in hea evening walk 


‘ He loves me, loves me not she eries, 
He loves me more than ¢urth or heaven'’ 
And then glad tears have filled her eycs 
To find the numb r was uneven 


And thou must count its petals well 
Because 1t 18 a gift from me 

And the last one ot all shall tell 
Somcthing I’ve often told to thec 


But here at home where we were bon 
Thou wilt find flowers just as truc 
Down bending every summer morn 
With freshness of New England dew 


For Nature ever kind to love, 
Hath granted them the same sweet tongue, 
Whether with German skies above 


O1 here our granite rocks among 
1840 


THE BEGGAR 


A BFGGAR through the world am I — 
irom place to place I wander by 
Fill up my pilgrim s scrip for me, 
for Christ’s sweet suke and charity ' 


A hittle of thy steadfastness 

Rounded with leafy gracefulncss, 

Old oak, give me,— 

That the world s blasts may round me blow, 
And I yield gently to and fro, 

While my stout hearted trunk below 

And firm set roots unshaken be 


Some of thy stern, unyielding might, 
Endurmg still through day and night 
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THE BEGGAR 


Rude tempest shock and withering blight,— 
That I may keep at bay 

The changeful April sky of chance 

And the strong tide of circumstance,— 
Give me, old granite gray 


Some of thy pensiveness sereno, 

Some of thy never dying green, 

Put im this scnp of mine,— 

That grnefs may fall hke snow flakes light, 
And deck me in a robe of white, 

Ready to be an angel bright,— 

O sweetly mournful pine 


A little of thy merriment, 

Of thy sparkling ght content 
Give me, my cheerful brooh,— 

That I may still be full of glee 

And gladsomeness where er I be 
Though fickle fate hath prisoned me 
In some nt glected nook 


Ye have been very hind and good 

To me since I’ve been in the wood 
‘Le have gone mgh to fill my heart, 
But good bye, kind friends every one 
I vc far to go cre set of sun 

Of all good things I would have part, 
The day was high ere J could start, 
And so my journey’s scarce begun 


Heaven help me! how could I forget 
To beg of thee deur violet! 

Some of thy modesty 

That blossoms here as well, unseen 
As if beforc the world thou dst been, 


O, give to strengthen me 
1839 


MY LOVE 


I 
Nor ag all other women are 
Is she that to my soul 1s dear 
Her glorious fancies come from far, 
Beneath the silver evening star 
And yet her heart 1s ever near 


I 
Great feelings hath she of her own 
Which lesser souls may never know, 


MY LOVE 11 


God giveth them to her alone, 
And sweet they are as any tone 
Wherewith the wind mav choose to blow 


ir 
Yet in herself she dwelleth not 
Although no home were half so fair, 
No simplest duty 1s forgot 
Taft hath no dim and lowly spot 
That doth not in her sunshine share 


TV 
She docth little khindnesses, 
Which most leave undone, or despise 
For nought that sets one heart at case, 
And grvcth happiness or peace, 
Is low esteemed in her eyes 


s 
She hath no scorn of common things 
And, though she scem of other birth 
Round us hei heart entwincs and clings, 
And patiently she folds her wings 

To tread the humble paths of earth 


VI 
Blessmg she is God made her s0, 
And deeds of weekday holiness 
J all from her noiseless as the snow, 
Nor hith she ever chanced to know 
That aught wire casier than to bless 


vil 
She 1s most fair, and thereunto 
Her hf doth mghtly harmonize , 
Feeling or thought that was not truce 
Necr midc less beautiful the blue 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes 


VIII 
She 18 a woman ono im whom 
The spring time of her childish years 
Hath never lost its fresh perfume, 
Though knowing well tnat hfe hath room 
Tor many blights and many tears 


IX 
I love her with a love 48 still 
As a broad niver’s pexceful might 
Which, by high tower and lowly mill, 
Goes wandering at its own will, 
And yet doth ever flow arght 


12 MY LOVE 


x 
And, on its full, deep breast serene, 
Take quiet isles my duties he, 
It flows around them and between 
And makes them fresh and fair and green, 


Sweet homes wherein to hive and die 
1840) 


SUMMIR SLORM 


UnrruMu ous in the 11ve1 ele ar, 
Towards the sky §imige hangs the imaged bridge 
So still the air that I can hear 
The slender clirion of the unseen midge 
Out of the stillness with a gathering creep 
Like rising wind 1n Jeaves which now decreases, 
Now lulls now swills and all the while increases 
The huddhing tiimplc ot a drove of shee 
Tilts the loose planks ind then as oendiinlly ceases 
In dust on the othcr sule life s emblem deep, 
A confused noise betwecn two silcnces, 
Funding at last in dust precarious peace 
On the wide marsh the purple blossomed grasses 
Soak up the sunshine , sleeps the brimming tide 
Save when the wedge shapcd wake in silence passes 
Of some slow watir rat, whose sinuous ghde 
Wavers the long green sedge s shades from side to side 
But up the west, ikea rock shivcred surge 
Climbs a great cloud edged with sun whitened spray 
Huge whirls of foum boil toppling o er its verge 
And falling stillit seems, and yet 1t climbs alwaj 


Suddenly all the shy 15 Ind 
As with the shutting of a hd, 
One by one grcat drops are falling 
Doubtful and slow, 
Down the pane they are crookedly crawling, 
And thc wind breathes low, 
Slowly the circles widen on tho river, 
Widen and mingle one and all, 
Here and there the slenderer flowers shiver 
Struck by an icy 1a1n drop s fall 


Now on the hills I hear the thunder mutter, 
The wind 1s gathering 1n the west, 
The upturned leaves first whiten and flutter, 
hen drvuop to a fitful rest , 
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Up from the stream with sluggish flap 
Strugg]cs the gull and floats away , 
Nearer and nearer rolls the thunder clap — 
We shall not see the sun go down to day 
Now leaps the wind on the sleepy marsh 
And tramplcs the grass with terrified fi et 
The startled river turns leaden and harsh 
You can hear the quick heart of the tempest Li +t 


Look ' look ' that livid flash ! 
And instantly tollows thc ratthnog thunder 
As 1f some cloud crag spht asunder 
Fell, sphntering with a ruinous crash 
On the Earth, which crouches in silence under 
And now a solid gray wall of ram 
Shuts off the landscape, mile by mile 
For a breath s space I see the blue woed agaim 
And ere the next heart beit the wind hurled pil 
That seemcd but now a league aloof 
Bursts crackhng ocr the sun parchid roof 
Against the windows the storm comes dashing 
Lhrough tattered fohage the hul tcars erishing 
The blue hghtning flashes 
The rapid hail clashes 
The white waves are tumbling, 
And in one baffled roar, 
Like the toothless sea mumbling 
A rock bnstled shore 
The thunder 1s rumbling 
And crashing and crumbling — 
Will silence rcturn never more ? 


Hush! Stijl uw death 
The tempest holds his breath 
As from a sudden will 
The rain stops short but from the eaves 
‘You see 1t drop and hear 1t fiom thc leaves 
All 1s so bodingly stall 
Again, now now again 
Plashes the rain in heavy goute 
The cnnkled hghtning 
Seems ever brightening, 
And loud and long 
Again the thundcr shouts 
His battle song — 
One quiviring flash 
One wildemng crash, 
Followed by silence dead and dull, 
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SUMMER STORM 


As if the cloud, let go, 
Leapt bodily below 

To whelm the earth in one mad overthrow, 
And then a total lull 


Gone, gone, sv soon ! 
No more my half crazed fancy there 
Can shape a giant in the air, 
No more I sec his streaming hai 
The writhing portent of his form — 
The pale and quict moon 
Mak:s her calm forehead bare 
And the last fragments of the storm, 
Like shattered mgging trom a fight at s¢ 1, 


Silent and few, arc dmfting ovc1 me 
1839 


ITOVE 


Trur Love w but + humble low born thing 

And hath 1ts food served up im earthenware 

Tt 1s a thing to walk with, hand in hand, 

Through thc every dayness of this work day world 
Baring 1ts tendcr feet to every roughness, 

Yet lettmg not one heart beat go astray 

From Beauty s law of plainness and content— 

A simple, fireside thuug, whose quiet smile 

Can warm earths poorest hovel to 1 home 

Which, when our iwtumn cometh as 1t must 

And hfe in the chill wind shivers bare and leaficss 
Sh ill still be blest with Indian summer youth 

In bleak November and, with thankful heart 
Smile on its amp stores of garnered fruit 

As full of sunshine to our aged eycs 

As when it nursed the blossoms of our spring 
Such 1s true Love, which steals into the heart 
With feet as silent as the hghtsome dawn 

That kisses smooth the rough brows of the dark 
And hath its will through blissful gentleness, — 
Not hike a rocket, which, with savage glare 
Whirrs suddenly up, then bursts, and leaves the night 
Painfully quivering on the dazed cyes 

A love that gives and takes, that seeth faults, 

Not with flaw seeking cyes like needle points, 

But loving-kindly ever looks them down 

With the o’ercoming faith of meek forgiveness , 

A love that shall be new and fresh each hour, 

As 18 the golden mystery of sunset, 
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Or the sweet coming of the evening star, 
Alike, and yet most unlike, every day, 
And seeming ever best and fairest now , 
A love that doth not kneel for what it seeks, 
But faces Truth and Beauty as their peer, 
Showimg its worthiness of noble thoughts 
By a clear sense of inward nobleness 
A love that in 1ts object findcth not 
All grace and beauty and cnough to sate 
Its thirst of blessing but in all of good 
Yound there 1t sees but Heaven granted types 
Of good and beauty in the soul of man 
And traces in the simplest heart that beats, 
A. family hkencss to 1ts chosen one 
That claims of 1t the mghts of brotherhood 
For love 1s blind but with the fleshly eye 
That $0 its inner sight may be more clear 
And outward shows of beauty only so 
Are noedful at the first as is 1 hand 
To guide and to uphold an infints steps 
Great spirits ned them not their earnest look 
Prerces the body s misk of thin disguise, 
And beauty cver is to them rev aud 
Behind the unshapelu st meanest lump of clay, 
With arms outstretched and eager face vbluze, 
Yearning to be but undcrstood and loved 
1840 


TO PERDITA, SINGING 


Tuy voice w like a fountain 
Leaping up in clear moonshu 
Silver, silver, ever mounting, 
Ever sinking, 
Without thinking, 
To that brimful he art of thine 


Every sad and happy feelang 
Thou hast had i by eane years 
Through thy lps come stealing, stealing 
Clear and low, 
All thy smiles and all thy tears 
In thy voice awaken, 
And sweetness, wove of Joy and woe, 
From their teaching 1t hath taken 
Feehng and musi move together, 
Inke a swan and shadow evr 
Heaving on a sky blue nver 
In a day of cloudless weather 
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TO PEPDITA, SINGING 


Tt hath canght a touch of sadness, 
Yet it 18 not sad, 
It hath tones of clearest gladness, 
Yet it 18 not glad 
A dim sweet, twilight voice it 18 
Where to day’s accustomed blue 
Is over grayed with memori s, 
With starry feelings quivercd through 


Thy voice 1s hke a fountain 
(aping up in sunshine bright, 
And I never wi iry counting 
Its clear droppings lone and single 
Or when an one full gush they mmgle 
Shooting 1n mclodious hght 


Thine 18 music such as yields 
kcelings of old brooks and fields 
And around this pent up room 
Sheds a woodland tree perfume 
O thus for ever sing to mc ! 
O thus for ever! 


The green, bright grass of childhood bring to mx 
blowing hke an cmerald river 
And the bright blue skics above ! 
O sing them back 1s fresh as ever, 
Into the bosom of my love - 
The sunshine and the merriment 
The unsought evergreen content 
Of that never cold timc, 
The joy that hke a clear breeze went 
Through and through the old time '! 


Peace sits within thine eyes 
With white hands crossed in joyful rest 
While, through thy lips and face amse 
The melodies from out thy breast 
She sits and sings 
With folded wings 
And white arms crost, 
‘Weep not for passed things, 
They are not lost 
The beauty which the summer time 
O er thine opening spirit shed, 
The forest oracles sublime 
That filled thy soul with joyous dre id, 
The scent of every smallest flowcr 
That made thy heart sweet for an hour,— 
Lea every holy influence 
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blowing to thee, thou knewest not whence, 
In thine eyes to-day 1s secn, 
Fresh as it hath ever been 
Promptings of Nature bc ckonings sweet, 
Whatever led thy childish feet 
Still will linger unawares 
The guiders of thy silver haus 
Evcry look and every word 
Which thou givest forth to day 
Tell of the singing of the bird 
Whose music stilled thy boyish play 


Thy voice 1s hkhe a fountain, 
Twinkling up in shirp starlight, 
When the moon behind the mountain 
Dims the low Fast with funtest white 
Fvyer darkling 
Ever sparkling 
We know not 1f tis dutk or bight 
But, when the great moon hith rolled round 
And sudden slow its olemn power 
Grows from behind its black, clear edged bound, 
No spot of dark the fountain ke epeth 
But swift as openmg cyelds leapeth 
Into a waving silver tlower 
1841 


THE MOON 


My soul wis lke the sea, 
Bcfore the moon was mad 

Moaning in vague immcnsity, 
Of its own strength afraid, 
Unrestful ind unstaid 


Through every mft it foamed in vain 
About its earthly prison 
Seeking somc unknown thing in pain 
And sinking restless bick again 
Fo. yet no moon hid risen 
Its only voice a vast dumb moan, 
Of utterless anguish speaking 
It lay unhopefully alone 
And lived but 1n an aimless seeking 


So was my soul but when ’twas full 
Of unrest to o erloading, 
A voice of somcthing beautiful 
Whispered a dim forcboding, 
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THT MOON 


And yet so soft, so sweet, so low, 
It had not more of joy than woe 
And 1s the sea doth oft le still, 
Making its waters meet, 
As 1f by an unconscious will, 
For the moon’s silver feet 
So lay my soul within mine eycs 
When thou its guardian mvon didst rise 
And now howe’er its waves above 
May toss and seem uneaseful, 
One strong, eternal law of Love, 
With guidince sure and peaceful, 
As calm and naturil as bre ith 
Moves its great deeps through hfe and death 


REMEMBERED MUSIC 
A FRAGMLNT 


Tick rusHING lke .n ocean vast 
Of bisons the far praine shaking 

The notes crowd heavily and fast 

As surfs, one plunging while the last 
Draws seawird trom its fowmy breaking 


Or in low murmurs thcy began 
Rising and msing momently, 

As oera harp A*ol1in 

A fitful breeze, until they ran 
Up to a sudden ecstasy 


And then hke minute drops of raan 
Ringing 1n water silverly, 

They lingering dropped and dropped again 

Till it was almost lake a pain 


To listen when thc next would bc 
1840 


SONG 
TOM 1 


A tty thou wast when I saw thee first 
Ahly bud not opened quite, 
That hourly grew more pure and white, 
By morning and noontide, and evening nursed 
In all of nature thou hadst thy share 
Thou wast waited on 
By the wind and sun, 
The rain and the dew for thee took care , 
It seemed thou never couldst be more fair 
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A hly thou wast when I saw thec first, 
A lily bud but O how strange, 
How full of wonder was the chang 
When ripe with all sweetness, thy full bloom burst ' 
How did the tears to my glad eyes start, 
When the woman flower 
Re ached its blossoming hour 
And I saw the warm deeps of thy golden heart! 


tlad death may pluck thee but never before 
The gold dust of thy bloom divine 
Hith dropped from thy he wt mto mine, 
Lo qmcken its faint germs of he ivenly lorc 
Jor no brecze comes mgh thee but carries uw iy 
Some impulses bright 
Of fragraner and lght 
Which fill upon souls that ure lone ind astray 
Lo plant fruitful hopes of the flowar of day 


ALLEGRA 


I wovutp more natures were hkc thine, 
That nevcr casts 1 glance lx fore — 
Thou Hebe who thy heart s bmght wine 

So livishly to al] dost pour 
That wc who drink forget to pine, 
And «in but dieim of bliss in store 


Thou canst not sce a shide in hfe 
With sunward instinct thou dost ris« 

And le wing clouds below at strife 
Garvest undazzld ut the skies 

W ‘yh all thei: blazing splendours rife, 
A Magtul lurk with eagles eyes 


Thou wast some founding whom the Hours, 
Nursed laughing with the milk of Mnth 
Some influence more gay than ours 
Hath ruled thy nature from its birth, 
As if thy natal stars were flowers 
That shook their 4¢eds round thec on ¢ irth 


And thou, to lull thine infant rcst 
Wast cradled like an Indian child 
All pleasant winds from south and west 
ith lullabies thine ears beguiled 
Rocking thee in thine ortole’s nest, 
Till Nature looked at thee and -miled 
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ALLIGRA 


Thine every fancy secms to borrow 

A sunhght from thy childish yeas, 
Making a golden cloud of sorrow 

A. hope ht rainbow out of tears — 
Thy heart w certain of to morrow 

Though yond to diy 1t never peers 


I would more natures were like thme, 
So innocently wild and free, 

Whos sad thoughts, even, leap and shine, 
Like sunny wavelets in the sea 

Making us mindless of the brine, 
In gazing on the brilliancy 


THE FOUNTAIN 


Intro the sunshine 
Full of the light 
Leaping and flashing 
From morn till night! 


Into the moonlight 
Whiter than snow 

Waving so flower hke 
When the winds blow! 


Into the starhght 
Rushing 1n spray 

Happy at midnight 
Happy by day' 

Eyer in motion 
Bhthesome and cheery 
Still climbing heavenward, 

Never aweary — 


Glad of ill weatheis, 
Still seeming best 
Upward or downward, 

Motion thy rest — 


Full of a nature 
Nothing can tame, 
Changed every moment, 
Ever the same —. 


Ce iseless aspiring, 
Ceaseless content, 

Darkness or sunshine 
Thy element ,— 


THE FOUNTAIN 21 


Glorious fountain ' 
Let my heart be 

Iresh, changeful constant, 
Upwird, lhik« thee! 


ODF 


I 
In the old days of awe ind heen eyed wonder, 
The Poct’s song with blood warm truth wis rite 
He saw the mysti res which circle under 
Fhe outward shell and shin of daaly life 
Nothing to him were fleeting time and fashion, 
His soul was led by the eternal law 
There was in him nc hope of fame, no passion, 
But with culm godhke eyes he only saw 
He did not sigh o er heroes deid and buried, 
Chief mourner at the Golden Ages he irse 
Nor d¢em that souls whom Charon grim had ferried 
Alone were fitting themes of epic versc 
He could bi heve the promise of to morrow 
And feel the wondrous mcaning of to day , 
He had a dtcper frith in holy sorrow 
Thin the worlds seeming loss could take away 
To know the heart of all things was his duty 
All things did sing to him to mikc him wi%x 
And with a sorrowful and conquering beauty 
The soul of 1] looked grindly from his eyes 
Ife gazed on all within him and without him 
He watched the flowing of Tim: s steady tide, 
And shipes of glory floated all about him 
And whispcred to him, and he prophesied 
Than all men he more fiailcss was and freea, 
And all his brethien emed with one accord,— 
‘Behold the boly man! Behold the Secr! 
Ham who hith spokcn with the unseen Lord!’ 
H: to his heart with large embrace had taken 
The universal sorrow of mankind, 
And from that root, a shelter nevcr shaken, 
The tree of wisdom grew with sturdy rind 
He eould interpret well the wondrous voices 
Which to the calm and silent spirit come 
He knew that the One Soul no more rejoices 
In the stars anthem than the insect s hum 
He in hys heart was ever meek and humble, 
And yet with hingly pomp his numbers ran, 
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As he foresaw how all things false should crumble 
Before the free uplifted soul of man 
And when he was made full to overflowing 
With all the lovcliness of heaven and earth 
Out rushed his song like moltcn iron glowing 
To show God sitting by the humblest hearth 
With calmest courage he was ever ready 
To teach that iction was the truth ot thought, 
And with stiong irm ind puipos firm and steady, 
An anchor for the drifting world he wrought 
So did he make the me wnt st man partaker 
Of all his brother gods unto him gave, 

All souls did reverence him and name him Maker, 
And when he died heaped temples on his grave 
And still his deathless words of Ment ale Swimming 

Serene throughout the grcat deep infinite 
Of human soul unwining ind undimmuing, 
Lo cheer ind guide the maziner at mght 


Ir 
But now the Poct 14 un empty rhymcr 

Who hes with idle (lbow on the grass 
And fits his singing like 1 cunning, timer, 

To all mens prides and fancies as they pass 
Not his the song which in its mctre holy 

Chimes with the music of the eternal stars 
Humbhneg the tyrint lifting up the lowly 

And sending sun through thc souls prison bars 
Maker no more,—O no! unmaker rather 

Lor he unmakcs who doth not all put forth 
The power given by our loving Father 

To show the body’s dross the spirit s worth 
Awake! ereit spirit of the ages olden! 

Disperse the mists that hide thy starry lyre 
And let mans soul be yet again beholden 

To thce tor wings to soar to her desire 
O prophesy no more to morrow s splendour, 

Be no more shame faced to speak out for Truth, 
Lay on her alta all the gushings tender, 

Lhe hope the fire the loving faith of youth! 
O prophesy no more the Maker s coming 

Say not his onward footsteps thou canst hear 
In the dim void, lke to the awful humming 

Of the greit wings of some ncw hghtcd sphere ' 
O prophesy no more but be the Poet! 

This longing was but granted unto thee 
That, when all beauty thou couldst feel and know it, 

That beauty in its highest thou couldst be 
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O, thou who moanest tost with sealike longings, 
Who dimly hearest voices call on thee 
Whosc soul is overfilled with mighty throngimgs 
Of love and fcar and glorious agony, 
Thou of the toil strung hinds and iron sinews 
And soul by Mother Farth with freedum ted 
In whom the hero spirit yet continues 
Che old frce nature is not chained or dead 
Arousc ! it thy soul break in musx thunder 
Tet loose the ocean that 14 im thee pent 
Pour forth thy hop: thy feu thy love thy wonder, 
And tell the age whit all its signs have me int 
Where er thy wildercd crowd of }iethren jostles 
Where er ther: lingers but a shadc of wrong, 
Phere stillis need of martyrs md apostles 
There still ire t xts for never dying song 
From age to igc man» stall aspiring spirit 
Tinds wider seope and sees with cle aer eyes 
And thou in Jar ier me isure dost inhe2it 
Whit made thy gre it forerunners free ind wise 
Sit thou enthroned wher« the Poet + mountain 
Above the thunder hfts its silent pe ik 
And roll thy songs down lhe a githering fountain, 
Lhat all miy drink and find the rest they seck 
Sing! theirc shill silence grow in carth und he iven, 
A silence of dcep awe ind wondering 
Lor hstening glidly bend the ingels even 
lo hear « mortal ke an umgel sing 


Ut 
Among the toil worn poor my soul 18 seeling 
For one to bring thc Make2 3 nime to hght, 
‘Lo be the voice of thit almighty speaking 
Which every age deminds to do 1t right 
Pioprietics our silken birds cnviron 
He who would be the tongue of this wide land 
Must string his hirp with chords of sturdy iron 
And strike 1t with a toil embrowned hind 
One who hath dwelt with Nature well attended 
Who hath learnt wisdom from her myst books 
Whose soul with all her countless hves hath blended 
So that all beauty uwes us mm his looks, 
Who not with body s waste his soul hath pampered 
Who as the cleir northwestern wind 1s free, 
Who walks with orm s observances unhampered, 
And follows the One Will obediently 
Whose eyes, hke windows on a breezy summit, 
Control a lovely prospect every way 
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Who doth not sound God + sea with earthly plummet, 
And find a bottom still of worthless clay 
Who heeds not how the low:r gusts are working 
Knowing that one surc wind blows on above, 
And sces, beneath thc foulest faces lmking 
One God built shrine of rc vercnce and love 
Who sees all stars that wheel their shining maichcs 
Around the centre fixed of Destiny 
Where the cneircling soul serene o e1arches 
I'he moving globe of being hke a shy 
Who feels that God and Heaycns great deeps are nearer 
Him to whose heart ns fellow man is mgh, 
ho doth not hold his souls own frcedom dcarer 
Lhan that of all his biethicn low or high 
Who to the Rag ht cm fel himsclf the truer 
J or being gently patient with the Wion,, 
Who sees u brother in the cvildoer 
And finds in Tove the he uts blood of his song 
his this 1s he for whom the world is waiting 
Jo sing the be stings of its mighty heart 
Too long hith it been pitient with the grating 
Of serannel pipes and he wd at misnimed Art 
To him the smiling soul of min shall hsten 
Laying ywhile its crown of thorns aside 
And once again in every cye shall glisten 
Thc glory of a nature 5 itished 
His verse shall have 1 gmiewt) commanding motion 
Heaving and swelling with v melody 
Learnt of the shy the izisvcr and the ocean 
And ul the purc majestic things that be 
Awake, then, thou' we pine tor thy great presence 
To makc us feel the soul once moze sublime, 
We are of fir too infinite in cssence 
To rest contcnted with the lics of Time 
Speak out! and lo' a hush of deepest wonder 
Shall sink o er all this many voiced secne, 
As when a sudden burst of rittling thunder 


Shatters the blueness of a sky serene 
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THE FATHERLAND 


Wenz is the true mans fithcrland ? 
Js 1t where he by chance 1s born ? 
Doth not the yearning spirit scorn 

In such scant borders to be spanned ? 

O, yes! his futhcrland must be 

As the blue heaycn wide ind free! 
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Js it. alone where freedom. 1s 
ere God 1s God and man 1s man ’ 
Doth he not claim a broader spin 
For the soul’s love of home thin this ? 
O yes! lus fatherland must be 
As the bine heaven wide and trec! 


Where er a human heart doth wear 
Joy’s myrtle wreath or sorrow s gyvcs 
Wherecr a human spirit stitves 

After 1 hfe more true and fair 

Therc 16 the true mans birthplace grind 

His is a world wide fitherlind'! 


Where’cr a single slave doth pine, 
Where cr onc man may help another — 
Think God for such a birthright brother 
That spot of carth 15 thine and mine ! 
‘Lhere is the truc mans birthplace grand 
Has 1s vy world wide fithcrlind ' 


Tk FORTORN 


I's mghtas dark, the stinging, sleet 
Swept by the bitte: gusts of air 

Drives whistling down the lonely street, 
And stiffens on the pavement bare 


Lhe street lamps flire and struggle dim 
Phrough the white slect eionds as they piss, 
Or governed by a boisterous whim, 
Drop down ind rattle on the glass 


Onc poor heart brol«n outeast gil 
Faces the east winds searching flaws, 
And as about her heart they whirl 
Her tattered cloak moie tightly draws 


The flat brick walls look cold and bleak, 
Her bare feet to the sidewalk fretezc , 

ct dares she not a shelter seek 
Though faint with hunger and disease 


The sharp storm cuts her forchead barc, 
And, piercing through her garments thin, 

Beats on her shrunken breast and there 
Makes colder the cold heart within 


She lingers where a ruddy glow 
Streams outward through an open shutter, 
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Aiding more bitterness to woe, 
More lonenesg to desertion utter 


One half the cold she had not felt, 
Until she saw this gush of hght 
Spread warmly forth, ind seem to melt 
Its slow way through the deadening night 


She heirs a womans voice within, 

Singing sweet words her childhood knew, 
And ycars of misery ind sin 

Furl off, and leave her heaven blue 


Her freczing heart like one who sinks 
Outweanmed in the drifting snow, 

Drowses to deadly sl ep and thinks 
No longer of its hopeless woe 


Old fields and clear blue summer days, 
Old meadows green with grass and trees 

That shimmer through the trembling haze 
And whitcn in the westcrn breeze — 


Old fices —all the friendly past 
Riscs within her he rt agin 

And sunshme from her childhood cast 
Makcs summer of the icy ram 


Enhaloed by a mild wirm glow 
irom 1l1 humanity apart 

She he srs old footsteps wand: ring slow 
Through the lone chambers of her heart 


Outside the porch before the door 

Her check upon the cold, hard stone, 
She hes, no longer foul and poor, 

No longer dreary and alone 


Next morning something heavily 
Against the opening door did weigh, 

And there from gin and sorrow free, 
A woman on the threshold lay 


A smile upon the wan hips told 
That she had found « ealm release, 
And that from out the want and cold, 
The song had borne her soul in peacc 


For, whom the heart of man shuts out, 
Sometimes the heart of God takes 1n, 
And fences them all round about 
With silence ’mid the world’s loud din 


THE FORLORN oT 


And one of his great charities 
Is Music and 1t doth not scorn 
To close the lds upon the cyes 
Of the polluted and forlorn 


Yar was she from her childhood s home, 
Farther in guilt had wandered thenc, 
Yet thither 1t had bid her come 
To die in maiden innocencc 
1842 


MIDNIGH1 


Tus moon shines white and silent 
On the mist, which, hke a tide 
Of some enchanted ocean 
O er the wide marsh doth glide, 
Spreading its ghost-hke billows 
Silently far and wide 


A vague and starry magic 
Makes all things mysteres, 
And lures the earth s dumb spirit 

Up to the longing shite s,— 
I seem. to hear dim whispers 
And tremulous replics 


lhe firethes v er the meadow 
In pulses come and go 

The elm tries heavy shadow 
Waighs on the griss bclow 

And faintly from the distance 
The dreaming cock doth crow 


All things look strange und mystic, 
The very bushes swell 

And take wild shapes and motions, 
As if beneath a spell,—- 

They seem not the same hilacs 
biom childhood known so well 


The snow of deepest silence 
O’er everything doth fall, 
So beautiful and quiet, 
And yet so lke a pall,— 
As if all hf were ended, 
And rest were come to all 


O, wild and wondrous midnight, 
There 1s a might 1n thee 
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‘Lo make the charmed body 
Almost hke spirit be, 
And give 1t some faint glimpses 


Of immortality ' 
1842 


A PRAYER 


Gop! do not let my loved onc die 
But rather wait until tne time 

That I am grown 1n purity 
Enough to entcr thy pure chime, 

Then take me, I will gladly go 

So that my love remain below! 


O, let her stay! She is by birth 

What I through death must learn to be 
We necd her more on our poor earth 

Than thou cinst need m heaven with thee 
She hath her wings already I 
Must burst this earth shell ere I fly 


Then God, take mc' We shall be near 
More near than ever each to eich 
Her angel ears will find morc clear 
My hcavenly than my earthly speech 
And still, as I draw mgh to the 


Her soul and mine shall closer be 
1841 


THER TWLRITAGE 


Tuk rich man s son inhents lands, 
And piles of brick, and stone, and gold 
And he inherits soft white hands, 
And tender flesh that fears the cold, 
Nor dares to wear a garment old, 
A heritage, 1t seems to me, 
One scarce would wish to hold in fee 


The rich man’s son inhemts cares , 
The bank may break the factory burn 

A breath may burst his bubble sharcs, 
And soft white hands could hardly carn 
A hving that would serve his turn 

A henitage, 1t seems to me 

One scarce would wish to hold 1n fee 
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The rich min s son inherits wants, 
Fis stomach craves for dainty fare, 
With sated heart, he hears the pants 
Of torling hinds with brown arms bare, 
And wearies m his easy chair 
A heritage, 1t seems to me, 
One seaice would wish to hold m fee 


What doth the poor man’s son inherit ? 
Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, 

A hardy frame 1 hardier spirit 
King of two hands he dves his part 
In every useful toi] and art 

A heritage it seems to me 

A king might wish to hold in fee 


What doth the poor man’s son inhent ? 
Wishcs o erjoyed with humble things 

A rank adjudged by toil won me rit 
Content that from «employment springs 
A heart that m his labour sings 

A heritage 1t stems to me 

A king, rught wish to hold in fre 


What doth u poor man gs son inherit ¢ 
A paticnes learned of being poor 
Courag: if sorrow come, to bear it 
A fellow feeling thit 1s sure 
To mvkc the outeist bless his door, 
A heritage 1t seems to me 
A. king nnght wish to hold in fee 


O, rich mans son? there is a tor 
That with all others level stands 
Large chanty doth never soil 
But only whiten soft white hands — 
This 1s the best crop from thy lands, 
A. heritage, 1t secms to be, 
Worth being mech to hold im fee 


O, poor mans son' scorn not thy state , 
‘Lhere is worse wi ariness than thine, 
In merely bemg rich and great 
Toil only gives the soul to shine, 
And makes rest fragrant ind benign 
A heritage, 1t seems to me 
Worth being poor to hold in fee 


Both, heirs to some sx feet of sod, 
Are equal in the earth at last 
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Both, children of the same dear God, 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of a well filled past , 

A heritage it seems to me, 

Well worth a life to hold m foc 


THE ROSE 


A BALLAD 


In his tower sat the poct 
Gazing on the roaring sea 
Takc this rosc,’ he sighed ‘and throw it 
Whuore there s none that love th me 
On the rock the billow bursteth 
And sinks back intu the seas 
But im vain my spirit thirsteth 
So to burst and be at «ase 
Take O sea! the tendcr blossom 
That hath lain against my breast 
On thy black and angry bosom 
It will find a surer rest 
Lrf 1s vain and love 1s hollow 
Ugly death stands there behind 
Hatc and seorn and hung«r follow 
Him that toileth for his kind 
Forth into the mght he hurled it 
And with bitter smile d3d mark 
How the surly tempest whirled it 
Swift mto the hungry dark 
}oam and spray drive bick to leeward, 
And the gal with dreary monn, 
Dnifts the helpless blossom seaw ird, 
Through the breakers all alonc 
II 
Stands a maidcn, on the morrow, 
Musing by the wave beat strind, 
Half in hope and half in sorrow, 
Tracing words upon the sand 
‘Shall I ever then be hold him 
Who hath been my life so long — 
Ever to this sick heart fold him,— 
Be the spirit of his song? 
Touch not, see the blessed letters 
I have traced upon thy shore, 
Spare his name whose spirit fetters 
Maine with love forevermore !’ 


THE ROSE 


Swells the tide and overflows it, 
But, with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a littl: rose and throws it 
Humbly at the maiden s feet 
Full of bliss she takes the token, 
And, upon her snowy breast 
Soothes the ruffled petals broken 
With the occan s fierce unrcst 
‘Love is thine O heart! and surely 
Peace shall also be thine own, 
For the heart that trusteth purely 
Never loug can pine alone’ 


1m 
In his tower sits the poet, 
Blisscs new and strange to him 
i] his heart and overflow it 
With a wonder sweet and dim 
Up the beach the occ an shideth 
With a whisper of delight, 
And the moon 1n silence glideth 
Through the peaceful blue of night 
Rippling o cr the poet s shoulder 
blows a maiden’s golden har, 
Maiden hps with love grown bolder, 
Kiss his moon ht forehead bare 
Life 1s joy, and love 1s power, 
Death all fetters doth unbind, 
Strength and wisdom only flower 
When we toil for all our kind 
Hope 1s truth,—the future giveth 
More than present takes away, 
And the soul for ever hveth 
Nearer God from day to day’ 
Not a word the maiden uttered, 
Fullest hearts are slow to speak, 
But a withered rose leaf fluttered 
Down upon the poet s cheek 


A LEGEND OF BRITTANY 


PART FIRST 
I 
Fair as 2 summer dream was Margaret— 
Such dream as in a poet’s soul might start, 
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Musing of uld loves while the moon doth set 
Her hair was not more sunny than her heart, 
Though hke a natural golden coronet 
It circled her dear head wth cdreless art 
Mocking the sunshine, that would fin have Ient 
To its frank grace a mchcr ornament 


re 
His loved ones eyes could poet ever sperk, 
So kind so dew; ind so dcep were hers,— 
But while he stiives the choicest phrase too work, 
Their glad rc flection m his spirit blurs 
As one may sce a dream dissolve and bre tk 
Out of his grasp when he to tell 1t stirs 
Inke that sad Dryad doomed no mute to bless 
The mortal who icvealcd her loycliness 


IIT 
She dwelt for ceva in aremon bight 
Peopled with living fancies of her own 
Where nought could come but visions of dehght 
bar far aloof from earth’s eternal moan 
A summcr cloud thmlled through with rosy light 
Floating beneath the bluc sky all alone, 
Her spirit wandercd by itself and won 
A golden edge from some unsetting sun 


IV 
The heart grows niche: that its lot 19 poor — 
God blesses want with larger sympathies,— 
Lovc enters gladhest it the humble door 
And makes the cot a palace with his cyes ,~— 
So Margaret s heart a softer beauty wore 
And grew in gentleness and patience wise, 
For she was but a simple herdsman’s child 
A hiy chance sown 1n the rugged wild 
v 
Thero was no beauty of the wood or field 
But she its fragrant bosom sceret knew, 
Nor any but to her would freely y1cld 
Some grace that in her soul took root and grew 
Nature to her glowed ever new revealed, 
All rosy fiesh with innocent morning dew, 
And looked into her heart with dim, sweet eyes 
That left it full of sylvan memories 
VI 


O, what a face was hers to bnghten light, 
And give back sunshine with an added glow 
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To wile each moment with a fresh delight, 

And part of memory’s best contentment grow ' 
O, how her voice, as with an inmate s right, 

Into the strangest heart would welcome go, 
And make it sweet, and ready to become 
Of white and gracious thoughts the chosen hom« '! 


vit 

None looked upon her but he straightway thought 
Of ill the grecnest depths of country cheer, 

And into each ones heart was freshly brought 
What was to him the sweetest time of year 

So was her every look and motion fraught 
With out of door delights and forest lere , 

Not the first violet on a woodland lea 

Seemed a more visible gift of Spring than she 


VI 
Is love learned only out of poets books ? 
Is there not somewhat in the dropping flood, 
And 1n the nunnerics ot silent nooks, 
And in the murmured longing of the wood, 
That could makc Mirgaret dream of lovelorn looks, 
And stir a thrilling mystery in hei blood 
More trembly seeret than Auroras tear 
Shcd in the bosom of an eplatcrie ? 


1x 
kull many 1 sweet forewarning hath the mind 
Lull many a whispering, of v igue desne 
Ere comcs the nature destined to unbind 
Its virgin zone and ill its deeps mspire,— 
Low stirrings in the leaves, before the wind 
Wakes all the giccn strings of the torest lyre 
Faint heatings m the calyx, err the rose 
Its warm voluptuous breast doth all unclose 


x 
Long 1m its dim 1ecesses pines the spnit 
Wildercd and dark despainingly alone, 
Though many 1 shape of beauty wander near it, 
And many a wild and half 1emembered tone 
Tremble from the divine abyss to cheer it, 
Yct still it knows that thore 1s only one 
Before whom it can kneel and tribute bmng, 
At once a happy vassal and a hing 


XI 
To teel a want, yet scarce know what 1t 18, 
To seek one nature that is always new, 
3 


34 


oo 








A LEGEND OF BRITTANY 


Whose glance 18 warmer than another s kiss 
Whom we ean bare our inmost beauty to, 
Nor feel deserted afterwards —for this 
But with our destined co mate we can do,-— 
Such longing instinct fills the mghty scope 
Of the young soul with one myst: rious hope 


XI 
So Margaret s heart giew brimmimg with the lore 
Of love 8 enticing secrets, and although 
She had found none to cast it down before, 
Yet oft to J ancy s chapel she would go 
To pry hcr vows and count the rosary ocr 
Of her love s promised graces —haply so 
Miranda > hope had pictured 1 crdinand 
Long ere the gaunt wave tossed him on the strand 


XIII 

A new made star that swims the loncly gloom, 
Unwedded yet and longing for the sun, 

Whose beams the bmde gifts of the lavish groom 
Bhthely to crown the virgin pl inet run 

Hei being was watching to see the bloom 
Of love s fresh sunrise 10ofing one by one 

Its clouds with gold atnumph arch to be 

For him who eime to hold her heart in fee 


NIV 
Not far from Marg ucts cottage dwelt 1 knight 
Of the proud Lemplais, 1 sworn celib ite, 
Whoce heart in secret fed upon the hght 
And dew of her ripe beauty, through the grate 
Of his close \ow catching whut gleims he might 
Of the free heaven and cursing — all too late — 
The cruel faith whose black walls hemmed him in 
And turned lifes crowning bliss to deadly sin 


XV 
For he had met her m the wood by chancc, 
And having drunk her beauty s wildering spell, 
His heart shook like the pennon of a lance 
That quivers 1n a breezes snddcn swell, 
And thenceforth in a close enfolded trance, 
From misty golden deep to deep he fell, 
Till earth did waver and fade far away 
Beneath the hope in whose warm arms he lay 


XVI 
A dark, proud man he was, whose half blown youth 
Had shed its blossoms even in opening, 
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Leaving a few that with more winning ruth 
Trembling around grave manhood’s stem might cling, 
More sad than cheery, making, 1n good sooth, 
Like the fringed gentian, a lite autumn spring — 
A twihght nature braided light ind gloom, 
A youth half smiling by au opcn tomb 


KVIL 

Fair 45 an angel who yet inly wore 

A wrinkled heart foreboding his near fall 
Who saw him alway wished to hnow him more 

As if he were some fate s dehint thrall 
And nursed a dreadful secret at its core 

Little he loved, but power most of all, 
And that he seemed to scorn, as one who knew 
By what foul paths men choose to aawl thereto 


XVIII 
He had been noble but some grcat deemt 
Had turned his better instinct to 2 vace 
He strove to think the world wis tls t che it 
That power and firme were chi ip it my pice 
Thit the sure wiy of being shortly a it 
Waseven to pliy hfe s game with loided dice, 
Sinee he had tried the honest play and tound 
Lhat vice and virtuc diffiicd but in sound 


XTX 

Yet Marguret + sight redecmid am for 1 space 
From lis own thridom man could nevi1 be 

A hypoernte when first such maiden giace 
Smiled in upon his heatt thc agony 

Of wearing all day long, a lying face 
Fell lightly from him and a moment fice, 

Erect with wakened faith his spirit stood 

And scorned the weakness of 1ts demon mood 


XX 
Like a sweet wind harp to him wis het thonght 

Which would not let the eommon air come near 
Till from its dim enchantment it had eaught 

A musical tenderness that brimmed his eir 
With swectness more ethereal than aught 

Save silver dropping snatches, that while re 
Rained down from some sad angels futhful harp 
To cool her fallen lover s anguish sharp 


XXI 
Deep in the forest was a little dell 
High overarched with the leafy swecp 
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Of a bioad oak, through whose gnarled roots there fell 
A slendcr rill that sung itself asleep 
Where its continuous toil had scooped a well 
To please the furry folk breathlessly deep 
The stillness was sive whcn the dreaming brook 
rom its sm ull urn a duzzly murmm shook 


di 
The wooded hills slopcd upward all wound 
With pradualiisc id made an even rim, 
So that it scemed a mighty casque wnbound 
trom some huge ‘it ins biow to lighten him, 
Agcs ago and left upon the ground 
Where the slow soil had mosscd it to the brim 
Til after countless centuries it grew 
Into this dell, the hiunt of noontide dew 


XM 

Dim vistis sprinkled o cr with san flecked grocn 

Wound through the thieksct tuunks on every side, 
And tewaid the west m tancy mipht he scen 

A goth window in its blazing pide, 
Whin the low sun two arching elms between, 

Lat up the leaves beyond which autumn dycd 
With lavish hues would into splendou: st ut, 
Shaming the Libowcd puns of richest ut 


NAIV 

Hore deaning once 12st the old ork s trunk 

Moidicd—for such wis the young Lcinplar s nami — 
Saw Mirg iret come unsecn, the falcon shrunk 

Lrom the mech dove shup thrills of tingling flame 
Made him foryct that he was vowcd a monk 

And ill the outworks of lus pride o ercame 
Tloodcd he  emed with bright delicious pain 
Asif i star had burst withm his bi un 


\AV 

Such power hath beauty wd fran] mnoccnce 

A. flowcr bloomcd forth that sunshine glad to bless 
Excn fiom his love s long leaflcss stem the sense 

Of exile from Hope s happy rcalm grew less, 
And thoughts of childish peace, he knew not whenc: 

Thionged round Ins heart with many an old caress 
Melting thc frost thcre into pearly dew, 
That mirrored bach his nature » mormng blue 


XLVI 
She turncd and saw him but she f lt no diead, 
Her purity, like adamantine mail, 
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Did 50 cneirele her and yet her hiad 
She drooped and made her golden han her veil 
Through which » glow of 1oucst lustre spread 
Then faded, and anon she stood all pak 
As snow ocr which a blush of northern hght 
Suddenly reddcns and 15 soon grows white 


AXVIL 

She thought of Tristrom ind of Lancilot 

Of wll her drefims andof hind faimes nu ht 
(nd how that dell was deemed 1 hauntcd spot 

Until there grew a mist before her sight 
And wher the present wis she half forgot 

Borne backward through thc 1ealms of old delight — 
Then stirtmg up wake she would have gon, 
Xct almost wished 1t might not be alonc 


AXVIII 

How thcy went home together through the wood 

And how all hfe seemed for ussed into one 
Thought dizzling spot that oct ablaze the blood 

What necd totell? Lit linguige there as nom 
Lor the hearts deepest things Who «vcr wood 

As in his boyish hope he wonld have done ? 
Tor whcn the soul is tullest the hushed tongue 
Vorcelessly trembles like a lute wnstrung 


XXIX 
But ill things carry the heart s messages 
And know it not nor doth the heart well know 
But nature hath her will cvcn as the hees 
Blithe go betweens fly singing to and tro 
With the fruit quchenmg pollen — hard if these 
Found not some all unthought of way to show 
Their secret each to each and so they did 
And one heart s flower dust into the othcr shd 


AAA 
Young hearts aro free the selfish world it 15 
That turns them miserly and cold as stone 
And makes them clutch their finge1s on the bliss 
Which but mn giving truly 1s ther own — 
She had no drcams of barter, asked not his 
But gave hers freely as she would have thrown 
A rosc to him, or 34 that rose gives forth 
Its generous fragrance thoughtless of 1ts worth 


\XKI 
Her summer nature fult a need to bless 
And a lke longing to be blest again , 
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So fiom hcr sky like spirit, gentleness 
Dropt ever like a sunhit fall of rain, 
And his bencath diank in the bmght caress 
As thirstily as would @ parchod plam 
That long hath watchcd the showers of sloping pray 
lor cver, cvcr, falling far away 


XXXII 

How should she dream of ill? the heart filled quite 

With sunshine lke the shepherds clock at noon 
Closes its leaves around its warm delight 

Wh ite er in life 15 harsh or out of tune 
Is dl shut out no boding shad: of light 

Cin prree the oprite ether of its swoon 
Tove ws but blind 1s thoughtful justice 18 
But nought ¢in le so wanton blind as bliss 


XXXIII 

Ll beauty and all dite be was to her 

Shc questioned not his love shc only knew 
Jivat she loved hin ind uot a pulse could stir 

In her whole trame but quivued through and through 
With this glad thou ht and was 1 numeter 

To do him fealty ind scrvice true 
Tike golden ripples hasting to the land 
Towne) ther ficight of sunshine on the strand 


XXXIV 

O dewy diwn of love! O hopes that ne 

Hung, high like the cliff swallows perilous nest 
Most like to fall when fullest and that jar 

With cyvery he ivier bulow' O unrest 
Than balmust dceps of quct swecter far! 

Hew did ye triumph now in Mugarets breast, 
M thing it rcadiez to shrmk and start 
Jhain quivermg gold of the pond hiy’s heart! 


XXKV 
Hore lct us pause O, would the soul might ever 
Achive its immort vity in yeuth, 
When nothing yet hath damped its high endeavour 
After the starry energy of truth! 
Here let us pause, and for 1 moment sever 
This glam of sunshine from the days unruth 
That sometime come to all, for 1t 18 good 
To lengthen to the last a sunny mood 
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PART SECOND 


I 
As one who, from the sunshine and the green, 
knters the solid darkness of a cave 
Nor knows what precipice or pit unseen 
May yawn before him with its sudden grave 
And with hushed breath doth often forward kan 
Dreaming he hears th: plashing of 1 wave 
Dimly below, or feels 1 damper air 
From out some drary chasm, he knows not where — 


rst 

So from the sunshine and the giecn of love 

We entcr on our storys darker put 
And though the horror of it well miy move 

An impulse of repugnance in the heart 
Yot let us think that, 1s therc s nought above 

Ihe all embricing atmospher of Art 
So iso there 16 nought that fills below 
Her generous reach though grimed with guilt ind woe 


WI 
Her fittest triumph 15 to show that good 
Lurks in the he it of «vil evermore 
Thit love though scorned ind outcast ind withstood 
Can without «nd forgive ind yct have store 
God s love and min » are of the self same blood 
And He ean see thit always at the door 
Of foulest hearts the ingel nature yet 
Knocks to rctuin and cancel all its debt 


Iv 

It ever is weak falsehood s destiny 

That her thick mask turns e1ystal to let through 
The unsuspicious eyes of honesty 

But M irgaret s heart was too pmeerc and true 
Aught but plain truth and faithfulness to see, 

And Mordred s for a tim: a httle grew 
To be hhe hers won by the mild 1eproof 
Of those kind eyes, that kept all doubt aloof 


Vv 
Pull oft they mct, as dawn and twilight meet 
In northern climes, she full of growing day 
As he of darkness, which before her feet 
Shrank gradual, and faded quite away, 
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Soon to return for power had made love sweet 
To him, and when his will had gained tull sway, 

The taste begun to pall for never powe1 

Can sate the hungry soul beyond an hour 


VI 

He fell as doth the tempter ever fall, 
Even in the gaining of his loathsome cnd 

God doth not work as man worhs but makes all 
The crooked paths ot ll to goodness tend 

Let him judge Margiret' If to be the thrall 
Of love and futh too gincious to defend 

Tts very life from him she loved be sin 

What hope of grace mety the seduce win ? 


Vil 
Giim hearted woild that lool st with Levite eyes 
On those poor tallen by too much faith in man 
Shc that wpon thy freczing threshold hes 
Starved to more smning by thy savage ban,—- 
Secking tart refuge bec vse foulcst vice 
More godhke than thy vutue 1s whose span 
Shuts out the wrtehed only —15 morc tree 
fo enter heaycn than thou wilt ever be! 


Vill 
Thou wilt not let ha. wash thy daintv feet 
With such salt things as tears or with rude hair 
Dry them soft Phariscc that sitt st at meat 
With him who made her such ind speak st him fur, 
Leaving God s wandcung lamb the while to bleat 
Unhecded, shivering in the pitiless air 
Thou hast made prisoncd virtue show more win 
And haggird thin 4 vice to lool upon 


IN 
Now many months flew by ind wey grew 

‘lo Margaret the sight of happy things 
Blight fell on all her flowers instcad of dew, 

Shut 10und her heart were now the joyous wings 
Wherewith 1t wont to soar, yet not untrue, 

Though tempted much her woman’s nature clings 
To its first pure belief, and with sad eyes 
Looks backward o er the gate of Paradasc 


x 
And so, though altcred Mordred came less oft, 

And winter frowned where sp1ing had laughed before, 
In his strange cyes, yet half her sadness doffed, 

And in her silent patiencg loved him more 
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Sorrow had made her soft heart, yet more soft, 
And a new Ife within her own she bore 

Which made her tenderer as she felt 1t move 

Beneath her breast 1 rcfuge for her love 


\I 
This babe she thought, would surely bring him back, 
And be a bond tor ever them between , 
Before its cyes the sullen tempest rack 
Would fade and leave the face of heaven serent 
And loves return doth movie than fill the lack 
Which in Ins ibsc nce withered the heart s green 
And yct 1 dim foreboding still would flit 
Between her and her hoy to darken it 


XII 
She could not figuie forth a happy fate 

ven for this lfc fiom heaven so newly come 
The carth must needs be doubly desolate 

To him scarce parted from a fairer home 
Such boding heavier on hei bosom sate 

One night, 13 standmg in the twilight gloam, 
She strained her eycs beyond that dizzy verge 
At whosc foot funtly breiks the future » surge 


\WI 
Poor little spint'! nought but shame and woe 

Nurse the sich heart whose hfe blood nurses thine 
Yet not those only love hath trrumphed so 

As for thy sake makes sorrow mor: divine 
And yet though thou bi pure the world 1s foe 

To purity, 1f born in such a shrine, 
And having tiamplcd it for struggling thence 
Smilcs to itself and calls it Providence 


NIV 
As thus she mused a shadew seemed to 114e 

krom out her thought and turn to dreariness 
All blissful hopes and sunny memori¢s, 

And the quick blood doth curdle up and press 
About her heart, which seemed to shut its eyes 

And hush itself, as who with shuddering guess 
Harks through the gloom, and dieads e en now to feel 
PFhrough his hot breast the icy shde of steel 


XV 

But, at that heart beat, whnle in dread she was, 
In the low wind the honeysuckles gleam, 

A dewy thrill flits through the heavy grass, 
And, looking forth, she saw, as in a dream, 
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Within the wood the moonhght’s shadowy mass, 

Night's starry heart yearning to hers doth seem, 
And the deep sky, full hearted with the moon, 
Folds round her all the happiness of June 


XVI 

What fear could face 1 heaven and earth hke this ? 

What silvenest cloud could hang ’neath such asky ? 
A tide of wondrous and unwonted bliss 

Rolls back through all her pulses suddenly, 
As if some seraph, who had learncd to kiss 

From the far daughtcrs of the wo1ld gone by 
Had wedded so his fillen hght with hers, 
Such sweet strange joy through soul and bpdy stirs 


XVII 

Now seek we Mordrd He who did not fear 

The crime, vet fe irs the litent consequence 
If it should reach a brother I'cmplar 4s ear, 

It haply might be mide a good pretence 
To cheat him of the hope he held most dear 

For he had spared no thouglit s or deed’s expcnse, 
That by and by might help his wish to elip 
Its darling bride,—the high grand mastership 


XVIII 

The apathy, ere a crime resolved 1s done, 

Is scarcer less dic adful thin remorse tor c1ime 
By no allurement can the soul be won 

From brooding o er the weary creep of time 
Mordred stole forth into the happy oun, 

Striving to hum a scrap of Breton rhyme, 
But the sky stiuck him speechless and he trid 
In vain to summon up his callous pride 


XI 

In the court yard # fountain leaped alway, 

A Tnton blowing jewels through his shell 
Into the sunshine , Mordred turned away, 

Weary because the stone tace did not tell 
Of weariness nor could he be. to day, 

Heart sick, to hear the patient »nk and swell 
Of winds among the kavcs, or golden bees 
Diowsily humming in the orangc trees 


xx 

All happy sights and sounds now came to him 

Like a reproach he wandered far and wide, 
Following sn lead of his unquet whim, 

But stall there went a something at his side 


A LEGEND OF BRITTANY 43 


That made the cool breeze hot, the sunshine dim, 
It would not flee, 1t could not be defied, 

He could not see it, but he felt 1t there, 

By the damp chill that crept among his hair 


xXI 

Day wor at last, the evening star arose, 

And throbbing 1n the sky grew red and set , 
Then avith a gmity wavcring step he goep 

To the hid nook where they so oft had met 
In happier season, for his heart well knows 

That he is sure to find poor Margaret 
Watching and waiting there with love lorn breast, 
Around her young dream » rudely scattered nest 


XXII 

Why follow here that grim old chronicle 

Which counts the dagger strokes and drops of blood? 
Iknough that Margaret by his mad steel fell, 

Unmoved by murder from her trusting mood, 
Smiling on him as Hc aven smiles on Hell 

With a sad love, remembering when he stood, 
Not fallen yet, the unsealer of her heart 
Of all her holy dreams the holiest part 


XXII 
His crime compl te, searce knowing what he did 
(So goes tho tale) beneath the altar there 
In the high church the stiffening corpse he hid , 
And then to scape that suffocating air, 
Tnke a seared ghoule out of the poreh he shd, 
But his strained eyes suw blood spots everywhere, 
And ghastly faces thrust themselves between 
His soul and hopes of peace with blasting mien 


XXIV 

His heart went out within him, like a spark 

Dropt in the sea, wherever he made bold 
To turn his eyes he saw, all staff and stark, 

Pale Margaret lying dead the lavish gold 
Of her loose haar seemed in the cloudy dark 

To spread a glory, and a thousandfold 
Mor: strangely pale and bc autaful she gruw 
Her silence stabbed his consucnee through and through 


XXV 
Or visions of past days,—a mother s eyes 
That ae i down on the fair boy at her knee, 
Whose happy upturned face to hers rephes,— 
He saw sometimes or Margaret mournfully 
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Gazed on him full of doubt, as one who tries 

To crush belief that does love injury 
Then she would wring her hands, but soon ian 
Love s patience glimmcred out through cloudy pain 


AAVI 
Meanwhilc he dared not go and stcil awiy 
The silent dead cold witness of his sin, 
He had not feared the life, but that dull clay, 
Those open eyes that showed the dcath within 
Would surely stare him mad, yet all the day 
A dreadful impulse whence his will could win 
No refuge, made him linge: im the aisle, 
kreezing with his wan look each grcting smile 


Xi VI 
Now on the sceond day therc was to be 
A festival in church fiom far ind nea1 
Cime flocking in the sunburnt peasantry 
And knights and dames with statcly antique chee1 
Blazing with pomp, as 1f all fierie 
Had emptied her quaint huls or 18 1t were 
The 1uminated marge of some old booh 
While we were gazing, hfe and motion took 


XXVIII 
When all were entered and the roving cyes 
Of all were stuid some upon faces bright, 
Some on the priests, some on the traceries 
That decked the slumber of a mirbl« kmight, 
And all the rusthngs over that arise 
From recognizing tokens of dehght, 
When friendly glances meet —then silent e1se 
Spread o’er the multitude by slow degrees 


SAID 

Then swelled the orgin up through choir and nave 
The music trembled with an inward thrill 

Of bliss at its own grandeur wie on ware 
Its flood of mellow thunde: rose, untal 

The hushed air shivered with the throb it gave , 
Then, posing for a moment 1t stood stall, 

And sank and rose again, to burst 1n spray 

That wandered into silence fai away 


XAXR 

Like to 1 mghty heart the music scemed, 
That yearns with melodies it cannot speak, 

Until, in grand despair of what it dreamed, 
In the agony of éffort 1t doth break, 
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Yet triumphs breaking on it rushed and streamed 
And wantoned 1n its might as when a lake, 

Long pent among the mountains bursts its walls 

And in one crowding gush leaps forth and falls 


ARXI 
Dec per and dct per shudders shook the ur, 
As the huge bass hept gathering heavily, 
Like thunder when it rousc$ 1n its law 
And with its hoarse growl shakcs the low hung sky 
It grew up lhe a darkness cverywhere, 
kalling the vast cathedr1l —suddenly 
Erom the dense mass a boy s clear treble broke 
Like lightning, ind the full toncd choir awoke 


\XAL 
Lhrough gorg: ous windows shone thc sun aslant, 
Brimming the church with gold and purple mist, 
Meet itmosphere to bosom thit rich chant, 
Where fifty voices in one strand did twist 
Their varicoloured tones ind left no want 
To the dchighted soul which sank tbyssed 
Tn the wirm music cloud while fai below, 
The organ heivced its surges to ind fro 


XXNI 
As if a lark should suddenly diop dead 
While the bluc air yet trembled with its song, 
So snapped at once that musi 8 golden thread, 
Struck by 1 nimeless far that le ypt along 
Trom heart to heart md hkc a shadow spread 
With instantancous shivcr through the throng 
So that some glanced behind as half awar 
A hideous shipe of dread were standing there 


NANIV 

As when 1 crowd of pale men gither round 
Watching an cddy in the Jeidcn decp 

Krom which they dcem the body of one drowned 
Will be cast forth from face to face doth creep 

An eager dreid thit holds all tongues fist bound, 
Until the horror, with a ghistly leap, 

Starts up, 1ts deid blue arms stretched aimlessly, 

Heived with thc swinging of the carcless sca,- - 


NAXV 
So in the faces of 11] thesc there grew, 

As by one impulse, a dark, frcezing awe, 
‘Which with a tcarful fisemation drew 

All eyes toward the Uta: , damp and riw 
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The air grew suddenly, and no man knew 
Whether perchance his silent neighbour saw 
The dreadful thing which all were sure would risc 

To scare the straincd hds wider from their eyes 


XXXVI 

The incenso trembled as it upward sent 

Its slow, uncertain thread of wamdering blue, 
As ’twere the only hving element 

In all the church so deep the stillness grew 
It seemed one might have heard it 15 it went, 

Give out an audible 1ustle curling through 
The midnight silence of that awe struck air 
Morc hushed than death though so much hfe wis there 


XAAVIL 

Nothing they saw but a low voice w is heard 

Threading the ominous silence of thit fear, 
Gentle and terrorless as if a bird 

Wakened by some volcanos glare should cheer 
The murk air with his song =yct every word 

In the cathedral’s farthest arch seemed near 
As if it spoke to every one apart 
Like the clear voice of conscience in each heart 


AXXVII 
‘O Rest to weary hearts thou art most dear! 
O Silence, after life s bewildermg din 
Thou art most weleomc whether m the sear 
Days of our age thou comest or we win 
Thy poppy wreath in youth! thcn wherefore here 
Linger I yet. once free to enter in 
At that wished gate which gentle Death doth ope, 
Into the boundless realm of strength and hope? 


XXXIX 
‘Think not in death my love could ever cease 
If thou wast false, more need there 18 for me 
Still to be true that slumber were not peice, 
If ’twere unvisited with dreams of thee 
And thou hadst never heard such words as these 
Save that in Heaven I must ever be 
Most comfortless and wretched, seeing this 
Our unbaptized babe shut out from bliss 


XL 
‘This httle spit with amploring oyes 
Wanders alone the dreary wild of space, 
The shadow of his pain for ever hes 
Upon my soul in this new dwelling place 
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His loneliness makes me 1n Paradise 

More lonely, and, unless I see his face, 
Even here for gnef could I he down and die, 
Save for my curse of immortahty 


XII 
‘World after world he sces around him swim 
Crowded with happy souls, that take no heed 
Of the sad eyes that from the night» faint rm 
Gaze sick with longing on them as they speed 
With golden gates, that only shut out him 
And shapes sometimes from Hells abysses freed 
Flap darkly by him with enormous sweep 
Of wings that roughen wide the pitchy deep 


ALI 
‘I sm a mother —spirits do not shike 
This much of earth from them,—and 1 must pine 
Tall IT can fecl his little hands and tike 
His weary head upon this heart of mine 
And might 1t be, full gladly for his sake 
Would I this solitude of bliss resign 
And be shut out of Heaven to dwell with him 
Tor ever in that silence dreir and dim 


NUT 
I strove to hush my soul ind would not spesk 
At first for thy deu sike 1». womans love 
Is mighty, but a mothers hcait 1s weak, 
And by its weakness overcomcs I strove 
To smother bitte: thoughts with patience meek, 
But still in the abyss my soul would rove, 
Seeking my child and drove me here to clam 
The rite that gises him peice in Christ s dear name 


XLV 
‘I sit and weep while blessed spirits sing, 
I can but long and pine the while they praise, 
And leaning oer the wall of Heaven I fling 
My voice to where I decm my mfant strays, 
Tike a robbed bird that cries in vain to bring 
Her nestlings back beneath her wings embrace 
But still he answers not, and I but know 
That Heaven and carth are both alike in woe’ 


XLV 
Then the pale pnests with ceremony due, 
Baptized the child within its dreadful tomb 
Beneath that mother’s heart, whose instinct true 
Star hke had battled down the triple gloom 
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Of sorrow, love, and death young maidens, too, 
Strewed the pale ta with many a mikwhite bloom, 

And parted the bmght hair, and on the breast 

Crossed the unconscious hands 1n sign of rest 


XI VI 
Some said, that, when the priest had sprinklcd o’er 
The consecrated drops, they seemed to hear 
A sigh, as of some heart from travail sore 
Releascd and then two voices singing clear, 
Misereatur Deus more and more 
Fading far upward and their ghastly fear 
Fell from them with that sound, as bodus fill 
From souls upspringing to celestia] hall 


PROMLITEUS 


One after one the stais havc risen and set, 
Sparkling upon the hoarfrost on my chain 
The Bear, that prowled all mght about the fold 
Of the North star had shrunk into his den 
Seared by the blithesome footsteps of the Dawn 
Whose blushing smile floods all the Ourent 
And now bright Lucifer grows less and less 
Into the heavens blue quet dcep withdrawn 
Sunless ind stiless all the desert sky 
Arches above me, empty as this heart 
kor ages hath bcen empty of il joy, 
Except to biood upon its sucnt hope 
As o’e1 1ts hope of day the s} y doth now 
All mght have I heird voices dec per yet 
‘Lhe deep low breathing of the silence grew, 
While all about mufficd in awe, there stood 
Shadows or forms or both, elca felt at heart 
But, when I turn to front them, far along 
Only » shudder through the midnight ran, * 
And the dense stillncss walled me closer 10und 
But still I heard them wander up and down 
That solitude, and flappings of dusk wings 
Did mingle with them, whether of those hags 
Let slip upon me once from Hades deep, 
Or of yet direr torments, 1f such be, 
I could but guess, and then toward m: came 
A shape as ofa woman very pale 
It was, and calm = 1ts cold eyes did not move 
And mime moved not, but only stared on them 
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Their fixed awe went through my biain hke ne 

A skeleton hand seemed clutching at my heart, 
And a sharp chill, as if a dank night fog 

Suddenly closed me in, was all I felt 

And then, methought, I heard a freezing sigh 

A long, deep, shivering sigh as from blue lips 
Stiffening in death, close to mine ear I thought 
Some doom was close upon me and I looked 

Ard saw the rd moon through the hcavy nust, 
Just setting and it seemcd as it were falling, 

Or reeling to its fall so dim and dead 

And palsy struck it looked Then all sounds merged 
Into the 11sing surg:s of the pines 

Which leagues below me clothing ihe gaunt loins 
Of ancient Caucasus with hairy strength, 

Sent up a murmur in the morning wind, 

Sad as the wail that from the populous earth 

All day and mght to ligh Oly mpus so irs 

Fit incense to thy wicked throne O Jove! 


‘Lhy hatcd name as tossed onec mote mm seoin 
Lrom off my lips for I will tall thy doom 
And are these tears 2? Nay do not tiinmph Jovc' 
They ue wrung from me but by thc ajomes 
Of prophcey like those spirse drops which fall 
From clouds im travail with the hzhtming when 
The great wave of the storm high cwmled and black 
Rolls steadily onward to its thunderous bicak 
Why art thou made a god of thou poor ty pc 
Of anger and revcng:, und cunning force ? 
Truc Power was never born of brutish Strength, 
Nor sweet Truth suckled at the shaggy dugs 
Of that old she wolf  Aaic thy thundcrbolts 
Lhat quell the darkness for a space so stron,, 
As the prevuling patience of meek Inght 
Who with the invincible tenderness of pcacc, 
Wins it to be a portion of herself ? 
Why ait thou mid a god of thou who hast 
The never sleepmg terror at thy heart 
That birthnght of all tyrants, worse to bear 
‘Lhan this thy ravening bird on which I smile ? 
Thou swear’st to free me, 1f I will unfold 
What kmd of doom it 1s whose omen fli‘s 
Across thy heart, as o «1 a troop of doves 
The fearful shadow of the kite What necd 
To know that truth whose Lnowledge cannot sare ? 
Evil its errand hath, as well as Good , 
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When thine 1s finished, thou art known no more 
There 1s a higher purity than thou, 

And higher punty 1s greater strength , 

Thy nature 1s thy doom, at which thy heart 
Trembles behind the thick wall of thy might. 

Let man but hope, and thou art straightway chilled 
With thought of that drear silence and deep mght 
Whuach, lhe a dream, shull swallow thee and thine 
Let man but will, and thou art god no more, 

More cipable of ruin thin the gold 

And ivory that image thee on earth 

He who hurlcd down the monstrous Titan brood 
Blinded with hghtnings with rough thunders stunned, 
Is weaker than 1 simple human thought 

My slender voice cin shike thee, as the breeze 
That seems but apt to stir a maiden s hair, 

Sways hugo Oceanus from pole to pole 

For I am still Prometheus and forchnow 

In my wise heirt the end and doom of all 


Yes, Iam still Prometheus wiser. grown 
By ye irs of solitude,—that holds apart 
Thc past and future, grving the soul room 
To search into itsclf —and long communc 
With this eternal silence —more 3 god, 
In my long suffermg and strength to meet 
With equal front the direst shafts of fate, 
Than thou in thy faint hearted despotism 
Girt with thy baby toys of force and wrath 
Yes, I am that Prometheus who brought down 
The hght to man, which thou im sclfish fear, 
Hadst to thyself usurped —his by sole mght, 
Four Man hath right to ill save Tyranny,— 
And which shall free him yet from thy frail throne 
Tyrants are but the spawn of Ignorance 
Begotten by the slaves they trample on, 
Who, could they win a glimmer of the light 
And see that Tyranny 1s always weakness, 
Or Fear with its own bosom ill at ease 
Would laugh away in scorn the sand-wove chain 
Which their own blindness feigned for adamant 
Wrong ever builds on quicksands but the Right 
To the firm centre lays its movelcss base 
The tyrant trembles, if the air but stirs 
The innocent ringicts of a child s free haur, 
And crouches, when the thought of some great spint, 
With world wide murmur, like a rising gale, 
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Over men’s hearts, as over standing corn 
Rushes, and bends them to its own strong will 
So shall some thought of mine ae eirclo earth, 
And puff away thy crumbling altars, Jove ' 


And, wouldst thou know of my supreme reve nge 
Poor tyrant, even now dethroned in heart, 
Realmless 1n soul, as tyrants evcr aro, 

Listen! and tell me 1f this bitter peak, 

This never glutted vulture, and these chains 
Shrink not bcfore 1t, for 1t shall befit 

A sorrow taught, unconquercd Titan heart 

Men, when their death 18 on them, seem to stand 
On a precipitous crag that overhangs 

The abyss of doom and in thit depth to see, 

As ina glass the features dim and vast 

Of things to come, the shadows as 1t seems, 

Of what have been Desrth ¢ver fronts the wise, 
Not fearfully, but with clear promises 

Of large: hfe on whose broad vans upborne, 
Their out look widens and they sce beyond 

The horizon of the Present and the Past 

Even to the very source and end of things 

Such 1m I now immortal woe hath mide 

My heart 2 sec: and my soul 1 judge 

Between the substance and the shadow of Truth 
Tho sure supremeness of the Beautiful, 

By all the martyrdoms made doubly sure 

Of such as I am this is my revcnge 

Which of my wrongs builds a triumphal arch, 
Through which I see a sceptre and 2 throne 

‘Lhe pipings of glad shepherds on the hills, 
Tending the flocks no more to bleed for thee — 
The songs of maidens pressing with white fect 
The vintage on thine altars poured no more,— 
The murmurous bliss of lovers underneath 

Dim grape vine bowers, whosc rosy bunches press 
Not half so closely their warm cheeks, unpaled 
By thoughts of thy brute lust,—the hive hke hum 
Of peaceful commonwealths, where sunburnt Toil 
Reaps for itself the rich earth, made its own 

By its own labour hghtened with glad hymns 
To an omnipotence which thy mad bolts 

Would cope with as a spark with the vast sea,— 
Even the spirit of free love and peace, 

Duty’s sure recompense through hfe and death,— 
These are such harvests as all master spirits 
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Reap haply not on earth but reap no less 

Because the sheaves are bound by hands not theirs, 
These are the bloodless daggers wherewithal 

Ihey stab fallen tyrants—this ther high revenge 
Tor their best part of life on earth 1s when, 

Long after death, prisoned and pent no more, 

Their thoughts, their wild dreams even, have become 
Part of the necessary ur men breathe, 

When, hke the moon herself behind a cloud, 

They shed down light before us on hfe s sea, 

That cheers us to steer onward still in hope 

E:irth with her twimng memories 11¢8 o'er 

Theu holy sepulchres the chainless sea 

In tempest or wide calm, repe its then thoughts , 
The lightning and th: thunder, ull free things, 
Have legends of them for the eurs of men 

All other glories are as filling stars, 

But universal Nature watches theirs 

Such strength 1s won by love of human kind 


Not that I feel that hunger after fame, 
Which souls of a half greatness are beset with , 
But that the memory of noble deeds 
Cries shame upon the idle and the vile, 

And heeps the heart of Man for ever up 

To the heroic level of old time 

To be forgot it first 1s ttle pain 

To a heart conscious of such high intent 

As must be deathless on the hps of men 

but, having becn a name, to sink and be 

A something which the world can do without 
Which, having been or not, would never change 
Ihe hghtest pulse of fite,—this 15 md« ed 

A cup of bitterness the worst to taste, 

And this thy heart shall empty to the dregs 
Endless despair shall be thy Caucasus 

And memory thy vulture thou wilt tnd 
Obhvion far loneher than this peak,— 
Behold thy destiny! Thou think st 1¢ much 
That I should brave thee miserable god! 
But I have braved a mightier than thou, 
Even the tempting of this soaring heart, 
Which might have made me, scarcely less than thou, 
A god among my brethren weak and blind,— 
Scarce less than thor, a pitaable thing 

To be down trodden into darkness goon 

But now I am above thee, for thou art 

The bunghng workmanship of fear, the block 
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‘Lhit awes the swart Barbarian but 1 

Am what myself have made —a natu1( wise 

With finding in itself the types of all — 

With watching from the dim verge of the time 
What things to be are visible in the gl ams 

Thrown forward on them fiom the luminous past — 
Wisc with the lustory ofits own frail heart, 

With reverence and sorrow, ind with love 

Broad as the world, fo: freedom and for. min 


Thou and il strength shall crumble, exec pt Lov« 
By whom and tor whose glory ye shall cease 
And when thou art but a dim moaning he wd 
From out the pitiless glooms of Chios, I 
Shall be a power and a memory 
Anam: to fright all tyrants with a light 
Unsetting 1s the pole star, a great voce 
Heard in the bicathicss p.uses of the tight 
By tiuth and freedom eve1 waged with wrong, 
Clear is a silver trumpet to iw ike 
Huge echocs that fiom age to age live on 
In kindred spurts giving thcm a sense 
Of boundless powcr fiom boundless suffering wrung 
And many a glazing eyc shill smile to seu 
The memory of my triumph (for to mcet 
Wrong with endurince ind to overcome 
The present with « heut thit looks beyond, 
Are triumph), like 1 prophet eagle perch 
Upon the sacred binncr of the Right 
vil springs up ind flowers and bears no seed, 
And freds the green eurth with its swift decay, 
Leaving it richcr for the growth ot truth 
But Good, once put in iction o1 1n thought 
Like a stiong oak doth from its boughs shed down 
The ripe germs of a forest Thou weak god, 
Shalt fide and be forgotten! but this soul 
Fresh living still mm the serene abyss, 
In every he wing shall partake, that grows 
From hcart to heart among the sons of men,— 
As the ominous hum before the earthquake runs 
Far through tho Aigeim from rouscd isle to isle,— 
1 oreboding wreck to palaces and shrincs, 
And mighty rents in many a@ cavernous error 
‘That darkens the free hght to man —-This heart, 
Unsearred by thy grim vulture as the truth 
Grows but more lovely ‘neath the beuhks and eliws 
Of Harpics blind that fain would soil rt, shill 
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In all the throbbing exultation share 

That wait on freedom’s tnumphs and in all 

The glorious agonies of martyr spirits, — 

Sharp hghtning throes to split the jagged clouds 
That veil the future, showing them the end — 
Pain’s thorny crown for constancy and truth, 
Girding the temples like a wreath of stars 

This 18 a thought, that hke 1 fabled laurel, 
Makes my faith thunder proof and thy dread bolts 
Fall on me lke the silent flakes of snow 

On the hoar brows of aged Caucasus 

But, O thought far more blissful they can rend 
This cloud of flesh, and mak« my soul a star! 


Unleash thy ciouching thunders now O Jove! 
Free this high heart which 1 poor ciptive long, 
Doth knock to be Jet forth, this heart which still, 
Tn its anvancible minhood overtops 
Thy puny godship as this mountun doth 
The pines that moss 1ts roots =O, even now, 
While from my peak of suffering I look down, 
Beholding with 2 fir spread push of hope 
The sunrise of that Beauty, in whose facc 
Shone all around with love no man shall look 
But straightway hke a god he 1s uphft 
Unto the throne long cmpty for his sake 
And clearly oft foreshadowed in wide dreams 
By his free mward nature, which nor thou 
Nor any anarch afte: thee, can bind 
From working its gre it doom —now, now sct free 
This essence, not to die, but to become 
Part of that awful Presence which doth haunt 
The palaces oftyrants to hunt off 
With its grim eyes und fearful whisperings 
And hideous sense of utter loneliness, 

All hope of safety, all desire of peace, 

All but the loathed forefeeling of blank death,— 
Pait of that spirit which doth ever brood 

In patient calm on the unpilfered nest 

Of man’s deep heart, till mghty thoughts grow fledged 
To sail with darkening shadow o «¢r the world, 
Filling with dread such souls as dare not trust 
In the unfailing energy of Good, , 

Until they swoop and their pale quarry make 
Of some o’erbloated wrong,—that spirit which 
Seatters great hopes in the seed field of man, 
Like acorns among grain, to grow and be 

A roof for freedom 1n all coming time ! 
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But no, this cannot be, for ages yet, 
In solitude unbroken, shall I hear 
The angry Caspian to the Fuxtine shout, 
And Euxine answer with a muffled roar, 
On either side storming the giant walls 
Of Caucasus with leagues of climbing foam 
(Less, from my height than flakcs of downy suow), 
That draw back baffled but to hurl again, 
Snatched upin wrath and horrible turmoil, 
Mountain on mountain as the Titans erst 
My brethren, scaling the lugh seat of Jove 
Heaved Pelhon upon Ossa’s shoulders bro id 
In vain cmpmse The moon will come and go 
With her monotonous vicissitude 
Once beautiful when I was free to walk 
Among my fellows ind to interchange 
The influence benign of loving eyes 
But now by aged use grown weansome — 
False thought! most false | for how could I endure 
These crawling centuries ot lonely woe 
Unshimed by weak compl uning but fo thee 
Lonchest save me of ul ere ited things 
Mild eyed Astarte my best comforter 
With thy pale smile of sid benigmity ? 


Yow after yeir will prss away and seem 
‘lo me, 1n mine ctcrnal ywony 
But as the shadows of dumb summer clouds, 
Which I have watched so often darkening o er 
The vast Sarmatian plain, league wide at first 
But, with still swiftness lessening on and on 
Till cloud and shadow meet and mingle whe 2< 
The gray horizon fadcs into the sky, 
Far, fur to northward ‘Les, for iges yct 
Must I‘he here upon my altar huge, 
A sacrifice for man ‘Sorrow will bc, 
As it hath been, his portion endless doom, 
While the immortal with the mortal linked, 
Dreams of its wings and pines for what it dreams, 
With upward yearn unceasing Setter so 
kor wisdom is meek sorrow s patient child, 
And empire over self, and all the deep 
Strong chanties that make men seem like gods , 
And love, that makes them be gods, from her breasts 
Sucks 1n the milk that makes mankind one blood 
Good never comes unmixed or so it seems, 
Having two faces, as some images 
Are carycd, of foolish gods, one fate 12 ill, 


PROMLTHLUS 


But one heart hes beneath, and that 1s good, 
As are all hearts, when we «xplore their depths 
Therefore, grcat heart, bear up! thou art but type 
Of what all lofty spimts endure, that fain 
Would win men back to strength and peace through love 
iach hath his lonely peak, and on each heart 
Envy, or scorn, or hatred tears htelong 
With vulture beak yet the ngh soul 1s left 
And futh which 1s but hope grown wise and love 
And patiencc, which at last shall overcome 
1843 


SONG 


Viorer! swect violet! 
Thime cycs arc full of tears 
Arc they wet 
hycn yet 
With the thought of other y« ars ? 
Or with gladness are they tull, 
4 or the night so beautiful 
And longing for those rar off spheres ? 


Loved one of my youth thou w ist, 
Of my merry youth, 
And I] see, 
Learfully 
All the fair and sunny past 
All its opennc ss and truth, 
J vci fresh and green in the 
As the moss 1s in the sca 


Thy little heart, that hith with lov: 
Grown coloured like the sky abovc, 
On which thou looke st ¢v¢er,— 
Can it know 
All the woe 
Of hop: for what rcturne th ne ver, 
All the sonow and thc longing 
lo these hearts of ours belonging ? 


Out on it! no foolish pining 
kor the sky 
Dims thine eye, 
Or for the stars so calmly shining , 
Lake thee Jet this soul of mine 
Take hue from that wherefor I long, 
Self stayed and high, serene and strong, 
Not satisfied with hoping—but divine 
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Violet! dear violet! 
Thy blue cyes are only wet 
With joy and love of him who scnt thee, 
And for the fulfilling sense 
Of that glad obedience 


Which made thee all that Nature meant the . 
4 


ROSALINE 


Titov look’dst on me all yestcrnight 

ihine eyes were blue, thy hur was bright 
As when we murmurcd our troth phght 
Beneath the thick stars, Rosilinc ' 

Lhy hair was braided on thy head, 

As on the day we two were wed, 

Mine eyes searce knew if thou wert dead, ~— 
But my shrunk heart knew, Rosaline 


The death witch tiched bchind thc wall, 
‘Lhe blackness rustled like a pall, 

Lhe moaning wind did rise and fall 
Among the bleak pines Rosaline'! 

My heart beat thickly in mine cars 

The lids may shut out fli shly fears 

But still the spimt sees and hears,— 
Its eyes are lidless, Rosaline ' 


A wildniss rushing suddenly, 

A knowing some 1ll shape 1s nigh, 

A wish for death, a fiar to die — 

Is not this vengeance Rosaline? 

A loneliness that 1s not lone, 

A love quite withered up and gonc, 

A. strong soul trampled trom its throne,— 
What wouldst thou further, Rosaline ? 


"Tis drear such moonless nights as these, 
Strange sounds are out upon the breezc, 

And the leaves shiver in the trees, 

And then thou comest, Rosaline ! 

I seem to hear the mourners go, 

With long black garments trailing slow, 
And plumes anodding to and fro, 

As once I heard them, Rosaline'! 
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Thy shroud 1s all of snowy white, 
And, in the middle of the mght, 
Thou standest moveless and upright 
Gazing upon me, Rosaline! 

There 1s no sorrow in thine eves 
But evermore that meek surprise,— 
O God! thy gentl spirittries 

To diem me guiltless, Rosaline ' 


Above thy grave the robin sings 

And swarms of bright and happy things 
Flt all about with sunht wings,— 

But I am ehecrless, Rosaline ! 

The violets on the Inllock toss, 

The gravestone 13 o crgrown with moss, 
For nature feels not iny loss,—— 

But I am cheerless, Rosalinc | 


I did not know when thou wast dead 

A blackbird whistling overhead 

Thrilled through my brain TI would have fled 
But dared not leave the: Rosaline' 

The sun rolled down and very soon 

Like 2 great fire, the awful moon 

Rose, stained with blood, and then a swoun 
Crept chilly ocr me, Rosaline! 


The stars camc out and, onc by one, 
Each angel from his silver throne 

Looked down and saw what I had done 

I dared not hide me Rosaline! 

I crouched , I feared thy corpse would c1y 
Aguinst me to God s quiet sky 

I thought I saw the blue lips try 

To utter something, Rosahne! 


I waited with a maddened grin 

To hear that voice all acy thin 

Slide forth and tell my deadly sin 

To hell and heaven, Rosaline ! 

But no voice came and then it seemed 
That, if the very corpse had screamed 

The sound hke sunshine glad had streamed 
Through that dark staliness, Rosalie! 


And then, amid the silent night, 
I sercamed with hormble delight, 
And in my brain an awful hght 
Did seem to crackle, Rosaline ' 
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It 1s my curse ' sweet memories fall 
From me hke"snow,—and only all 

Of that one night hke cold worms crawl 
My doomed heart over, Rosaline ! 


Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes 
Wherein such blessed memories, 

Such pitying forgiveness lies, 

Than hate more bitter, Ros iline ? 

Woe’s me! I know that love so gh 

As thine, true soul, could never die, 

And with mean clay in churchyard le ,— 


Would 3t might be so, Rosaline ' 
1841 


THE SHIDPHERD OF KING ADMETUS 


THRE came a youth upon the ¢ uth, 
Some thousand yeirs igo 

Whose slender hands wir nothing worth 

Whether to plough, or reap or sow 


Upon an empty tortoise shell 

He stretched somc chords, and drew 
Music that made men 5 bosoms swell 
Fearless or brimmed then eyes with dew 


Then King Admetus, one who had 
Pure taste by mght divine 

Decreed his singing not too bad 

To hear between the cups of wine 


And so well pleased with bemg soothed 
Into a sweet half slecp 

Three times his hingly beard he smoothed 

And mad him viceroy o er his sheep 


His words were simplc words enough, 
And yet he used them so, 

That what in other mouths was rough 

In his seemed musical and low 


Men called him but a shiftiess youth, 
In whom no good they saw, 
And yet, unwittingly, in truth, 
They made his careless words their law 
They knew not how he learned at all, 
For idly hour by hour, 
He sat and watched the dead leaves fall, 
Or mused upon a common flower 
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It seemed the loveliness of things 

Did teach hm all their use, 

For, in mere weeds and stones, and springs, 
He found a healing power profuse 


Men granted that his speach was wise, 
But when a glance they caught 
Of his slim grace and woman s eyes 
They laughed and called him good for nought 


Yet rfter he was dead and gone, 

And e cn his memory dium 
Earth seemed more swect to lve upon, 
More full of love, because of him 


And agy by day more holy grew 
Each spot where he had trod, 
Till after poets only knew 


Their first born brother as 1 god 
1842 


THE TOKEN 


Tr 1s a mere wild rosebud, 
Quite sallow now and dry, 
Yet there’s somethmg wondrous 1n it, — 
Some gleams of days gone by,— 
Dear sights and sounds that ar to me 
‘Lhe very moons of memory, 
And stir my heart s blood far below 
Its short lived waves of joy and woe 


Lips must fade and 10se8 wither 
All sweet times be o er — 

They only smile and murmuring ‘ Thither 
Stay with us no morc 

And yet ofttames a look or smile, 

J orgotten in a kiss s while, 

Yerrs after from the dark will start, 

And flash across the trembling heart 


Thou hast piven me many roses, 

But never one, like this, 
O’erfloods both sense and spirit 

With such a deep, wild bliss 
We must have instincts that gleam up 
Sparse drops of this life in the cup, 
Whose taste shall give us all that we 
Can prove of immortality 
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Earth’s stablest things are shadows, 
And m the hfe to come, 
Haply some chance saved trifle 
May tell of this old home 
As now sometimes we seem to find, 
In e dark crevice of the mind, 
Some relic, which, long pondered o er, 
Hints fiuntlv at 1 hfe before 


TAN INCIDENT IN A RAILROAD CAR 


Hy spole of Burns men rude and rough 
Pressed round to hear the praise of one 
Whose heart was made of manly, simple stuff, 
As homespun as their own 


And when he read they forward leaned, 
Drinking with thirsty hearts and ears, 
His brook hke songs whom glory never weaned 
Trom humble smiles and tears 


Slowly there grew a tender awe 
Sun hke o’¢r faces brown and hard 
As 1f in him who read they felt and saw 
Some presence of the bard 


Tt was a.sight for sin and wrong 
And slavish tyranny to sec,— 
A sight to makc our faith more pure and strong 
In high humanity 


I thought, these men will carry hence 
Promptings their former hfe above, 
And something of a finer reverence 
For beauty, truth, and love 


God scatters love on every side, 
Lrcely among his children all, 
And always hearts are lying open wide 
Wherein some grains may fall 


There 15 no wind but soweth sceds 
Of a more true and open life 
Which burst, unlooked for, nto high souled deeds, 
With wayside beauty mfe 


We find within thesc souls of ours 

Some wild germs of a higher birth, 
Which in the poet's tropic heart bear flowers 

Whose fragrance fills the earth 
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Within the hearts of all men le 
These promises of wider bliss, 
Which blossom into hopes that cannot die, 
In sunny hours hke this 


All that hath been majestical 
In life or death, since time began, 
ts native in the simple heart of all, 
The angel heart of man 


And thus among the untaught poor, 
Great deeds and feelings find a home, 
That cast in shadow all the golden lore 
Of classic Greece and Rome 


O mighty brother soul ot man, 
Whire er thou art, in low or high, 
Thy skey arches with exulting span 
O'er roof infinity ' 


All thoughts that mould the age bepin 
Deep down within the primitive soul, 
And from the many slowly upward win 
To one who grasps the whole 


In his wide brain the feeling deep 
That struggled on the many s tonguc 
Swells to a tide of thought whose surges leap 
O cr the weak thrones of wrong 


All thought begins in fceling —wide 
In the great mass 1ts base 1s Ind 
And, narrowing up to thought, stands glorified, 
A. moveless pyramid 


Nor 1s he far astray who deems 
That every hope, which mses and grows broad 
In the world’s heart, by ordered :mpulse streams 

From the great heart of God 


God wills min hopes in common souls 
Hope 1s but vague and undefined, 
Til] from the poet’s tongue the message rolls 
A blessing to his kind 


Never did Poesy appear 
So full of heaven to me, as when 
f saw how it would pierce through pnde and fear 
To the hves of coarsest men 
It raay be glorious to write 
Thoughts that shall glad the two or three 
High souls, hke those far stare that come in sight 
Once 1n a century ,-— 
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But better far 1t 15 to speak 
One simple word, which now and then 
Shall waken their free nature in the weak 
And fmendless sons of men, 


To write some earnest verse or hne, 
Which, seeking not the praise of art, 
Shall make a clearer faith and manhood shine 
In the untutored heart 


He who doth this in verse or prose, 
May be forgotten 1n his day, 
But surely shall be crowned at last with those 


Who live and speikh for aye 
1842 


RiITQGECUS, 


Gop sends his teachers unto every age, 

To every clime, and every race of men 

With revelations fitted to their growth 

And shape of mind, nor gives thi realm of Truth 
Into the selfish rule of one sole race 

Therefore each form of worship that hath swayed 
The hfe of man, and given 1t to grasp 

The master key of knowledge, reverencx, 
Enfolds some germs of goodness and of mght, 
Else never had thc eager soul, which loathes 

The slothful down ot pampered ignorance, 

Found 1n it even a moment s fitful rcst 


There 1s an instinct 1n the human heart 
Which makes that all the fablcs 1t hath coined, 
To justify the reign ofits belief 
And strengthen it by beauty s mght divine, 
Veil in their inner cells a mystic gift, 

Which, lke the hazel twig, in faithful hands, 
Ponts surely to the hidden springs of truth 
For, as in nature nought is made in vain, 
But all things have within their hull of use 
A wisdom and a meaning which may speak 
Of spiritual secrets to the ear 

Of spirit, s0,1n whatsoe’er the heart 

Hath fashioned for a solace to itself, 

To make its inspirations suit its creed, 

And from the niggard hands of falsehood wring 
Its needful food of truth, there ever 18 

A sympathy with Nature, which reveals, 
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Not less than he: own works, pure gleams of hight 
And earnest parables of inward lore 

Hear now this fasry legend of old Greece 

As full of freedom, youth, and beauty still 

As the immortal freshness of that grace 

Carved for all ages on some Attic frieze 


A youth named Rheecus, wandering in the wood 
Saw an old oak just trembling to its fill, 
And, feeling pity of so fair 1 tree 
He propped its gray trunk with idminng care, 
And with a thoughtless footstep loitered on 
But as he turned he heard a voice behind 
That murmmed Rhecus!’ ’Twas as if the leaves , 
Stirred by a passing breith had murmured it, 
And, while he paused bewildercd, yet again 
It murmured ‘Rhocus! softe: than a biecze 
He started, and beheld with dizzy eyes 
What seemed the substance of a happy dream 
Stand there before him spreading a warm glow 
Within the green glooms of the shadowy oak 
It seemed a woman s shape, yet all too fair 
‘Lo be a woman, and with eyes too meek 
For any that were wont to mate with gods 
All naked hke a goddess stood she there, 
And like a goddess ll too beautiful 
To feel the guilt born ¢arthliness of sh ime 
‘Rhecus, I am the Dryad of this trie 
Thus she began dropping her low toned words 
Serene, and full and clear as drops of dew, 
‘And with 1t I am doomed to live and dic 
The rain and sunshine aie my caterers 
Nor have I other bliss than simple life , 
Now ask me what thou wilt, that I can give, 
And with a thankful joy it shall be thine 


Then Rheeeus, with a flutter at the heart, 
Yet, by the prompting of such beautv, bold, 
Answered ‘What 15 there that can satisfy 
The endless craving of the soul but love ? 

Give me thy love, or but the hope of that 
Which must be evermore my spint’s goal 

After a httle pause she sad again 

But with a ghimpse of sadness in her tone, 

‘I give it, Rheecus, though a perilous gift , 

An hour before the sunset meet me here’ 

And straightway there was nothing he could see 
But the green glooms beneath the shadowy oak, 
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And not a sound came to his straining ears 
But the low trickling rustle of the leaves 
And far away upon an emerald slope 

The falter of in idle shepherds pipe 


Now in those days of simpleness and faith 
Men did not think that happy things were dreams 
Because they overstepped the narrow bouin 
Of likelshood but revcrently deemed 
Nothing too wondrous o1 too beautiful 
‘Lo be the guerdon of a daring heart 
So Rheecus made no doubt that he was blest 
And all along unto the city s gate 
Farth seemed to spring beneath him as he walked 
The eleir broid sky loohcd blucr than its wont 
Aud he ce: uld #eirce believe he had not wings 
Such sunshine seemed to glitter through his veins 
Instead of blood so hght he felt amd stringe 


Young Rho cus had 1 futhfal heart enough 
But onc that in the present dwelt too much 
And taking with blithe welcome whuatsoe er 
Chance gave of yoy, wis wholly bound wm that 
Tike the contented pcoausant ot 1 vale 
Deemed it the world und never lool cd beyond 
So haply mecting in the ifternvon 
Some comrades who were playing it the diee 
He joined them ind forcot all else beside 


Che dice were rattling uf the merriest 

And Rheecus who hid met but sorry Jucl 

Just Jaughed in triumph it i hippy threw 
When through the 100m there hummced 1 ycHow bee 
That buzzed about hiscar with down dropped lees 
Asuttohght And Rhecut tiughed ind siid 
£ ecling how 1¢d and flushed he wis with loss 

By Venus! does h take me for 1 rose ’ 
And brushed him off with rough impitient hand 
But still the bee crume bick and thrice again 
Rheeeus did beat him off with growmg w1i ath 
Then through the window flew the woundcd bee, 
And Rheeeus tracking him with ingiy eyes 
Saw a sharp mountain peak of Thessaly 
Against the red disc of the sctting sun, — 
And instantly the blood sank fiom his heait 
As if its very walls hid caved away 
Without a word he tuzncd and rushime forth, 


RHGECUS 


Ran madly through the city and the gate 

And o er the plain, which now the wood’s long shade 
By the low sun thrown forward broad and dim, 
Darkened wellnigh unto the city’s wall 


Quite spent and out of breath he reached the tree, 
And, hstenmng fearfully, he heard once more 
The low voice murmur ‘ Rhecus't’ close at hand 
Whereat he looked around him, but could see 
Nought but the deepening glooms beneath the oak 
Then sighed the voice, ‘Oh, Rheecus' nevermore 
Shalt thou behold me or by day or might 
Me, who would fain have blessed thee with a love 
More ripe and bounteous than ever yet 
Filled up with nectar any mortal heart 
But thou didst scorn my humble messenger, 
And sent’st him back to me with bruised wings 
Woe spirits only show to gentle eyes 
We ever ask an undivided love 
And he who scorns the least of Nature’s works 
Is thenceforth emled and shut out from all 
Farewell! for thou canst never see me more’ 


Then Rheecus beat his breast, and groaned aloud 
And ened ‘Be pitiful! forgise me yet 
This onee, and 1 shall never need 1t more!’ 
‘Alas! the voice returned, ‘’tis thou art blind 
Not I unmerciful 1 can forgive, 
But have no skill to heal thy spirit’s eyes 
Only the soul hath power o er ite If’ 
With that again there murmured ‘ Nevermore! 
And Rheecus after heard no other sound, 
Except the rattling of the oaks crysp leaves, 
Tike the long surf upon a distant shore, 
Raking the sea worn pebbles up and down 
The night had gathered round him_ oer the plain 
The eity sparkled with its thousand lights, 
And sounds of revel fell upon his ear 
Harshly and like a curse, above, the sky, 
With all its bmght sublumity of stars 
Deepened, and on his forehead smote the breeze 
Beauty was all around him and dehght, 
But from that eve he was alone on earth 
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THE FALCON 


I xnow a falcon swift and peerless 
As e er was cradled in the pine 

No bird had ever eye so foarless 
Or wing so strong as this of mine 


The winds not better love to pilot 
A. clond with molten gold o errun, 
Than him, a little burning islet, 
A star above the coming sun 


For with a lark s heart he doth tower 
By a glorious upward instinct drawn 

No bee nestles deeper in the flower 
Than he in the bursting rose of dawn 


No harmless dove, no bird that singeth 
Shudders to see him overhead , 

The rush of his fleree swooping bringeth 
To innocent hearts no thrill of dread 


Let fraud and wrong and baseness shiver 
For still between them and the sky 

The talcon Truth hangs poised for ever 
And marks them with his vengeful eye 


TRIAL 


I 
Wuerurr the idle prisoner through his grate 
Watches the waving ot the grass tuft small, 
Which having colonised its rift 1 the wall, 
Takes its free risk of good or evil fate 
And from the sky’s just helmet draws its lot 
Daily of shower or sunsluac, cold or hot ,-— 
Whether the closer captive of a creed, 
Cooped up from birth to grind out endless chaff 
Sees through his ‘coaidtaall bas the noonday laugh, 
And feels 1n vain his crumpled pinions breed ,— 
Whether the Georgian slave look up and mark, 
With bellying sails puffed full, the tall c'oud bark 
Sink northward slowly,—thou alone seem’st good, 
Fair only thou, O Freedom, whose desire 
Can light 1n muddiest soula quick seeds of fire, 
And strain life’s chords to the old heroie mood 
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TRIAI 


i 

Yet are there othe: gifts more fuir than tune, 
Nor can I count him happiest who has never 
Been forced with his own hand his chains to sever, 
And for himself find out the way divine 

He never know the aspirers glorious pains 

He never earncd the struggles priceless gains 

O block by block with sore and sharp endeayou1 
Tifelong we build these hum in natures up 

Into a temple fit for treedom 5 shrine 

And Trial ever consecrates the cup 

Wheicfrom we pour her sacrific1 il wine 


A REQUITM 


Ax pale and silent maiden 
Cold is thou hest there 

‘Lhine was the sunniest nature 
Lhit ova. drew the air 

The wildest ind most wy wad 
And yet so gently kind 

Ihou seemedst but to body 
A breath of summer wind 


Into the etcrnal shadow 
Lhat girds our life iround 
Into the mfinite silencc 
Wherewith Deaths shore 16 bound 
Thou hast gone forth beloved! 
And I were mean to weep 
That thou hast left Life s shallows 
And dost possess the Deep 


Thou hest low and silent, 
Thy he wrt 15 cold ind still 
Thine eyes are shut for ever, 
And Death hath had Ins will 
He loved and would have taken, 
I loved and would havc kept 
We strove —ind he was stronger, 
And I have never wept 


Let him possess thy body, 
Thy soul is still with me 
More sunny and more gladsome 
Than 1t was wont to be 
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Thy body was « fetter 
That bound me to the flesh 
Thank God that 1t 15 brol cn 
And now I hve aficsh' 


Now J cin see thee clearly 
Lhe dusky cloud of cluy, 
Thit hid thy starry spirit 
I, rent and blown uwav 
To cuith I give thy body, 
Lhy spirit to the sky 
I saw its bright wings growing 
And knew that thou must fly 


Now I cin love thee truly 

Lor nothing comes between 
The scnses and the spirit 

The scen und thc unseen 
Tifts the cteruil shadow 

The silence bursts apart 
And the souls boundless {future 

Ig prevent in my heart 


A PARABLE 


Worwn and footsore wis the Prophet 
When he gained the holy hill 
God has left the earth, he murmured 
Here his presence lirgers still 


God of all the olden prophets 

Wilt thou speak with men no more ? 
Have'l not as truly served thee 

As thy choscn ones of 5 ore? 


Hear me guider of my fathets 
Lo! a humble heart 1s mine 

By thy mercy I beseech the 
Grant thy servant but a sign! 


Bowing then his heid he lstcned 
For an answer to his priyei , 
No loud burst of thunder followed 

Not a murmui stirred thy air — 


But the tuft of moss before him 
Opened while he waited yet 

And from out the rocks hard bosom, 
Sprang a tender yolet 
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A PARABLE 


God! I thank thec,’ said the Prophet , 
‘Hard of heart and blind was I, 
Looking to the holy mountain 
For the gift of prophecy 


‘Still thou speakest with thy children 
Lrecly as in eld sublime 
Humbleness, and love, and patience, 
Still give empire over time 


Hid I trusted in my nature, 
And had faith in lowly things, 

Thou thyself wouldst then hive sought me 
And set free my spirit’s wings 


‘But I looked for signs and wonders, 
That o er men should give me sway, 
Thirsting to be more than mortal, 
I was even less than clay 


Erc I entered on my journey, 
As I girt my loins to start, 
Ran to me my little daughter, 

Lhe beloved of my heart — 


In her hand she held a flower, 
Take to this as hke may be 
Which beside my very threshold 
She had plueked and brought to me 
1842 


A GLANCE BEHIND THE CURTAIN 


We see but half the causes of our deeds, 
Seeking them wholly in the outer hfe, 

And heedless of the encircling spirit world, 
Which though unseen, is felt, and sows 1n us 
All germs of pure and world wide purposes 
From one stage of our being to the next 

We pass unconscious o’er a slender bridge, 

The momentary work of unseen hands, 

Which crumbles down behind us, looking back, 
We see the other shore, the gulf between 

And, marvelling how we won to where we stand, 
Content ourselves to call the builder Chance, 
We trace the wisdom to the apple’s fall, 

Not to the birth throes of a mighty Truth 
Which, for long ages in blank Chaos dumb, 
Yet yearned to be incarnate, and had found 
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At last a spirit meet to be the womb 

From which 1t might be born to blcss mankind,— 
Not to the soul of Newton, mpe with all 

The hoarded thoughtfulness of earnest years, 
And waiting but one ray of sunhght more 

To blossom fully 


But whence came that ray ? 
We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought 
Rathcr to name our high successes su 
Only the instincts of great souls are Fate 
And have predestined sway all other things, 
Except by leave of us could never be 
For Destiny 18 hut the breath of God 
Still moving 1n us, the last fragmcnt left 
Of our unfalicn niture, waking oft 
Within our thought, to beckon us beyond 
The narrow circle of the seen and known, 
And always tending to a noble end, 
As all things must that overrule the soul 
And for a space unseat the helmsman Will 
The fute of England and of freedom once 
Scemed wavering in the heart of one plain man 
One step of his and the great dial hand, 
That murks the destined progress of the world 
In the eternal round from wisdom on 
To higher wisdom, had been made to pause 
A hundred years That step he did not take — 
He knew not why nor we, but only God,— 
And live to make his simple oaken chair 
More ternmble and grandly beautiful, 
More full of majesty than any throne 
Before or after, of a Britzsh king 


Upon the pier stood two stern visaged men, 
Looking to where a httle craft lay moored 
Swayed by the lazy current of the Thames, 
Which weltered by in muddy listlessness 
Grave men they were, and battlings of fierce thought 
Had trampled out all softness from their brows, 
And ploughed rough furrows there before their time, 
for other crop than such as homebred Peace 
Sows broadcast in the willing soil of Youth 
Care, not of self, but of the commonweal, 
Had robbed their eyes of youth, and left instead 
A. look of patient power and iron will, 
And something fierccr, too, that gave broad hint 
Of the plain weapons girded at their sides 


A GIANCI 


The younge: had an ispect of command, — 

Not such as trickles down a slender stream 

In the shrunk channel of a great descent — 

But such as hes entowered m heart and head 
And i irm prompt to do thc hests of both 

This was + brow whee gold were out of plice, 
And yet 1f seemed an ht worthy of t crown 
(Lhough he despised such) were it only mide 

Of iron or some scivice tuble stuff 

Thit would have matched his sinewy biown face 
Che elder although such he hardly seemed 

(Care makcs su Ittle of some five short 5ea14) 
Had a cleir honest face whose rough hown strength 
Was mildened by the scholars wiser he urt 

To sober comage, such as best beftts 

The unsulhed temper of 1 wel] taught mind 

Yet so remamed thit one could plainly guess 

Thc hushed volcano smouldering underneath 

He spoke the other hearing kept his gize 

Still fixed, as on some problem in the sky 


CG Cromweti we ire fillen on evil times! 
There was a diy when Fngland had wide room 
Tor honest men 15 well as foolish hings 
But now the uneasy stomach of the timc 
Turns squeamish at them both Therefore let us 
Seek out that savage clime, where men ag yet 
Are a there sleeps the vessel on the tide, 
Her languid cinvas drooping for the wind 
Give us but thit and what need we to fear 
This Order of the Counal? The frce waves 
Will not say No, to please a wayward king 
Nor will the winds turn triutors it his beck 
All things are fitly carcd for and the Lord 
Will watch as kindly o’er the exodus 
Of us his servants now 4s 1n old time 
We have no cloud or fire and haply we 
May not pass dry shod through the occ an stream 
But, saved or lost all things are in His hand 
So spake he and meintmme the other stood 
With wide gray eyes still reading the blank au, 
As 1f upon the sky ¢ blue wall he saw 
Some mvstic seutenee written by a bind 
Such as of old mide pale the Assyrian hing 
Girt with his satrips in the blazing feast 


‘Hampprn! a moment since my purpose wi 
To fly with thee,—tor T will call it flight 
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Nor flatter it with any smoothca name— 

But something 11 me bids mc not to go 

And Iam one thou khnowest who unmovcd 

By what the werk deem omcns yet give hued 
And reverence due to whatsoe er my soul 
Whispers of warning to the inne1 ¢a1 

Morcvovar as 1 know that God brings round 
His purposes in wiys undreamed by us 

And mahes the wicked but His instiument s 

To hasten on their swift ind suddcn full 

Tscc the beauty of His provide nes 

In the Kings order blind he will not Iet 

His doom pit from him but must bid it stay 
As twere zerichet whose enlivening chirp 

He loved to he ir bene ith his very hearth 

Why should we fly? Nay why not rather stry 
And rear igatn our Zions, crumbled walls 

Not 15 of old the walls of Lhebes were built 
By minstre] twinging but if need should be 
With the more potent music of our swords ” 
Phink st thou that score of men beyond the sev 
(laim more Gods eare than all of Logland heic ? 
No when He moves His arm it 15 to ud 
Whole peoples hecdless if a few be crushed 

As some ire evcr when th. destiny 

Of man takes one stride onward nearer home 
Beheve it tis the mass of men He loves 

And wheic there 15 most sorrow and most w int 
Where thc bigh he ut of min 1s trodden down 
The most tis not bec use He hides His fice 
from them in writh as purblind teachers prate — 
Not so. there most 1s He for there is He 

Most needed Men who scek for bate ibroad 
Are not so near His het is they who dare 
Frankly to face her wheie she fices them 

On their own threshold wheie their souls aic strong 
To grapple with and throw her 24 I once 
Boing yet a boy, did cast this puny ] ng 

Who now has grown so dotird as to deem 

That he can wrestle with in angry 1ealm 

And throw the brawncd Ant cus of mens mehts 
No Hampden! they have half way conquered Tate 
Who go half way to meet her—as will I 
freedom hath yet a work for mc to do 

So speaks that inward voice which never yet 
Spake falocly when it urged the spirit on 

To noble deeds for country and m inkind 
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And, for success, I ask no more than this— 
To bear unflinching witness to the truth 

All true, whole men succeed for what 1s worth 
Success’s namc, unless it be the thought, 

The inward surety to have carned out 

A noble purpose to wu noble end, 

Although 1t be the gallows or the block ? 

*Tis only Falsehood that doth ever need 
These outward shows of gain to bolster her 
Be it we prove the wcaker with our swords, 
Truth only needs to be for once spoke out 
And there’s such music in her, such strange rhythm 
As makes mens memorirs hcr joyous slaves, 
And chngs around the soul, as the sky chngs 
Round the mute earth, for ever bcautiful, 
And if o’erclouded, only to burst forth 

More all embracingly divine and clear 

Get but the truth once uttered and ’tis hke 
A star new born, that drops into 11s place, 
And which, once circling im its nikad: round, 
Not all the tumult of the earth can shake 


‘What should we do in that small colony 
Of pinched fanatics who would rather choose 
Freedom to clip an inch more from their hair, 
Than the great chance of setting England free? 
Not there, amid the stormy wilderness, 
Should we learn wisdom or if learned, what room 
To put it into act——else worse than nought ? 
We learn our souls more, tossing for an hour 
Upon this huge and ever vexed sea 
Of human thought, where kingdoms go to wreck 
Like fragile bubbles yonder in the stream, 
Than in a cycle of New F ngland sloth, 
Broke only by some petty Indian war, 
Or quarrel for a letter more or les» 
In some hard word which, spelt in either way 
Not their most learned ¢lerks can understand 
New times demand new measures and new men, 
The world advanccs and in time outgrows 
The laws that in our fathers’ day were best, 
And, doubtless, after us, some purer scheme, 
Will be shaped out by wiser men than we, 
Made wiser by the steady growth of truth 
We cannot bring Utopia by force 
But better, almost, be at work 1n sin, 
Than in a brute inaction browse and sleep 
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No man 18 born into the world, whose work 
Is not born with him_ therc 18 always work, 
And tools to work withal, for those who will, 
And blessed are the horny hands of toil! 

Thc busy world shoves angrily aside 

The man who stands with arms akimbo set 
Until occasion tells him what to do 

And he who waits to have his task marked out 
Shall die and leave his errand unfulfilled 

Our time 1s one that calls for earnest deeds 
Reason and Government hke two broad seas, 
Ycarn for cach other with outstretched arms 
Across this narrow isthmus of the throne, 
And roll their white surf higher every day 
One age movcs onward and the next builds up 
Cities and gorgeous palaces where stood 

The rude log hut» of thosc who tamcd the wild, 
Rearing from out the forcsts they had felled 
The goodly tramework of a faircr state 

The builder s trowel and the settler’s axe 

Are scldom wielded by the selfsame hand , 
Ours 1s the harder task yet not the less 

Shall we receive the blessing for our toil 
trom the choice spirits of the aftertime 

My soul 1s not a palace of the past 

Where outworn creeds, hike Rome’s gray senate, quakc, 
Hearing afar Vandals trumpet hoarse 

That shakes old systems with a thunder fit 
The time 1s ripe, and rotten ripe, for change 
Then let it come I have no dread of what 
Is called for by the instinct of mankind 

Nor think I that God s world will fall apart, 
Because we tear a parchment more or less 
Truth 1s eternal, but her effluence, 

With endless change 1s fitted to the hour, 
Her murror 16 turned forward to reflect 

The promise of the future, not the past 

He who would win the name of truly great 
Must understand his own age and the next, 
And make the present ready to fulfil 

Its prophecy, and with the future merge 
Gcntly*and peacefully as wave with wave 
The future works out grcat men’s destinies , 
The present 1s enough for common souls, 
Who never looking forward, are indeed 

Mere clay wherein the footprints of their age 
Are petrified for ever better those 
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Who lead the blind old giant by the hand 
Fiom out the pathless desert where he gropes 
And sct him onward in his darksome wiy 

I do not fc ar to follow out the truth, 

Albut wong the precipwe 6 edge 

Int us spetk plain there 1s moie foree in nimces 
Than most men drcam of and 1 he may keep 
Its throne 1. whole age longer 1f it shulk 
Behind thc shicld of some fut secming name 
Let us call tyrants tyrants ind miuntain 
“hat only freedom comes by grace of God 
And all thit comes not by His gricc must fill 
for men in carne t hive no time to waste 

In pitching fig h wes for the niked truth 


Iwill have onc more grapple with the min 
Charks Stuart whom the boy o ¢rcame 
The man stinds not in awe of =I perchanc: 
Am one rancd up by the Almighty arm 
To witness some great truth to all the world 
Souls dcstincd to o erle up the vulgaa lot 
And mould the world unto the scheme of God 
Ifive a fore consciousness of their Ingh doom 
As men are known to shiver it the heart 
When the cold shadow of some coming 11 
Creeps slowly ocr their spirits unawares 
Hath Good less power of prophcey than Il ? 
How else could mcn whom God hath called to swiy 
Farths rudder ind to stccr the bark of Truth 
Beating agunst the tempest towrd her pot 
Bear all the mein ind buzzin,, grievances 
The petty mirty: loms wherewith Sin strives 
To werry out the tethered hope of Faith 
The snecrs the unre ognising look of fricnds 
Who worship the de dcorp ¢ of old King Custom, 
Where 1t doth lie in stite withim the Church 
Striving to cover up the mighty oce in 
With 1 mine palm, ind miking cven the truth 
Lu for them holding up the glis 1ever ed 
To mike thc hope of min sccm finther off ? 
My God! whin I read oe7 the bitter lnvcs 
Of mcn whose cagcr he uts were quitt too gee t 
To beat bencath the crimped mode of the diy 
And sec them mocked it by the wold they lov 
Hageling with picjudice for pennyworths 
Of that reform which their hard toil will make 
The common buthright of the age to come — 
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When I sce this, spite of my futh in God 

I marvel how their hearts bear up sv long 
Noi could they but for this samc prophecy, 
This inwaid fceling of the glorious end 


‘Deem me not fond but in my warmer jouth 
Erc my he ut» bloom was suiled and brushed iwi 
I had grcat drcame of mighty things to come, 

Of conquest whcther by the sword or pon 

I knew not but some conqucst I would have 

Or clse swift de ith now wiser grown in yeas 

J find youths dicams ire but the flutterings 

Ot tho ¢ strong wings whereon the soul shill soar 
Tn iftertime to win i stirry throne 

And so Tchei:ish them for they were lots 

Which I 1 boy castin the helm of F ate 

Now will I diiuw them sinew 1 ming right hind 
A mght hand guided by in ¢irnest soul 

With 1 truc instinct tikes the golden prize 

Prom out i thousind blinks Whit men cll lucl 
Is the prerog ive of viubint souls 

The fealty Jefe pays its riphtfal kings 

The helm is shtking now ind TI will sty 

Lo pluck my lot forth it were sin to flee ! 


So they two turncd together ane to dic 
Tighting, for f1¢cdom on the bloody ficld 
Phe other fir more houppy to become 
A niume «uth weirs for ovar neat Ler he ut 
One of the few that have 2. ught to rinl 
With the true Mikers for his spirit wrought 
Oidcr from Chaos proved thit mght divine 
Dwilt only in the cxcellenec of truth 
And far withm old Darkness hostile lines 
Advanced ind pitched the slaning tents of Light 
Noi shall the ,ratctul Muse forget to tell 
Lhat—not the least among his many elimes 
To deathless honour——he wis Mirton s fricnd 
A man not second tmong those who hved 
To show us thit the pocts lyre demands 
An irm of tougher sincw thin the sword 
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SONG 


O mMoontiGHT deep and tender 
A year and more agone 

Your mist of golden splendour 
Round my betrothal shone '! 


O elm leaves dark and dewy 
The very same ye seem 

The low wind trembks through ye 
Ye murmur in my dream! 


O, river, dim with distance 
low thus for ever by 

A part of my existence 
Within your heart doth he! 


O stars ye saw our meeting 
Two beings and one soul 
Two hearts so madly beating 
To mingle and be whole! 


O, happy might, deliver 
Her kisses bach to me, 
Or keep them all and give her 


A blissful dream of me ! 
1842 
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Tur old chief, feeling now well mgh his end, 

Called Ins two eldest children to his gide, 
And gave them, in few words his parting charge ! 

My son and daughter, me ye see no more, 
The happy hunting-grounds await me, green 
With change of spring and summer through the year 
But, for remembrance, after I am gone, 
Be kind to little Sheemah for my sake 
Weakling he is and young, and knows not yet 
To set the trap, or draw thc seasoned bow 
Therefore of both your loves he hath more need, 
And he, who needcth love, to love hath nght, 


* For the leading incidents in this tale I am indebted to the very 
valuable Algic Researches of Henry R Schoolcraft Esq 
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It 18 not hke our furs and stores of corn, 
Whereto we claim sole title by our tol, 

But the Great Spirit plants it 1n our hearts, 
And waters 1t, and grves it sun, to be 

The common stock and heritage of all 
Therefore be kind to Shecmah that yourselves 
May not be lett deserted in your need 


Alone, beside a like their wigwam stood 
Far from the other dwellings of their tribe 
And, after many moons the loneliness 
Wearied the elder brother ind he said 
‘Why should I dwell here all alone shut out 
From the free natural joys that fit my age? 
Lo I am tall and strong, well skilled to hunt, 
Patient of tou and hunger, and not yet 
Have seen the danger wluch I dared not look 
Full in the face, what hinders me to be 
A mighty Brave and Chief among my kin ? 
So, taking up his arrows and his bow, 

As if to hunt, he journey: d swiftly on, 
Until he gained the wigwams of his tribe, 
Where choosmg out 1 bride he soon forgot 
In all the fret and bustle of new hfe, 

The little Sheemah and his fither s charge 


Now when the sister found her brother gone 
And that for many dajs he came not back 
Sho wept for Sheemah more than for herself 
For Love bides longest in a woman s heart 
And fiutters many times before he flics 
And then doth perch so nearly that a word 
May lure him back, 1s awitt und glad uw hght 
And Duty lhngers even when Love 18 gone, 
Oft looking out in hope of his return , 

And, after Duty hath been driven forth 
Then Selfishness ereeps in the last of ill, 
Warming her lean hands at the lon ly hearth, 
And crouching ocr the emburs, to shut out 
Whatever paltry warmth and hght ar: left, 
With avaricious greed from all beside 
So for long months, the sister hunted wide 
And cared for httle Sheemah tendcrly , 
But, daily more and more the loneliness 
Grew weansome, and to herself she sighed 
Am I not fair? at least the glassy pool, 
That hath no cause to flatter, tells me so 
But, O, how flat and meanmgless the tale, 
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Unless it trembk on a lover s tongue ' 

Beauty hath no true glass except it be 

In the sweet privacy of lowng eyes 

Thus decmed she idly, and forgot the lore 
Which she had kcarned of naturc and the woods 
That Beauty’s chief reward 15 to itself 

And that the cyes of Love reflect alone 

The inward furness which 1s blurred and lost 
Unlcss kept clear and white by Duty s cire 

So she went forth and songht the hiunts of men 
And being weddcd in her household cares 

Soon Ihe the elder brother quite forgot 

The httle Shcemvh and her father s charge 


But Shecmah left vlonc within the lodge, 
Waited and waited with a shrinking heart 
Thinking each rustlc was his sister s step 
Tul hope grew less and less and then went out 
And every sound wis changed from hope to fear 
Few sounds there were —thoe droppmg of a nut 
The squirrels chirrup and the j1y © harsh scream 
Autumn s sad romnants of bith: Summcrs cheer 
Heard it long intervals seemed but to make 
The dreadful void of silence silenter 
Soon what sm ul store hin sister Ic ft was gone 
And, through the wtumn he made shift to live 
On roots and berries ¢ithered 1n much fear 
Of wolves whos. ghistl, how] he he ud ofttrmes 
Hollow and hungiy at the dead of mght 
But Winter came at last and when the now 
Thick heaped for gle aming Ie agues ocx dnt) and p) un 
Sprc id its unbroken silcnee over ul 
Made bold by hunger he was fain to glean 
(More sick it heart than Ruth and il alonc), 

After the harvest of the merciless wolf 

Grim Boaz who sharp irbbed ind gaunt yet feared 
A thing morc wild and starving than himself 

Till by degrecs, the wolf and he grew friends 

And shired togethe: ill the winter through 


Late in the Sprmg when all the «« was gone, 
The «lder brother fishing m the Ike 
Upon whose «cdge his fathe: s wigwam stood 
Heard a low moaning noise upon the shore 
Half hke a child 1t scemed, half lke 1 wolf 
And straightway there was something in his heart 
That said It 1s thy brother Sirenal & YOKE 
So, paddhng swiftly to the bank, he saw, 
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Within a httle thicket close at hand 
A child that seemed fast changing to a wolf 
from the neck downward gray with shaggy hin 
That still crept on and upward as he looked 
The face was turned awry but well he knew 
That 1t was Shecmahs even his }iothers face 
Then with his trembling hands hx hid his eyes, 
And bowed his head, so that he might not sce 
The first look of Ins brothcrs eyes ind cried, 
O Sheemah! O, my brother sprak to me! 
Dost thou not know me thit I um thy brother ? 
Come to me httle Sheemah thou shalt dwell 
With me henceforth and know no cire or want! 
Sheemah was silent for ~wspwe is if 
*Twere hard to summon up 2 human voice 
And, when he spakc the sound was of a wolf s 
‘I know thee not nor art thou what thou say st 
I have none other brethren than the wolves 
And till thy heart be chinged from wh it it 15 
Thou art not worthy to bc called their hin 
Then groaned the other with a choking tongue, 
‘Alas! my heirt 1s changed right bitterly 
Tis shrunk and parched within mc «ven now! 
And looking upward fearfully he siw 
Only a wolf that shrank aw vy and 143n 
Ugly and fiercc, to hide among, the woods 


STANZAS ON FREEDOM 


MFw' whosc bowt it 14 that ye 
Comc ot fithers brave ind tre ¢ 

It there breathe on earth a slave, 
Are ye tiuly free and brave ? 

If we do not feel the chun, 
When it works a brothers pain 
Are ye not bast slaves indecd 
Slaves unwoithy to be frecd ? 


Women! who shall one day be 12 
Sons to heathc New England arr, 
If ye heir without a blush 
Deeds to mak: the roused blood 2ush 
Like red lava through your ves, 
For your sisters now in chains,— 
Answer! are ye fit to be 
Mothers of the brave and free ? 
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Is true Freedom but to break 
Fetters for our own dear sake, 
And with leathern hearts, forget 
That we owe mankuid a debt ? 
No! true Freedom 1s to share 
All the chains our brothers wear 
And with heart and hand, to be 
Earnest to make others free ! 


They ar slaves who fear to sperk 
For the fallcn and the weak 

They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing and abuse 

Rather than in silcnce shrink 

From the truth they needs must think 
They ue slaves who dare not be 

In the nght with two or thre 
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Tue cordage creaks and rattles in the wind, 

With freaks of suddcn hush the reeling ser 

Now thumps bke solid rock beneath the ptern 

Now leaps with clumsy wrath, strikes short ind falling 
Crumbled to whispery foam, slips rustling down 

The broad backs of the waves which jostle and cruwd 
To fling themselves upon that unknown sho1< 

Their uscd familiar since the dawn of time 

Whither this foredoomcd life 1s guided on 

‘Lo sway on triumphs hushed, aspiring poise 

Onc ghttermg moment, then to break fulfilled 


How loncly 1s the seas perpetual swing 

The melancholy wash of endless waves, 

The sigh of seme grim monster undescrx d, 
Fear painted on the canvas of the dark, 
Shifting on his uneasy pillow of brine! 

Yet mght brings morc companions than the day 
To this drear waste, new constellations burn 
And fairer stars, with whose calm height my soul 
binds nearer sympathy than with my herd 

Of earthen souls, whose visions scanty ring 
Makes me its prisoner, to beat my wings 
Against the cold bars of their unbeliet, 
Knowing in vain my own free heaven beyond 

O God' this world, so crammed with eager life, 
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That comes and goes and wanders back to silence 
Like the idle wind, which yet man’s shaping mind 
Can make his drudge to swell the longing sails 
Of highest endeavour— this mad unthrift world 
Which every hour, throws hfe enough away 

To makc her deserts kind and hospitable, 

Lets her great destinies be waved aside 

By smooth hp reverent, formal infidels, 

Who wuigh the God they not beheve with gold, 
And find no spot in Judas save that he, 

Driving a duller bargain than he ought 

Saddied his guild with too cheap precedent 

O Faith! if thou art strong, thine opposite 

Is mighty also and the dull fools sneer 

Hath ofttimes shot chill palsy through the arm 
Just lifted to achieve its crowning deed, 

And made the firm based heart, that would have quailed 
The rack or fagot, shudder hhe a leaf 

Wrinkled with frost, and loose upon it» stem 
The wickcd and the weah, by some dark law 
Have a strange power to shut and rivet down 
Their own horizon round us, to unwing 

Our hcaven aspiring visions and to blur 

With surly clouds thc Futures gleammg peahs 
Tar scen vcioss the brine of thankless years 

If the chosen soul could nevcr be alone 

In deep mid sik nee, open doored to God, 

No greatness ever had been dreamed or done, 
Among dull heirts a prophet ncver grew 

The nurse of full grown souls 15 sohtude 


The old world 1s efftte there man with man 
Jostles and, mn the brawl for means to live 

Life 1s trod unde foot-—Lite the one block 

Of marble that s vouchsafid wherefrom to carve 
Our great thoughts white ind godlike to shme down 
The tuture—Life, the 1rredeemible block 
Which one o’ex hasty chisel dint oft mars, 
Scanting our room to cut the features out 

Of our full hope so forcing us to crown 

With a mean head the perfect lhmbs, or leave 
Thc god s face glowing o’er a satyr’s trunk, 
Lailure s bref epitaph 


Yes, Europe’s world, 
Reels on to judgment, there thc common need, 
Losing Gods sacri d ust, to be a bond 
I'waixt Mc and ‘Lhee, sets each one scowhngly 
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O er his own selfish hoard at bay no state 
Knit ‘strongly with etcinal fibres up 

Of all mens separate and united weals, 

Self poised and sole as stars yet one as light, 
Holds up a shape of large Humanity 

To which by natural instinct every man 

Pays loyalty cexulting, by which all 

Mould their own lives ind feel their pulses filled 
With the red fiery blood of the general life, 
Making them mighty 1n peace as now in war 
They wre even in the flush of victory weak 
Conquering that manhood which should them subdue 
And what gift bring I to this untmed world ? 
Shall the same tragedy be playcd ancw 

And the same lund curtai drop at last 

On one dread desolation one fierce crash 

Of that recoil which on its makers God 

Lets Ignorance and Sin and Hunger make 
Early or late? Or shall that commonwealth, 
Whose potent unity and concentric force 

Can draw thes seuttered joints and parts of men 
Into a whole ideal man once more, 

Which sucks not from its limbs the life away 
But sends it flood tide and creates itself 

Over again 1n every citizcen 

Be there built up? For me I have no choice 
I might turn back to other destinies 

kor one sinecre hey opes all Fortunes doors 
But whoso answers not Gods carhest call 
Forfeits or dulls that faculty supreme 

Of lying oper to his genius 

Which makcs the wise heart certain of its ends 


Here am I, for what end God knows, not I 
Westward still points the inexorable soul 

Here um I with no friend but the sad sea, 

The beating heart of this great enterprise 
Which, without me, would stiffin in swift death 
This have I mused on since mine eye could first 
Among the stars distinguish and with joy 

Rest on that God fed Pharos of the north, 

On some blue promontory of heaven lighted 
That juts far out into the upper sea 

To this one hope my heart hath clung for years, 
As would a foundling to the tahsman 

Hung round Ins neck by hands he kn«w not whose , 
A poor vile thing and dross to all beside, 
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Yet he therein can feel avutue left 

By the sad pressure of a mothers hand, 

And unto him it still 1s tremulous 

With palpitating haste and wet with tears, 

The key to him of hope and humanness 

The coarse shell of life’s pearl Expectancy 

This hope hath been to me for love and fume 
Hath made me wholly lonely on the earth 
Building me up as in a thick ribbed tower 
Wherewith enwalled my watching spimt burned, 
Conquering its little island from the Dark 

Sole as a scholars lamp, and heard mens steps 
In the far hurry of the outward world 

Pass dimly forth and back, sounds he ard in dream 
As Ganymede by the eagle wis snatched up 
Trom the gross sod to bk Jove s cupbearer 

So was I lifted by my great design 

And who hath trod Olympus fiom his eye 
Fades not that broader outlook of the gods 

His hfe s low valleys overbrow earths clouds, 
And that Olympian spectre of the past 

Looms towering up in sovereign memory 
Beckoning his soul from meaner heights of doom 
Had but the shadow of the Thunderers bird 
Flashing athwart my spirit made of me 

A swift betraying visions Ganymede, 

Yet to have greatly dreamed precludes low ends 
Great diys have ever such a morning red, 

On such a base great futures aro built up 

And aspiration though not put in act, 

Comes back to ask 1ts phghted troth agin 

Still watches round its grave the unlaid ghost 
Of a dcad virtue and makcs other hopes 

Save that implacable one seem thin and bleak 
As shadows of bare trees upon the snow 

Bound freezing there by the unpityimg moon 


While other youths perplexed their mandolins 
Praying that Thetis would her fingers twine 

In the loose glories of her lovers hair, 

And wile another kiss to heep back day 

I, stretched beneath the many centuried shade 
Of some writhed oak, the woods Laocoon, 

Did of my hope a dryad mistress make, 

Whom I would woo to meet me privily, 

Or underneath the stars, or when the moon 

I lecked all the forest floor with scattered pearls 
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O days whose memory tames to fawning down 
The surly fell of Ocean’s bristled neck ! 


I know not when this hope enthralled me first 
But from my boyhood up I loved to hear 

The tall pme forests of the Apennine 

Murmur their hoary legends of the sea, 

Which hearing, I in vision clear beheld 

The sudden dark of tropic night shut down 

O er the huge whisper of great watery wastes, 
The while a pair of herons trailingly 

Flapped inland, where some league wide river hurlcd 
The yellow spoil of unconjectured realms 

Far through a gulf s green silence, never scarred. 
By any but the North winds hurrying keels 
And not the pines alone all sights and sounds 
To my world seeking heart paid fealty, 

And catered for it as the Cretan bees 

Brought honey to the baby Jupiter 

Who in his soft hand crushed a violet 

Godlike foremusing the rough thunders gripe , 
Then did I entertain the poet s song, 

My great Ideas guest, and passing o’er 

That iron bridge the Tuscan built to hell, 

I heard Ulysses tell of mountain chains 

Whose adamantine hnks, his manacles 

The western main shook growling, and still gnawed 
I brooded on the wise Athenian « tale 

Of happy Atlantis, and heard Bjornes heel 
Crunch the gray pebbles of the Vinland shor 
For I believed the poets, 1¢ 18 they 

Who utter wisdom from the central deep 

And, listening to the inner flow of things, 
Speak to the age out of eternity 


Ah me! old hermits sought for solitude 

In caves and desert places of the earth, 
Where their own heart beat was the only stir 
Of living thing that comforted the year, 

But the bald pillar top of Simeon, 

In midnight’s blankest waste were populous, 
Matched with the isolation drear and deep 
Of him who pines among the swarm of men 
At once a new thoughts hing and prisoner 
Feeling the truer hfe within his life, 

The fountain of his spint’s prophecy 

Sinking away and wasting, anop by drop, 

In the ungrateful sands of sceptic ears 
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He in the palace aisles of untrod woods 

Doth walk a king for him the pent up cell 
Widens beyond the circles of the stars, 

And all the sceptred spirits of the past 

Come thronging 1n to greet him as their peer , 
But 1n the market places glare and throng 

He sits apart, an exile and his brow 

Aches with the mocking memory of its crown 
But to the spirit select there 1s no choice 

He cannot say, his will I do or that 

For the cheap means putting Heavens ends in piwn 
And bartering his bleak rocks, the freehold stern 
Of destiny s first born for smoother fields 

That yield no crop of self denying will 

A hand 1s stretched to him from out the dark 
Which grasping without question, he is led 
Where there 1s work that he must do for God 
The trial still 1s the strength’s complement 

And the uncertain, dizzy path that scales 

The sheer heights of supremest purposes 

Is steeper to the angcl than the child 

Chances havc laws 1s fixed as pl nets have, 
And disappointment s dry und bitter root, 

Envy 8 harsh berries, and the choking pool 

Of the worlds scorn, are the mght mother-milh 
To the tough hearts that pioneer their kind 
And break a pathway to those unknown revlms 
That mn the carths broad shadow he enti led 
Endurance 1s the crowning quality, 

And paticnce all tho passion of great hearts, 
These are their stay, and when the leaden world 
Sets its hard face against their fateful thought 
And brute strength hke a scornful conqueror 
Clangs his huge mace down in the other scale 
The inspired soul but figs his patience in 

And slowly that outweighs the ponderous globe— 
One faith against a whole earth’s unbelief 

One soul against the flesh of all mankind 


Thus ever seems 1t when my soul cin hear 

The voice that errs not then my triumph gleime, 
O’er the blank ocean beckoning, and all mght 

My heart flies on before me as I sail, 

Far on I see my hielong enterprise, 

Which rose hke Ganges ’mid the freezng snows 
Of a world s sordidness, sweep broadening down, 
And gathering to itself a thousand streams, 
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Grow sacred ere 1t mingle with the sea, 
I sec the ungated wall of Chaos old, 
With blocks Cyclopean hewn of solid mght, 
bade hke a wreath of unreturmng mist 
Before the irreversible feet of hght — 
And lo, with what clear omen 1n the east 
On days gray threshold stands the cagcr dawn 
Like young Leander rosy from the sa 
Glowing at Heros lattice! 
One diy more 
These muttezing shoalbrains leave the helm to me 
God, let mc not 1n their dull ooze be strandcd 
Lect not this one frail bark, to hollow which 
T hive dug out the pity and sinewy he wt 
Of my ipiring litc s fair trunk, be so 
Cast up to warp and blacken 1n the sun, 
Just 14 the opposing wind ’gins whistle off 
His cheek swollen mates and from the leaning mast 
Fortune s full sail strains forw ird ' 


One poor day '— 
Remember whose and not how short it 1s! 
It is Gods diy, it 1s Columbus + 
A lavish day! One day with hfe and heart 


Is more than time enough to find a world 
1844 


AN INCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT HAMBURG 


Tue towcr of old Samt Nicholas soared upward to the skis 
Tihe some huge piece of Nature smake the growth of centuries 
You could not deem 1ts crowding spires a work of human art, 
They seemed to struggle hghtward from 1 sturdy living heart 


Not Natures self more freely speaks 1n crystal or m oak 

Than, through the pious builders hand in that gray pile she 
spohe 

And as from acorn springs the oak so, freely and alone, 

Sprang from his heart this hymn to God, sung 1n obedxc nt stone 


It seemed a wondrous freak of chance, so perfect yet so rough, 
A whim of Nature crystallized slowly in granite tough , 
The thick spires yearned towards the sky in quaint harmonious 


lines, 
And in broad sunhght basked and slept, like a grove of blasted 


pines 
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Never did rock or stream or tiec lay claim with better nght 
To il the adorning sympathies of shidow and of hgeht, 
Aud in that forest petrified i forceter there dwells 

Stout Herman, the old siecristan, sole loid of all its bells 


Surge leaping afte: surge the fire roared onwird red as blood, 

Till half of Hamburg lay engulfed beneath the eddymg flood , 

For miles tway, the fiery spray poured down its deadly rain, 

And back and forth the billows sucked, and paused and burst 
again 


Trom square to square with tigia leaps pinted the lustful fire, 

The ur to leewud shuddered with the gisps of its desire 

And church and palace, which evcn now stood whelmed but 
to the knee 

Taft thar blick roofs lil ¢ bic akeas Jone amid the whirling sea 


Up in his tower old Hirman sat ind watched with quiet look 
His soul hid trusted God too long to be at Jist forsook 

Ho could not feir, for surely God a pithway would unfold 
Through tlus red sea for feathful hearts 1» once He cid of old 


But scarecly can he cross himself or on his good saint eall 
Before the sierilegious flood o crle yped the churchyard wall 
And ere w pater hilf wassud midsmok: and crackling glare, 
lis islind towcr 6c i2¢ce juts its head wbove the wide despair 


Upon the perils desper ite pe Ins heart stood up sublamc 
His first thought was ior God above hisne xtwis for his chime , 
Sing now and mike your voices heard in hymmnp of praise, 
ened he, 
As did the Israclites of old, safe walking through the sea! 


Thiough this 1ed 4. 4 our God hath made the pathway safc 
to shore 
Our promiscd land stands full in sight shout now as ne’er 
befor« ' 
And as the tower came crushing «lown, the bells, 1n cle araccord 
Pealed forth the grand old German hymn,— All good souls, 
pi use the Lord!’ 


THE SOWER 


T saw a sower walking slow 
Across the earth trom east to west 

his hair was whitc as mountain snow, 
His head drooped forward on his brc ast 
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With shrivelled hands he flung his seed, 
Nor ever turned to look behind 

Of sight or sound he took no heed, 
It seemed he was both deaf and blind 


His dim face showed no soul beneath, 
Yet in my heart I felt 1 stir, 

As of I looked upon thc sheath 
That once had clasped Excahbur 


J heard, as still the seed he cast, 
How, crooning to himself, he sung— 
I saw again the holy Past, 
The happy diys when I was young 


Then all was wheat without a tare 
Then all was mghteous tar and truc 
And I am he whose thoughtful care 
Shall plant the Old World in the New 


The fruitful germs I scatter free 
With busy hind while all men sleep 
Jn Europe now from sca to sea 
The nations bless mc as they reap’ 


Then I looked back along his path, 
And heard the clash of steel on steel 
Where min faced min in deadly wrath, 
While clanged the tocsin s hurrying peal 


lhe s] y with burning towns flared red, 
Nearer thc noise of fighting rolled 

And brothers blood by brothers shed 
Crept, curdhng, over pavements cold 


Then marked I how cach germ of truth 
Which through the dotard s fingers ran 

Was mated with 1 dragons tooth, 
Whence there sprang up an armed man 


I shouted, but he could not hear 
Made signs but these he could not see 
And still without a doubt or fear 
Broadcast he scattered anarchy 


Long to my straining ears the blast 

Brought faintly back the words he sung — 
‘I sow again the holy Past, 

The happy days when I was young 
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Sistrrs two, all praise to you 

With your faces pinched and bluc 

To the poor man you ve been tauc 
From of old 

You can speak the keenest word 

‘You are sure of being heard 

From the point you re never stirred 
Hunger and cold! 


Let sleek statesmen temporise 

Palsied are their shifts and hics 

When they meet your bloodshot eyes 
Grim and bold 

Policy you set at nought 

In their traps you ll not be caught, 

You re too honest to be bought 
Hunger and cold! 


Bolt and bar the palace door 

While the mass of mcn are poor 

Naked truth grows more and more 
Uncontrolled 

You had never yet I guess, 

Any praise for bashfulness, 

You can visit sans court dress, 
Hunger and cold! 


While the musie fell and rosc 

And the dance reeled to 1ts clos:, 

Where her round of costly woes 
bashion strolled 

I beheld with shuddering fear 

Wolves’ eyes through the windows peer 

Little dream they you are near, 
Hunger and cold! 


When the toilcr’s heart you clutch, 
Conscicnce 1s not valued much, 
He recks not a bloody smutch 
On his gold 
Everything to you defers, 
You are potent reasoners, 
At your whisper Treason stirs 
Hunger and Cold! 
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Rude compansons you draw, 

Words refuse to sate your maw, 

Your gaunt lmbs the cobweb law 
Cannot hold 

You re not clogged with foolish pride 

But can seize 1 mght demed 

Somehow God 15 on your side 
Hunger and Cold' 


You respect no hoary wrong 

More for having triumphed long 

Its past victims haggard throng 
From the mould 

You unbury swords and spears 

Weaker ire than poor mcns tears, 

Weaker than your silent years, 
Hunger and Cold' 


Let them guard both hall and bower 
Through the window you will glower, 
Patient till your reckoning hour 
Shall be tollcd 
Cheeks aie pale but hands ae md 
Guiltless blood may chance be shd 
But yc must and will be fed 
Hunger ind Cold! 


God his plans man must not spoil 
Some weré made to starve und tol 
Some to share the wine and oil, 

We are told 
Devils theorics are these 
Stifling hope and love and pe ver 
framed your hideous lusts to plcase 


Hunger and Cold ! 


Scatter ashes on thy head 
Tears of burning sorrow shed, 
Luarth'! and be by pity led 
To Love’s fold 
Fre they block the very door 
With Jean corpses of the poor 
And will hush for nought but go1e— 


Hunger and Cold! 
1844 
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THE LANDLORD 


Wuar boot your houses and your lands? 
In spite of close drawn deed and fence, 

Like water ’twixt your cheated hands 

They shp mto the graveyard s sands 
And mock your owneiship’s pretence 


How shall you speak to urge your right 
Chokcd with that soil for which jou lust ? 

The bit of clay, for whose delight 

You grasp is mortgiged tuo Death mght 
Toreclose this very day in dust 


Lence as you please, this plain poo: man 
Whose only fields are in Ing wit 
Who shipes the world as best he can 
Auording to God s higher plin 
Owns you and fencs as 16 fit 


Though yours the rents Jus incomes wax 
By ught of eminent domain 

From factory tl to woodman’s 1xc 

All things on euth must pay thoi tax, 
To feed his hungry heat and brain 


He takes you from your easy chair 

And what he plins, that you must do 
You sleep in down cat dainty furc — 
He mounts his crivy girret st ur 

And starvcs the landlord over you 


Feeding thc clods your idlcss¢ drains 
Lou make more crecn six feet of soil 

His frutful word like suns ind 1uns 

Part ikes the seasons bountcous pams 
And toils to hghten human toil 


Your lands, with force or cunning got 
Shrink to the measure of the grave 
But Death himself ibridges not 
‘Lhe tenures of almighty thought 
[he titles of the wise and brave 
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TO A PINE-TREE 


bar up on Katahdin thou towerest, 

Purple blue with the distance and vast, 
Like a cloud o’er the lowlands thou lowerest, 
That hangs poised on a lull in the blast, 

To its fall leaning awful 


In the storm, hkc a prophet o ermaddened 
Thou singest and tossest thy branches 

Thy heart with the terror 1s gladdened 
Thou forebodest the diead avalanches 


When whole mountains swoop valeward 4 


dn the calm thou o cerstictchest the valleys 
With thine arms as if blessings imploring 
Take an old king led forth from Ee palace 
When his people to battle are pouring 
From the uty beneath him 


Io the lumberer asleep neath thy glooming 
Thou dost sing of wild billows im motion 
Till he longs to be swung ’mid theu boommg 

In the tents of the Arabs of ocean 
Whose finned 1sks are their cattle 


Por the gale snatches thec for his lyre 
With mad hand crashing melody fr intic 
Whuilc he pours forth his mighty desire 
To leap down on the eager Atlantic 
Whose ums stretch to his playmate 


The wild storm mal ¢s his lair in thy branches 
Preymg thence on the continent under, 
Like a hon, crouched close on his haunches 
There awaiteth his leap the fierce thunder 
Growhng low with impatic nce 


Spite of winter, thou keep’st thy green glory, 
Lusty father of Titans past number! 
Thc snow flakes alone make thee hoary, 
Nestling close to thy branches in slumber 
And thee mantling with silence 


Thou alone know st the splendour of winter 
"Mid thy snow silvered, hushed precipices 
Hearing crags of green ice groan and splinter, 
And then plunge down the muffled abysses 

In the quiet of midnight 
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Thou alone know’st the glory of summer, 
Gazing down on thy broad seas of forest, 
On thy subjccts that send a proud murmui 
Up to thee, to their sachem, who towerest 
From thy bleak throne to heaven 


SI DESCENDERO IN INFERNUM, ADES 


O, WANDFRING dim on the extremest edge 
Of Gods bright providence whose spirits sigh 
Drearily in you hk the winter sedge 
ut That shivers oer the dcad pool stiff and dry 
A thin, sad voice when the bold wind roars by 
krom the elcar North of Duty— 
Stull by cracked arch und broken shaft I trac 
That herc was once a shrinc and holy place 
Of the supernal Beauty— 
A childs play altar reared of stones and moss, 
With wilted flowers for offering laid across, 
Mute re: ognition of the all ruling Grace 


How tai are ye from the innocent, from those 
Whose hearts are as 1 Jattle lane screne 
Smooth heaped from wall to wall with unbroke snows, 
Or in the simmcez blithe with lamb cropped green 
Save the one track where nought more rude is s.en 
Than the plump wain at even 
Liimnging home four months sunshine bound in sh: aves’ 
How tar are ye from those! yet who belicycs 
‘Lhat yc cin shut out heaven ? 
Your souls paitahe its influence not in yun 
Nor all unconscious as thit silent lane 
Its drift of noiseless apple blooms receives 


Looking within mysclf I note how thin 
A plank of station chancuc o2 prosperous fate, 
Doth fence me fiom the clutching waves of pin ,-— 
In my own heart I find the worst man’s mate, 
And sce not dimly the smooth hinged gate 
That opes to those abyssep 
Where ye grope daikly-—ye who never knew 
On your young hearts love s consecrating dew 
Or felt + mothcr » kisses, 
Or homes restraming tendrils round you eurled , 
Ah side by side with heart’s ease in this world 
The fatal nightshade grows and bitter rue ' 


96 SI DFSCLNDFPO IN INFFRNUM, ADES 


One band ye cannot bieak--the force that clips 
And grasps your circles to the ccntral light 
Yours 1s the prodigal comet s long ellipse, 
Self exiled to the farthest verge of mght 
Yet strives with you no less that mward might 
No sin hith ecr imbruted 
The god in you the ciccd dimmed eye cludes 
The Law broohs not to have its soltudes 
By bigot fect polluted — 
Yet they who watch your God compelled return 
May see your happy perihelion burn 
Where the eilm sun his unfledged plancts broods 


TO THE PAST 


Wonnprors and awful are thy silent halls 
O kingdom of the past! 
There le the bygone ages 1n then palls 
Guarded by shadows + ist— 
There all 1» hushed ind bie ithicss 
Save when som image of old crro) fills 
arth wo1shipped once 18 deathless 


There sits drew keypt md bole ignering sands 
Half womin ind halt beast 
The burnt out torch within her mouldering, hands 
That onec ht ill the East 
A dotird bleared and hoary 
There Asse2 crouches oe: the blackened brands 


Of Asias long quenched glory 


Stall as 1. city buried neath the sca, 
Lhy courts and temples stand, 
Idle is forms on wind waved t1pestry 
Of sats and heroes grand 
Thy phantasms grope and shiver 
Or watch the loose shorcs crumbling silently 


Into Times gnawing rivit 


Titanic shapes with faces blank and dun, 
Of their old godhead lorn 
Gaze on the embers of the sunken sun, 
Which they misdeem for morn, 
And yet the eternal sorrow 
In their urmonarched eyes says day is done 
Without the hope of morrow 
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O r.ealm of silence and of swart eclipse 
The shapes that haunt thy gloom 
Make signs to us and move their withered lips 
Across the gulf of doom 
Let all their sound and motion 
Bring no more freight to us than wraiths of ships 
On the mirage’s ocean 


And 1f sometimes a moaning wandercth 
irom out thy desolate halls 
If some grim shidow of thy hving death 
Across our sunshine falls 
And scares the world to error 
The eternal hfe sends forth mclodious br ath 
To chase the misty terro1 


‘Thy mighty clamours, wars, and wo1ld noised deeds 
Are silent now in dust 
Gone hke a tremble of the huddling reeds 
Beneath some sudden gust 
Thy forms and creeds have vanished 
Tossed out to wither hke unsightly weeds 
trom the worlds garden banish d 


Whatcv«1 of true hte there was in thee 
T caps 10 our ages veins 
Wield still thy bent and wiinkled empery, 
And shake thine idle chains ,~— 
To the thy dioss 1s clinging 
For us thy martyzs die thy prophets sec 
Thy poets still are singing 


Here mid the bleil waves of our stiife and car, 
J loat the grecn Tortunate Isk s 
Whaeie all thy he1o spirits dwell, and share 
Our martyrdoms and toils 
The present moves attunded 
With all of brave and excellent and fair 
{hit madc the old time splendid 


LO Pik EUTURL 


O Lanp 0: Promise! from what Pisgah’s height 
Cin I behold thy stretch of peaceful bowers, 
Thy golden harvests flowing out of sight, 
Thy nestled homes and sun illumined towers ? 
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Gazing upon the sunset’s high heaped gold 
Its crags of opal and of chrysolite, 
Its deeps on deeps of glory, that unfold 
Still brightening abysses, 
And blazing precipices, 
Whence but a scanty leap 1t seems to heaven 
Sometimes a glimpse is given 
Of thy morc gorgeous realm, thy more unstinted blisses 


O Land of Quiet ' to thy shore the surf 
Of the perturbed Present rolls and sleeps 
Our storms breathe soft as June upon thy turt 
And lure out blossoms , to thy bosom leap» 
As to a mother gs, the o erweaned heart 
Hearing far off and dim the toiling mart 
The hurrying feet, the curses without number 
And, eireled with the glow Elysian 
Of thine exulting vision, 
Out of its very cares woos charms for peace and slumber 


To thee the Earth hfts up hor fettered hands 
And cries for vengeance, with a pitymg smile 
Thou blessest her and she forgets her bands, 
And her old woe worn face a httl while 
Grows young ind noble unto thee the Oppiessor 
Looks, and 1s dumb with awe, 
The eternal law 
Which makes the crime its own blindfold redresser 
Shadows his heart with perilous foreboding 
And hc can see the grim eyed Doom 
From out the trembling gloom 
Its silent-footed stecds toward his palace goading 


What promiscs hast thou for Poets cyes 
Aweary of the turmoul and the wrong! 
To ail ther hopes what overjoyed replies! 
Whit undreamed ecstasis for blissful song! 
Thy happy plains no war trumps brawling clangour 
Disturbs and fools the poor to hate the poor , 
The humble glares not on the high with anger , 
Love leaves no grudge at less no greed for more 
In vain strives Self the godlike sense to smother 
From the soul s deeps 
It throbs and leaps , 
The noble ’neath foul rags beholds his long lost brother 


To thee the Martyr looketh, and his fires 
Unlock their fangs and leave hig sparit free , 
To thee the Poet maid his tor aspires, 
And grief and hunger climb about his knee, 
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Welcome as children , thou upholdest 
The lone Inventor by his demon haunted , 

Thc Prophet eres to thee when hearts arc coldest 
And, gazing o’cr the midnight’s bleak abyss, 
Sees the drowsed soul awaken at thy hiss 

And stretch its happy arms and leap up disenchantd 


‘Lhou bringest vengeance, but so loving kindly 
The guilty thinks it pity, tiught by thee, 
kierce tyrants drop the seomgces wherewith blindly 
Ther own souls they were scarring conquerors sce 
With horror in than bands the aceurscd spear 
That torc the mock Ones side on Calvary 
And from their trophis shrink with ghastly fe ar 
Thou too, 11t the Loigiver 
The beruty of mans soul to man 1¢\c aling 
The arrows from thy quer 
Puerec Frrors guilty heart but only piezce for healing 


QO whither whitha glory winged die ims 
From out Tnfes sweat and turmoil would ye bear me? 
Shut, gates of fancy, on your golden gleams —- 
This agony of hopeless contrast spare me ' 
Pide chcating glow, and kave me to my mght ' 
Hi 185 2cowud who would borrow 
A charm agunsi the present sorrow 
from the vaguc Iuture s promise of delight 
As hfe s varums neaicr roll 
The ancucstril buchleat calls 
Self langing from the wills 
In the high temple of the soul 
Where arc most sorrows, there the ports sphere 1s, 
To teed the soul with pitacnec, 
To heal its dcsolations 
With words of unshoin truth, with love that never wearics 


ITEBF 


I saw the twinkl« of white feet, 

IT saw the flash of robes descending , 
Before her ran an influcnee fleet 

That. bowed my heart hke barlc y bending 


As, in bare fields, the searching bees 
Pilot to blooms beyond our finding 

It led me on, by sweet degrees 
Joy s simple honey cells unbinding 
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Thosc Graces were that seemed grim Tatcs 
With nearer love the sky leaned 011 mc, 
Lhe long sought Secicts golden gates 
On musical hinges swung bcfore mi 


I saw the brimmed bowl] 3n hei grasp 
Thrilling with godhood he a lover 

I sprang the proffered lfc to clisp — 
The bi akex fell the Juch ws over 


The carth has drun] the vintage up 
What boots it pitch the Goblets splinters ? 
Can Summer fill the icy cup 
Whose tre icherous crystal is but Winters ? 


O spendthiift histe! vwait the gods 
Their nectar crowns the lips of Paticne< 
Huwte scatters on unthankful sods 

The mmortal gft im vin Ib itions 


Coy Hebe flues from those that woo 

And shuns the hands would seize wpon ici 
Follow thy hf iad she will suc 

To pom for thee the cup of honour 


THE 5SbARCH 


Io wirnr to scck for Christ 
And Nature secmed so fin 
That first the woods ind ficlds my youth enticed, 
And Iwas surc to find Him thoxe 
The temple T forsook 
And to the solitude 
Allegiinee paid but Winter c ime and shook 
The crown und purple from my wood, 
His snows lke desert sands with scornful drift 
Besieged the columncd usle and pilace gate , 
My Thebes cut dcep with many 1 solemn rift 
But ¢pitaphed her own sepulchred state 
Phen Tiemembcred whom 1 went to scck 
And blessed blunt Winter for his counscl bliak 


Back to the world I turned, 
Lox Christ I said, 18 Kang 
So the cramped alley and the hut I spurncd, 
As far bencath Ihs sojourning 
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Mid power and wealth I sought, 
But found no trace of Him, 
And all the costly offerings I hid brought 
With suddcn rust and mould grew dim 
T found His tomb indecd, where by than liws 
All must on stated drys themselves amprison 
Moching with bread a dead cicod grinning jaws, 
Witlcss how long the hfe hid thence aisen 
Duc sacrifice to this they set iput 
Prizing 1t more than Christ s own living heart 


So from my fect the dust 
Ot the proud World I shool 
Then cvme deur Love and shared with mc his crust, 
And hilf my sorrows buiden took 
Atte the Worlds soft bed 
Its rich ind damty fire 
Tike down seemed Loye 5 coarse pillow to my head 
His che ip food s¢cmed 16 minna ric, 
Jiesh trodden prints of bire ind bleeding tcet 
‘Lurncd to the hecdless city whence J came, 
Hid by Isiw and springs of worship swect 
Gushed from my elcft heart sinitten by the same 
Love lookcd me m the fue wd spilc no words 
But strught I] new those foot prints were the Lords 


I followcd where a y lcd 
And in » hovd aude 
With nought to fencc the weathe: from Ths 1] ead, 
The King I sought for meckly stood 
A naked, hungry child 
Clung round His cractous I nc¢ 
And a poor huntcd slave looked up md smiled 
‘Lo bless the smile thit sct him tree 
New miracles I svw Ihs presence do — 
No more I knew the hovel bire and poor 
Thc gathered chips into a woodpile grew, 
The broken morsel swe llcd to goodly store 
IT knelt and wept my Christ no more I seek, 
His throne is with the outcast umd the weak 


THE PRESENT CRISIS 


Warn 1 deed 1s done for Ficedom through the broad earth s 
aching breast 
Runs a thrill of yoy prophetic, t1embling on from east to west, 
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And the slavi, where er he cowers, fecls the soul within him 
chmb 

To the awful verge of manhvod, as the energy sublime 

Of a century bursts full blossomed on the thorny stem of Time 


Through the walls of hut and palace shoots the instantaneous 
throe, 

When the travail of the Aves wrings carth’s systems to and fro 

At the birth of cach new Er: with a recognising start 

Nation wildly looks at nation standing with mute lips apart 

And glad Tiuths yet mightur main child leaps beneith thc 
Luture s heait 


So the Evils triumph sendcth, with a terro. and a cInll 
Under continent to continent the sense of comme 1H, 

And the slave, where er he cowcts teels his sympathies with Gou 
In hot tcar drops ebbing caithward to be di runk up by the sod 
Till a corpse c1awls ruund unburied, delving im the nobler clod 


For mankind are ont m spirit and an instinct bears along 

Round the earth selcetmecirele the switt flash of right or wiong, 

Whether conscious or uneonsuious yct Humanity’s vast fram¢ 

Through its ocewm sundercd fibre feels the gush of joy or 
shame — 

In the gain or loss of oni 1ace all the rest have equal claim 


Once to every min and nition comes the moment to deed, 

In thc strife of Truth with kglschood, for the good o1 evil side 

Som gre it causc, Gods new Mcssiah offering cach the bloom 
or blight, 

Parts the goats upon the kk ft hand andthe sheep upon the right 

And the choice goes by for evcr’twixt thit darhness ind that 
hght 

Hast thou chosen, O my prople on whos party thou shilt 
stand, 

Ere the Doom from its woin sandals shakes the dust ag unst 
our lind ? 

Though thc ciuse of Fvi] prosper yet tis Truth vone 1s strong, 

And, albeit she wandcr outcast now I sce around her thong 

Troops of beautiful, tall angels, to enshteld her from all wrong 


Backw ird look across the ages and thc beacon momcnts see, 

Lhat, hkc peaks of somc sunk continent, yut through Oblivion # 
sea, 

Not an car in court or market for the low foreboding ery 

Ofthose Cmses God s stern winnowers, from whose feet carth’s 
chaff must fly, 

Never shows the choice momentous till the judgment hath 


passed by. 


THE PRESENT CRISIS t03 


Careless seems the great Avenger, history's pages but record 
One death grapple mm the darkness ’twixt old systems and the 
ord 


Truth for ever on the scaffold, Wrong for ever on the thronc — 

Yet that scaffold sways the Future, and, behind the dim un 
known, 

Standeth God within the shadow, keepmng watch above His own 


We see (imly in the Present what 1s small and what 1s great 
Slow of faith, how wcak an arm may turn the iron helm of Fate 
But the soul 1s stall oricular amid the markets din 
Last the ominous stern whispi1 from the Delphic cave within— 
They enslave ther children s children who mahe compromise 
with sin 


Slivery, the earthborn Cyclops, fcllest ot the giant brood 

Suns of brutish Force and Darkness who have drenched the 
earth with blood 

Lamished 1n his «lf made desert blinded by our purer day 

Groups im yet unblasted regions for his miserable prey ,— 

Shall we guide his gory fingers wlicre our helpless children play ° 


Then to side with Lruthis noble when we share hei wretchid 
crust, 

Ere her cause bring fame and profit and ’tis prosperous to be 
just , 

Then it 1s the brave man chooses, while the coward stands aside 

Doubting in his abject spirit till his Lord 1s erueificd 

And the multitude make vutuc of the faith they hid demed 


Count me oe carths chosen heroes—thcy were souls that 
stood alone 

Whilethe men they agonized for hurled the contumelious stone 

Stood serene and down the future saw the golden beam imelinc 

To the side of perfect Justice mastered by then faith divine 

By one man’s plam truth to minhood and to Gods supreme 
design 


By the hght of buzmmg he: tics Christ + blecding feet I track 

Toiling up new Calvaries ever with the cross that turns not back, 

And thes. mounts of anguish number how each generation 
loarne d 

One new word of that giand Crcdo which in prophet hearts 
hath burncd 

Since the first min stood God conquered with Ins fice to 
heaven upturned. 


For Humanity sweeps onward , where to day the martyr stands, 
On the morrow crouches Judas with the silver m his hands , 
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Far m front the cross stands ready and the crackling fagots 
burn 

While the hooting mob of yesterday in silent awe return 

To glean up the scattered ashes into History s golden urn 


’Tis as easy to be herocs as to sit the idle slaves 

Of a legendary virtue carved upon our fathers graves, 

Worshippers of hght ancestral make the present light acmme — 

Was the Mayflower launched by cowards steered by men be 
hind their time ? 

Turn those tracks toward Pst or Future, that make Plymouth 
rock sublime ? 


They were men of present valour stalwait old 1conoclasts 

Uneonvinced by axe or gibbet that all virtue was the Past s 

But we make thor truth our filschood thinking that hath 
made us free 

Hoarding itn mouldy parchments while our tender spirits flee 

The rude grasp of that great Impulse which drove them across 
the sca 


They have 1ights who daie miintain them we are traitors to 
our sires 

Smothering in their holy ashes Ticcdom s new ht altar fires 

Shall we make their crced our jailer? Shall we, in our haste 
to slay 

From the tombs of the old prophets steil the funeral lamps 
away 

To light up the martj1 fagots round the prophets of to day? 


New occasions teich new duties Time makes ancient good 
uncouth 

They must upward still and onward who would heep shbieast 
of Truth 

Lo, before us glam hei camp fires! we ourselves must Pil- 
grims be 

Launch our Mayflower, ind stcer boldly through the desperat: 
winter sea, 

Nor attempt the Futures portil with the Past’s blood rusted 


Jey 
December 1845 


AN INDIAN-SUMMER REVERIE 


WHAT visionary tints the year puts on, 

When falling leaves falter through motionless air 
Or numbly cling and shiver to be gone! 

How shimmer the low flats and pastures bare, 
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As with her nocta: Hebe Autumn fills 
The bowl betwecn me and those distant ln}]+ 
And smiles and shakes abroad her misty, tremulous han ' 


No more the landsexpe holds its wealth ap irt 
Making me poorei in my poverty 
But mingles with my scnscs and my heart 
My own projected spirit s«ems to me 
In her own reverie the world to stecp 
Tis she that waves to sympathetic slocp 
Moving, as she is moved eth freld wd hill and tre 


How fuse and mix with whit unfelt degiecs, 
Clasped by the faint horizons languid irms 
Fach into eich the hivy distances! 
Cho softened season all the landse ype charms 
Those Ins my native village that embaiy, 
In waves of dreamer purpk roll iway 
And floating in mirige sccm all the ghmmcring firms 


Tar distant sounds the hidden chichade¢ 
Close at my sile fir dist int sounds the le wes 
The fields sccm fields of dieim where Memory 
Wanders hke gleamng Ruth ind as the sheaves 
Of wheat ind barley wivercd im the cye 
Of Boiz is the inuidins glow went by, 
So tremble and scem remote ll things the sense reccives 


The cock s shrill trump that tells of scattered corn, 
Passed breczily on by ul his flapping mates, 
Faint and more funt, fiom birn to bain 15 borne 
Southward perhaps to far Magellan s Straits 
Dimly I citch the throb of distant ft uls 
Silently ovcrhead the henhawkh suls 
With watchful meisuung eye, and for Ins quury waits 


[he sobered robin hunger silent now 
Secks cedar berriis blue Ins autumn checs 
‘The squiriel on the shingly shagbirk 3 bough 
Now saws now hsts with downward eye and e¢ ir, 
Phen drops his nut and with « chipping bound 
Whisks to his winding fastness underground 
The clouds hke swans dmft down the streaming atmosphv re 


O’er yon bare | noll the pointed cedar shadows 
Drowse on the ersp, gray moss the ploughman s call 
Creepsfiint as smohe from black fresh furrowed meadows, 
The single crow o single caw lets fall 
And all arow d me every bush and tree 
Says Autumn’s here ini Winter soon will be, 
Who snows his soft, white sleep and silence over all 
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The birch, most shy and ladylike of trees 
Her poverty, as best she may, retrieves, 
And hints at her foregone gentilities 
With some saved relies of her wealth of leaves, 
The swamp oak, with his royal purple on, 
Glares red as blood across the smking sun 
As one who proudlier to 4 falling tortune cleaves 


He looks 1 sachem in red blanket wrapt 
Who ’mid some counuil of the sad garbed whit«s 
Erect and stcrn in his own memories lapt 
With distant eye brouds over other sights, 
Sees the hushcd woud the ety s flare re pl ace 
The wounded turf heal ocr the 1 ulway s trace 
And roams the suvage Past of his undwindled rights 


The red oth softer gramed, yields all for lost 
And with his crumpled foliagc stiff and dry 
After the first bc trayal of the frost 
Rebuffs the hiss of the relenting sky 
The chestnuts livish of their long hid gold 
To the faint Summer beggared now and old 
Pour back the sunshine hoarded ’nc ith her favouring eye 


The ash her purple drops forgivingly 
And sadly breaking not the general hush 
Ihe maple-swamps glow hke a sunset sea 
Each leaf a ripple with its sepurate flush 
All round the woods edge crceps the sl ing] i ¢ 
Of bushes dow, as when, on cloudy days 
Erc the rain falls, the cautious farmer burns his brush 


O er yon low wall, which guards om unkempt zonc, 
Where vines, and wecds and scrub oaks intcrtwinc 
Saf from the plough, whose rough discordant stonc 
Is massed to one soft gray by lichens fine, 
Thc tangled blackberry, crossed and recrossi d, weaves 
A prickly network of ensanguined leaves, 
Hard by, with coral beads, the prim black alders shine 


Pililarmg with flame this crumbling boundary, 
Whos loose blocks topple neath the ploughboy » foot 
Who, with each sense shut fast except the eye, 
Creeps close and scares the Jay he hoped to shoot, 
The woodbine up the elms straight stem aspires, 
Coiling it, harmless with autumnal fires , 
In the ivy’s paler blaze the martyr oak stands mute 
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Below, the Charles—a stripe of nether sky, 
Now hid by rounded apple trees between, 
Whose gaps the misplaced sail sweeps bellying by, 
Now flickering golden through a woodland screen 
Then spreading out at his next turn beyond, 
A silver circle like an inland pond— 
Shps seaward silently through marshes purple and green 


Dear marshes ' vam to him the gift of sight 
Who cannot m thur various incomes share 
Yrom every season drawn of shade and light 
Who sees in them but levels brown and bare 
Fach change of storm or sunshine scatters free 
On them its largesse of varu ty 
Lor nature with cheip means still works her wonders rare 


In Sprmg they lie one broad cxpanse of green, 
Ocr which the hght winds run with glimmering feet 
Here, y« Wowe1 stripes track out the creek unseen 
There darker growths o’c1 hidden ditches meet 
And purpler stains show where the blossoms crowd 
As 1f the silent shadow of 1 cloud 
Hung there becalmcd with the next breath to fleet 


All round, upon thc rivers shppiry edge, 
Witching to decper cilm the drowsy tidc 
Whispers and loans the breeze entangling sc dge 
Through emerald glooms the hngcring waters shde 
Or sometimes wavering throw bik the sun, 
And the stiff banks in eddies melt and run 
Of dimpling hght, and with the current seem to glide 


In Summer ’tis a bhthesome sight to sec 

As step by step with measured swing they pass 
The wide ranked mowers wading to the knee, 

Their sharp scythes printing through the thickset grass 
Yhen stretched beneath a meh s shade in a ning, 
Their nooning take, while one begins to sing 

A stave that droops and dies ’neath the close sky of brass 


Meanwhile that dey] may care the bobolink, 
Remembering duty in mid quaver stops 
Just ere he sweeps o er rapture’s tremulous brink, 
And 'twixt the winrows most demurely drops, 
A decorous bird of business, who provides 
lor his brown mate and fledg: lings srx besides, 
And looks from right to left, a farmer mid his crops 
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Another chinge subdues them in the Fall, 
But saddens not, they st:ll show meriter tmts 
Though sober russet sec ms to cover all 
When the first sunshine through their dewdrops glints, 
Look how the yc low clearness, strcamed across 
Redeems with 1arer hues the season » loss, 
As Dawn’s feet theri had touched and left their rosy prints 


Or come when sunset g1vcs its freshened zest, 
Le vn oc1 the bridge and kt the ruddy thnll, 
While the shorn sun swells down the hazy west 
Glow opposite —the mirshes drink their fill 
And swoon with purple voins then slowly fade 
Though pink to brown vw eustwuid moves the sh we 
Lengthening with ste ilthy creep, of Sumond s durkcning Inll 


Liter and yc: tf ere Winter wholly shuts 
Fre through the first dry snow the runner gritcs 
And the loith eart whecl screams in shppery 1uts 
While firme: ie the cige boy awaits 
Trying each buckle und strap beside the fire 
And until bedtinic plays with his desire 
Twenty tims putting on ind off Ins new bought 5] ites — 


Then every morn the mvs banks shine bright 
With smooth pl ite wmour, treacherous and frul 
By the frosts chnking hammcrs forged it night, 
’Gainst which the Iances of the sun prevul 
Giving a pretty cmblem of the diy 
When guiltier arms in light shall melt iw vy 
And states shall move tree imbed loosed fiom wus er amp 
ing mail 


And now those w itcrfalls the ebbing 11002 
Twice cvery day cicates on either 1d¢ 
Tinkle as through their tresh sparred gpiots they shive1 
In grass arched channels to the sun denied 
High flaps in sparkling blue the far he ud cow 
The silvered flats gleam frostily below 
Suddenly drops the gull ind bicvks the glassy tide 


But, crowned in turn by vying seiwsons thrie 
Their winter halo hath a fuller mng 
This glory seems to rest immovabl; — 
The others were too flect and vanishmy 
When the hid tide 18 at its Inghest flow, 
Ocr marsh and strcam one breathicss trance of snow 
With brooding fulness awes and hushes cvery thing 
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The sunshine seems blown off by the 11cal wand, 
As pale as formal candlcs lt by day, 
Giopes to the sea the river dumb ind blind 
‘The brown ricks, snow thatched by the storm im play, 
Show pearly breakcrs combing, o er their 1+ ¢ 
White erests 15 of some just enchanted sca 
Checl ed mm their maddest le vp and hanging por ed midway 


But when the «astern blow, with ram aslant 
Lrom mid sevs prairis ,rccn and rollin, plains 
Dines m ns willowm, herds ot billows ¢ wnt 
And the roused Chules remembers im his yoins 
Old Oceans blood ind suaps his cyves of frost 
Thit tyrannous sucnuee on the shores 15 tost 
In dicary wvck, aud crumbling dcsol ution 1cgns 


Fdge wise on flat. m Dinid hic device 
With aden pools between 01 gullics bite 
Thi blocks he strewn 2 Dlcak Stonchen.e of 10¢ 
No life no sound to breik the g2am despain 
Save sullen plung:, 25 thhongh the sedges stiff 
Down a ichle riverw urd soni thaw sipped chff 
Or when the close wedged fields of 10¢ Gunch here and there 


But lot mc turn fiom fancy pictured scones 
‘Lo thit whose pastoral cilm before me lies 
Hic nothing harsh of auged mtervencs 
‘Lhe carly evenms, with her misty dyes 
Smooths off the rive lled cdics of the mph, 
Relieves the distant with hear cooler s)y 
And tones the lands: ye down and svothcs the we wied eyes 


There pleums my native villigc de u tone 
Though ligher chinge s wives cach day ire secn 
Whelming ficlds famcd m boyhood s history, 

Sanding with houses the diminished .1ccn 
There in red brick which softening time defics, 
Stand squire ind stiff the Muses factorics ,— 
How with my lfc knit up is cvery well known sccnc! 


Liow on dcu river! not ilone you flow 
‘Lo outward sight, ind thiough your marshcs wind 
Ted from the mystic springs of long wo 
Your twin flows silcnt through my world of mind 
Grow dim, decir maishis in the evenings gray! 
Before my mnner sight ye stretch away, 
And will for ever, though these fleshly cys grow blind 
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Beyond that Inllock’s house bespotted swell, 
Where Gothic chapels house the horse and chais¢, 
Where quiet cits in Grecian temples dwell 
Whore Coptic tombs resound with prayer and praise 
Whcre dust and mud the equal year divide 
There gentle Allston lived and wrought, and dud 
‘Lransfiguring street and shop with his illumined gazc 


kerguium vide tantum—I havc seen 
But as a boy who looks alike on all 
That misty hair, that fine Undine hhe mien 
Tremulous as down to teclng s faintest call, — 
Ah dear old homestiad! count it to thy fame 
That thither many times the paintcr came — 
One elm yot bears his name, a feathery tree and tall 


Swiftly the present fadcs m memory s glow — 
Our only sure possession 1s the past 
The village blacksmith died a month igo 
And dim to me the forge s roaring blast, 
Soon fire new medievals we shall s¢« 
Oust the black smithy from its chestnut tre« 
And that hewn down, perhaps the beehive green and vast 


How many times prondcr than king on throne 
Loosed from the village school dames Abs and Bs 
Panting have I thc creaky bellows blown, 
And watched the pent voleano ¢ red increas: 
Then paused to sce the pondcrous sledge brought down 
By that hard arm voluminous ind brown 
krom the white iron swarm its golden vanishing becs 


Der native town! whose choking elms cach year 
With «ddyimg dust beforc their timc turn may 
Pining for rain— to me thy dust is dear 
It glorifics the eve of summer day 
And when the westering sun half sunken burns, 
The mot« thick au to deepest orange turns, 
The westward horseman rides through clouds of gold away, 


So palpable, I’ve seen those unshorn few, 
The six old willows at thc causey’s end 
(Such trees Paul Potter nc ver dreamed nor drew), 
Through this dry mist their chcckering shadows send, 
Striped here and there, with many a long drawn thread 
Where streamcd through leafy chinks the trembling red, 
Past which, in one bright trail, the hangbird’s flashes blend 
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Yes dearer far thy dust than all that e’er 
Beneath the awarded crown of victory, 
Gilded the blown Olympic ch inots er 
Though lightly przed the mbboned parchments thie 
Yet collegeusse guvat I am glad 
That here what colleging was mine I had— 
Jt linked another tie, dear natave town, with thec ' 


Nearcr art thou thin simply native earth 
My dust with thine concedes a decper tic 
A closer claim thy soul may well put forth 
Something of hindred morc than sympathy , 
For m thy bounds I icv rently laid away 
Phat blinding anguish of forsakcn clay 
That title I seemed to hiy in carth ind sea and sky 


Tht portion or my lf more choice to me 
(Though brief yet im itself so round and whole) 
Than all the imperfect residue can be ,-— 
The artist saw his statuc of the soul 
Was perfect so, with one regrctful stroke 
The eirthen modcl into fragments broke 
And without hoi the mpovezished seasons roll 


THE GROWTH OF THE LEGEND 


A FRAGMENT 


A 1icrnp that grew in the forest s hush 

Slowly 15 tear drops gather and push 

When 1 word some poet chanced to sav 

Agis igo in his carcless way, 

Brings our youth buwk to us out of its shroud 
Clearly i» under yon thunder cloud 

J see that white sc. gull It grew ind grew 

From the pine trees githering a sombre huc 

Till it seems a mere murmur out of the vast 
Norwegian forests of the prst 

And it grow itselt like a truc Northern pine, 

First a little slender lin, 

Like a mermaid 5 green eyelash and then anon 

A stem that a tower might rest upon, 

Standing spear straight in the waist dcep moss 

Its bony roots clutching around and across 

Asif they would tear up earth’s heart in their grasp 
Ere the storm should uproot them or make them unclasp , 
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Its cloudy boughs singing, as suiteth the pine, 

To shrunk snow beard d sea kings old songs of the brine 
Till they straightened and let their staves fall to the floon, 
Hearing waves moan again on the perilous shorc 

Of Vinland perhaps whik their prow gioped its way 
"Twixt the frothy gnashed tusks of some bp crunching bay 
So, pme hke the legend grew strong limbed and tall, 

As the Gipsy chil? giuws that eats crusts in the hall 

It sucked the whole strength of the carth and the sky 
Spring, Summer fall, Winter ill brought it supply 
"Twas wu natural growth ind stood ft arlessly there, 

A true pait of the landscipe issea lind and air 

kor it giew in good times cic the fashior it was 

To force up thes: wild bnths of the woods undcr glass, 
And so if ’tis told as it should be told 

Though ’twere sung undur Venice s moonlight of gould 
You would heir the old voice of 1ts mothe: the pine, 
Murmur scahke md northern through every line 

And the verses should hang sclf sustained and free 
Round the vibrating stem of the melody 

Like the lithe sun steeped Limbs of the parcnt tree 


Yes, the pine 1s the mother of lencnds wh it food 
for thar grim rovts 1s leff when the thousand ycarcd wood— 
The dim aisled cathedril whose tall wehes spring 
Light, sinewy graceful firm set us the wing 

krom Michael s white should«r—-15 hewn ind detiecd 
By iconoclast 1xes in desperate waste 

And its wrecks sc ch the oc an 1b prophesied long, 
Cassandra hhe eciooning its mystical song ” 

Then the lecends go with them——cicn yet on the sca 
A wild yiutue ts Icft mm the touch of the tree 

And the sailors mght watches ire thiuled to the core 
With the lineal offspring of Odin ind Thor 


Ye» wherever the prune wood has neva let an, 

Since the day of creation the lght ud the dian 

Of manifold lifc, but has safUy conw yd 

From the midnight primeval its irmiul of shade, 

And has kept the ward Pist with its s igus alive 

"Maid the jhum and the stu of To diy’s busy hive 
There the legend takes 100t in the ige gathered gloom 
And its nturmurous boughs foi their tossing find room 


Where Aroustook, fir heard sccms to sob as he goes 
Groping down to the sea ‘neath his mountainous snows , 
Where the lake’s frore Sahara of never tracked white, 
When the crack shoots across it, complains to the might 
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With a long lonely moan that leagues northward 1s lost, 

As the ice shrinks away from the tread of the frost 

Where the lumberers sit by the log fires which throw 

Their own threatening shadows far round o er the snow, 

When the wolf howls aloof and the wavering glare 

Flashes out from the blackness the cyes of the bear 

When the wood s huge recesses halt hghtcd supply 

A canvas where Fancy her mad brush may try 

Blotting in giant Horrors that venture not down 

Through the nght angled streets of the bmsk white washed 
town 

But skulk in the depths of the mcasmeless wood 

Mid the Dark s creeping whispers that curdlc the blood 

When the eye glanced in dread o «1 the shoulder may dream 

Fre it. shrinks to the camp fies companioning gle im 

That it saw the herce ghost of the Red Man crouch back 

To the shroud of the tree trunk s mvineible black — 

There the old shapes crowd thick round the pine shadowed 
cam 

Which hak the heen gleam of the scholarly lamp 

And the seed of the legend finds true Norland ground 

While the border tiles told and the cantecn flits ound 


A CONTRAST 


‘Tuy love thou scntest oft to me 
And still as oft I thrust it back, 
Thy messengcrs [ could not set 
In those who cvery thing did lick — 
The poor the ontcast, and the black 


Piide held his hand before mine eyes 
The world with flattery stuffid mince cars 

I looked to see a monarch’s guise, 
Nor dreamed thy love would knock for yeurs 
Poor naked fettcred full of tears 


Yct when I sent my love to thee 
Thou with a smile didst take if in 

And cntertain dst it royally 
Though grimed with earth with hung: r thin, 
And leprous with the taint of sin 


Now every day thy love I mect, 
As o’er the earth it wanders wide 
With weary step and blecding feet, 
Stall knocking at the heart of pride 
And offermg grace, though still demed 
8 


114 


EXTREME UNCTION 


EXTREME UNCTION 


Go! leave me, Pnest, my soul would be 
Alone with the consoler Dcath 
Far sadder eyes than thine will see 
This crumbhng clay yield up its breath , 
These shnivelled hands havc dccper stains 
Than holy oi] can cleinse aw ry— 
Hands that have pluck«d the world s coarse gains 
As erst thoy plucked the flowers of May 


Call if thou canst to those gray ¢yes 
Some faith from youths traditions wruny 
This fruitless husk which dustwird drics 
Has been a heait once his bcen young 
On this bowed head the awful P ist 
Once laid its consi crating hands 
The Future m its purpose vast 
Paused, waiting my supreme commands 


But look! whose shadows bloc) the doo ? 
Who are those two that stind aloof? 
Sec! on my hinds this freshening gore 
Writes 0€1 again its crimson proof! 
My looked for death bed guests are met — 
There my dead Youth doth wring rts hinds 
And therc with eycs thit goad me yet 
The ghost of my Ideal stands ! 


God bends from out the deep and siys - 
‘I gave thee the great gift of life 
Wast thou not callcd in miny wijs? 
Arc not my carth and heaven it strife ’ 
I gave thee of my seed to sow, 
Bringest thou me my hundicd fold ¢ 
Can I look up with fic aglow 
And answer lather her 1s gold? 


J have been mnocent, God knows 
When first this wasted life began 
Not grape with grape more kindly grows 
Than I with every brother man 
Now here I gasp, what lose my kind, 
When this fast-ebbing breath shall part ? 
What bands of love and service bind 
This bemg to the world’s sad heart ? 
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Chnist still was wmderng ocr the eurth 
Without a place to lay his head 

He found free weleome at my hearth 
He shared my cup and brok« my brial 

Now when I hear those steps sublime 
That bring the othcr world to this 

My snake turned nature sunk in slime 
Starts sideway with de frint hiss 


Upon the hour when 1 wis born 
God said Another man shall be 
And the great Makei did not scorn 
Out of himsclf to fishion me 
He sunned me with his ripening looks 
And Heavens rich imstincts m me gicw 
As effortless as woodland nooks 
Scnd violets up and paint them blu 


Xes I who now with wuegry tcars, 
Am cxlkd bick to brutish clod 
Have borne unguenrched for fourscore years 
A spirk of the cternil God 
And tou what end? How yield I bul 
The trust for such hich uses given ? 
Heavens hght hath but revealed a track 
Whercby tuo crawl awiy from Hie wen 


Men think 3t 15 an iwful sight 
To sec 1 soul just set adrift 

On that drear voyage from whose night 
{he omimous shadows never hft 

But tis more awful to behold 
A. helpless infant newly born 

Whose hittlh hands unconseious hold 
The keys of dirkness and of morn 


Mint held them onec I flung away 
dhose keys that mht hive open st 
The golden sluices of the dv, 
But clutch the keys of darkness yet — 
IT heir the reapers singing go 
Into God’s harvest I that might 
With them have chosen here below 
Grope shuddering at the gates of night 


O glorious Youth, thit once wast mine! 
O high Ideal! all in vain 

Ye enter at this rumcd shrink 
Whence worship ne er shall vse agin 
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The bat and owl inhabit here 
The snake nests mm the altar stone 
The sacred vessels moulder near 
The image of the God 1s gone 


THE OAK 


Wuat gnarled stretch what depth of shade 1s his' 
There needs no crown to mark the forests hing 
How in his leaves outshines full summer's bliss! 
Sun storm rain dew to him their tribute bring 
Which he with such benignant royalty 
Accepts 4s overpayeth what 1 lent 
All nature seems his vissal proud to be 
And cunning only for his ornament 


How towers he too amid the billowed snows 

An unquelled exile from the summers throne 
Whose plain uneincturcd front more hingly shows 

Now that the obscuring courtier leaves are flown 
His boughs make mustie of the winter air 

Jewellcd with slvet, hkc some cathedral front 
Wherc clinging snow flakes with quaint art repan, 

The dints and furrows of tame s cnvious brunt 


How doth his patient strength the rnde Mareh wind 
Persuade to scem glad bicaths of summer bieeze 
And win the soil that fam would be unkind, 
To swell his revenues with proud increase ! 
Weis the gem = and all the landscape wide 
(So doth his grandeur isolate the sensc) 
Seems but the setting worthless all beside, 
An empty socket, were he fallen thence 


So from oft converse with lifes wintry gales, 

Should man learn how to clasp with tougher roots 
The mspiring earth —how otherwise avails 

The leaf creating sap that sunward shoots? 
So every year that falls with noiseless flake 

Should fill old sears up on the stormward side, 
And make hoar age revered for ages sake, 

Not for traditions of youth s leafy pmde 


So, from the pinched soil of » churlish fate, 
Truc hearts compel the sap of sturdier growth, 
» between earth and heaven stand simply great 
at these shall seem but their attendants both 
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kor nature s forces with obedient seal 
Wai5t on the rocted faith and oaken will 
As quickly the ahem cheat they fel 
And turn mad Pucks to flout and moch him st]! 


Lord! all thy works are lessons—cach contains 
Some emblem of man » all cont iming soul 
Shall he make fruitless all thy glorious pins, 
Delving within thy grace an eycless mole ? 
Make me the least of thy Dodon: grove 
Cause me some message of thy truth to bring 
Speak but a word through me nor ict thy love 
Among my boughs disdain to perch and sim, 


AMBROSI 


NrFver surely was holler man 

Than Ambrose, since the world began 
With diet spare and raiment thin 

He shielded himself from the father of a n 
With bed of iron and scourgings oit, 

His heart to God s hand as wax made soft 


Through earnest prayer and watchings long 
He sought to know twixt right ind wiong 
Much wrestling with the blessed Word 

To make it yield the sense of the I ord 
That he might build a storm proof «reed 
To fold the flock 1n at their nced 


At last he builded a pertect faith, 

Fenced round about with The Lord tu 3 atu 
To himself he fitted the doorway s siz 

Meted the hght to the need of his ¢ y« 

And knew by a sure and inward sign 

That the work of his fingers was divine 


Then Ambrose said, All those shall die 

The eternal death who believe not is 1 

And some were boiled, some burned in fire 
Some sawn in twain, that his heart s desire 
For the good of men’s souls might be satisfi | 
By the drawing of all to the mghteous «ide 


One day, as Ambrose was seeking the truth 
In his ionely walk, he saw a youth 

Resting himself in the shade of a tree , 

It had never been given him to see 

So shining a face and the good man thoug tt 
"T were pity he should not believe as he uight 
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So he set himself by the young man’s side 

And the state of his soul with questions tried 

But the heart of the stranger was hardened indecd, 
Nor received the stamp of the one true creed 

And the spi1it of Ambrose waxed sore to find 

Such face the porch of so nirrow a mind 


‘As each beholds in cloud and fire 
The shipe that answers his own dcsire 
So cach said the youth, ‘in the Law shall find 
The figure and features of his mind 
And to each in Ilis merey hath God allowed 
His several pillar of fire and cloud ’ 


The soul of Ambrose burned with zeal 

And holy wrath fur the young mans weal 
Belicvest thou then most wretched youth ’ 

Cned he, a dividual essence in Truth? 

I fe ir me thy heart 1s too cramped with sin 

To take the I ord in His glory in’ 


Now there bubbled beside them where they stood, 
A fountain of watcrs sweet and good 

Ihe youth to the streamlet ¢ bank drew neir 
Saying Ambrose thou maker of creeds, look here ' 
Six yascs of crystal then he took 

And set them along the edge of the brook 


‘As into these vesscls the watcr I pour, 
{here shall one hold less, another more 
And the water unchanged, 1n every case, 
Shall put on the figure of the vase 
O thou who wouldst unity make thiough strife 
C inst thou fit this sgn to the Water of Life ? 


When Ambrose looked up, he stood ulone 

Phe youth and the stream and the vases we1e gone 
But he knew, by a sense of humbled grace 

He had talked with an angel fuce to face, 

And felt his heart change inwardly, 

As he fell on his knees beneath the tree 


ABOVE AND BELOW 


I 
O pwELuERs 1n the valley land, 
Who in deep twihght grope and cower, 
Til] the slow mountain s dial hand 
Shortens to noon’s triumphal hour,— 
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While ye ait idle, do ye think 
The Lord’s great wo1k sits idle too? 
That hght dare not o erleap the brink 
Of morn, because ’tis dirk with you ? 


Though yet your valk ys skulk in night, 
In God s ripe fields the day 1s ened, 
And rcapers with their sickles bright 
Tioop, singing down the mountain side 
Come up and feel what health there 1s 
In the fr mk Dawn s delighted eycs, 
As bending with a pitying kiss, 
The night shed te irs of duarth she dres'! 


Lhe Lord wants reapers O, mount up 
Before mght comes, and says,— 100 latc ! 
Stay not for taking serip or cup 
The Master hungers while ye wait 
lis from these heights alone your eyes 
The .dvaneing spears of day can see, 
Which o er the eastern hill tops rise, 
To break your long captisity 


YW 

Lone witcher on the mountain height ' 

It 1s mght precious to behold 
The first long surf of elambing bght 

Flood all the thirsty east with gold 
But wo, who in the shadow ait, 

Know also when the day 1s nigh, 
Sceaing thy shining forehead ht 

With his inspiring prophecy 


Thou hast thine office we have ours 
God lacks not carly service here, 
But what are thine eleventh hours 
He counts with us fur morning cheer 
Our day tor Him 1s long enough, 
And when he giseth work to do, 
The bruised recd as amply tough 
Lo pierce the shield of error throu gh. 


But not the less do thou asprre 

Iaght s earlier messages to preach , 
Keep back no syllable of fire,— 

Plunge deep the rowels of thy speech 
Yet God deems not thine aeried sight 

More worthy than our tmlght dim,— 
For meek obedience, too, 18 Light, 

And following that 1s finding Him 


THE CATLIVE 


PHE CAPTIVE 


It was past the hou of trystang 
But she lingered for him stull 
Like a child, the eager strcamk t 
Leaped and laughed adown the hill 
Happy to be free at twilight 
l rom its toiling at the mill 


‘hen the great moon on a sudden 
Ominous, and red as blood 
Startlng as a new creation 
O er the eastern hill top stood 
Casting deep and deeper shadows 
Through the mystery of the wood 


Dread closed huge and vague ubout her 
And her thoughts turned fearfully 
To her heart, 1f thcre some shelter 
From thc silence there might be 
inke bare cedars leaning inland 
From the blighting of the sea 


Yet he came not, and the stillne s 
Dampened 1ound hei like a tomb 

She could feel cold eyes of spirits 
Lookmg on her through the gloom 

She could hear the groping footsteps 
Of some blind, gigantic doom 


Suddenly the silence wavered 
Like a light mist in the wind 

For a voice broke gently through it 
Felt like sunshine by the blind, 

And the dread lke mist in sunshin:, 
Furled serenely from her mind 


‘Once my love my love for evcr — 
Flesh or spirit still the same 
If I missed the hour of trysting 
Do not think my faith to blame 
1, alas! was made a captive, 
As from Holy Land I came 


‘On a green spot in the desert, 
Gleaming hke an emerald stan, 
Where a palm tree, in lone silence 
Yearning for 1ts mate afar 
Droops above a silver runnc! 
Slender as a scrmitar,— 
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There thou lt find the humble postcin 
To the casile of my toe 

Tt thy love burn elcar and faithful 
Strike the gate way, grein and low 

Ask to enter and the wirder 
Surely will not say thee no 


Slept again the aspen silence 
But her loneliness was o er 

Round her heart a mothcrly patience 
Wrapt its arms for evermore 

From her soul cbbed back the sorrow 
Leaving smooth the goldin shore 


Donned she now the pilgiim seallop 
look the pilgrim staff in hind 
Tike a cloud shad: flitting eastwiid 
Wandered she o er sea and Jind 
And her footsteps in the desert 

hcl) hike cool rain on the sand 


Soon, beneath thc pilm trec s shadow 
Knelt she at the postcrn low 

And thercat she hnocketh gently 
learing much the warder 5 no 

All her heart stood still ind hstencd 
As the door swung backward slow 


‘There she siw no surly warde1 

With an eye like bolt wud bar 
Through her soul a sense of music 

Throbbed,—and hke a guardian Lar, 
On the threshold stood un angel, 

Bnght and silcnt as a star 


lairest seemed he of Grod’s se.aphs, 
And her spirit lily wise, 
Blossomed when he turned upon hir 
The deep welcome of his eycs 
Sending upward to that sunlight 
All its dew for sacrifice 


Then she heaid a voice come onward 
Singing with a rapture new 

As Eve heard the songs in Eden, 
Dropping earthward with the dew 

Well she knew the happy singer 
Well the happy song she hnew 


Forward leaped she o er the threshold, 
Eager as u glancing surf 
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Fell from her the spimt s languor, 
Fell from her the body s seurf — 
Neath the palm next day some Arabs 

tound # corpse upon the turf 


THE BIRCH-TRIF 


Rippi re through thy brinches gocs the sunshiux 

Among thy leaves that palpitate for ever 

Ovid in thee 1 pining Nymph had prisoncd 

The soul once of some tremulous inlind river 

Quivering to tell her woe but, ah! dumb dumb tor cvyer! 


While all the forest, witelid with slumbe2ous inoonshine 
Holds up its leaves in happy happy silence 

Waiting the dew, with bre ith ind pulse suspended ~ 

I hear afar thy whispering gleamy islands 

And track thee waketul still amid the wide hun, silence 


Upon the brink of some wood nestled Likel: t 

Thy fohage like the tresses of 1 Dry id 

Dmpping about thy slim white stem whose shidow 

Slopes quivering down the wate s dushy quiet 

Thou shrink st ason her bath scdge would some st irtled Diy id 


Thou art the go between of rustic lovers 

Thy white bark has their secrets in its hee ping 
Reuben writes here the happy name of Patience 

And thy lithe boughs hang murmuting aud weeping 
Above her, us she stcals the mystcry from thy kec ping 


Thou art to me hke my beloved maiden 

So frankly coy so full of trembly confidenccs 

Thy shadow scarce secms shide thy pattering leafl: ts 
Sprinkle their gathcred sunshine o er my seuses, 

And Nature gives me all her summer confidences 


Whether my heart with hope or sorrow tremble, 
Thou sympathizcst still wild and unquict, 

I fling me down thy ripple, hke a river, 

Flows valleyward, where calmness 1s, and by it 
My heart 1s floated down into the land of quiet 


AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES STANDISH 


I sar one evening in my 1oor, 
In that swect hour of twihght 

When blended thoughts half heht, half gloom, 
Throng through the spint 8 skylight , 
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Lhe flames by fits curled round the bars 
Or up the chimney erinkled, 

While embers dropped like falling stars 
And in the whes tinkled 


1 sat and mused the fire burned low 
And oer my senses stealing 
Cript something of the ruddy glow 
That bloomed on wall and ceihng 
My pictures (they are very few— 
The heads of anment wise men) 
Smoothed down their knotted tronts, ind grew 
As rosy a8 excisemen 


My antique high backed Spanish chair 
Felt thnlls through wood and leather 

That had been strangers since whilcre, 
Mid And ilusian heather 

‘Lhe oak that made its sturdy frame 
His happy arm stretched over 

Ihe ox whose tortunate hide becime 
The botton: s polished cover 


Tt eame out in that fimous bark 
That brought our sires intrc pid 

Capacious as another irk 
kor furniture decrepit — 

Lor as that saved of bird and beast 
A. pair for propagation 

So has the sced of these ancracased 
And furnished half the nation 


Kings sit they say in slippery seats 
But those slant precipices 

Of 1¢ the noithern voyager meets 
Less shppery ire thin this is 

Lo chng thcercin would pass the wit 
Of royal man or woman 

And whatsoe er can stay in it 
Is more or less than homan 


I offer to all bores this peach 
Dear well intentioned people, 

With heads as void as week day church, 
Tongues longer than the steeple 

To folks with missions, whose gaunt eyes 
See golden ages neing — 

Silt of the earth! in what quee: Guys 
Thou rt fond of crystalhzing! 
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My wonder then was not unmixcil 
With merciful suggestion, 

When, a» my roving eyes grew tiacd 
Upon the chan in question 

J saw its trembling arms inclose 
A figure grim and rusty 

Whose doublet plain and plamer hos 
Were something worn and dusty 


Now even such men as Natur forms 
Merely to fill the street with 
Once turned to ghosts by hungry worms 
Are serious things to meet with 
Your pemtent spirits are no yokes 
And though lin not averse to 
A quiet shade even they ir tolks 
One cares not to spcak first to 


Who knows thought I but hi has come 
By Charon kindly feimed, 

fo tell me ot a mighty sum 
Behind my wainscot buried ? 

Therc is a buccaneerish air 
About that garb outlandish-— — 

Just then the ghost drew up hip chair 
And sad My namc¢ is Standish 


I come from Plymouth deadly buied 
With toasts and songs and specches 

As long and flat as my old sword 
A» thrcadbare as my breeches 

they understand us Pilgrims! they 
Smooth men with rosy faces 

Strength s knots and gnarls all pared iway, 
And varnish in their places ' 


We had some toughness in om grain 
The eye to nightly see us 1s 

Not just the one that hghts the brain 
Of drawing room Tyrteeuses 

They talk about their Pilgrim blood, 
Their birthnght high and holy '— 

A mountain stream that ends in mud 
Methinks 1s melancholy 


‘He had stiff knees, the Puritan, 


That were not good at bending 
The homespun digmty of man 
He thought was worth defending 


AN INTFRVIEW WIIH MILES SLANDISH 125 


He did not, with his pinchbeck ore, 
His country s shame forgotten 

(nid Freedom’s coffin o’er and oer 
When all within was rotten 


These loud ancestral boasts of yours 
How can they else than vex us? 
Where werc your dinner orators 
When slavery grasped at Texas ¢ 
Dumb on lis knees was ever} one 
That. now 1s bold as Cesar — 
Mere pegs to hang an office on 
Such stalwart men as these are 


Good Sir I said you secm much stined 
The sacred compromises—-— 

Now God confound the distard woid ' 
My gall thereat arises 

Noithw ard it hith this sense alone 
That you your conscience blinding 

Shall bow your fool s nose to the stone 
When slivery feels hhe grinding 


Tis shame to see such painted sticl 5 
In Vane s and Winthrop s places 

Io see your spimt of Seventy six 
Drag humbly in the traccs, 

With slavery s lash upon her bic] 
And herds of office holders 

To shout applause as with w crack 
It peels ie patient shoulders 


We forefathers to such a rout! 
No by my faith in God $ word ' 

Half rose the ghost, and half drow out 
The ghost of his old broidsword 

Then thrust 1t slowly back ag un 
And said with reverent gesture 

No Freedom no! blood should not stain 
‘The hem of thy white vestur 


‘I feel the soul in me draw near 

The mount of prophesying , 

In this bleak ildemiees I hear 
A John the Baptist crying , 

Far in the east 1 sec upleap 
The streaks of first forewarning 

And they who sowed the hght shall reap 
fhe golden sheaves of morning 
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‘Child of our travail and our woe 

Tight m our day of sorrow, 

Through my rapt spimt I foreknow 
The glory of thy morrow 

I hear great steps that through the shide 
Draw nigher still and mgher, 

And voices call ike that which bade 
The prophet come up highes 


I looked no form mine eyes could find, 
I heard the rid cock crowme, 

And through my window chinks the wind 
A dismil tune was blowing 

Thought I My neighbour Buckingham 
Hath somewhat in him gritty, 

Some Pilgrim stuff that hates all sham 
And he will print my ditty 


ON THE CAPrPURF OF CFRTAIN FUGITIVE 
SLAVIS NEAR WASHINGTON 


Loox on who will in apathy and stiflc they who can 
Phesympithis thehopcs the words that make m in truly man 
Let those whose hcirts are dungeoned up with intercst or with 


ease 
Consent to hear with quict pulse of loathsome deeds lke these ' 


T first drew in New England ¢ an and from her hardy breast 
Sacked in the tyrant hating milk that will not let mc rest 
And it my words sem treison to the dullard and the tame, 
‘lis but my Biy State dialect —our fathers spike the same! 


Shame on the costly mockery of piling stone on stone 

To those who won our hberty the heroes dead and gone 
While we look coldly on ind gee law shiclded ruftians slay 
The men who fain would wim their own the herocs of to day! 


Arc we pledged to craven silence? O fling it to the wind, 
The parchment wallthat barsus trom the k astof human kind— 
That makes us cringe and temporize, and dumbly stand at rest 
While Pity s burning flood of words 1s red hot in the breast ! 


Though we break our fathers promise, we have nobler duties 
first , 

The traitor to Humanity 19 the traitor most accursed , 

Man 1s more than Constitutions better rot beneath the sod, 

Than ise to Church and State winle we are doubly false 
to God! 
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We owe allegiance to the State but deeper, truer more 

To the sympathis that God hith set within our spizit 8 core ,— 
Our country claims our fealty, we grant it so, but then 
Before Man made us citizens great Nature made us men 


He s truce to God who’s true to man wherever wrong 1s done, 
To the humblest and the weakest neath the all be holding sun 
That wrong 1s also done to us and thy are slaves most base 
Whose love of mght 1s for themselves and not for all their rac 


God works for all Ye cannot hem the hope of being free 
With parallels of latitude with mount iin range or sea 

Put golden padlocks on Truths lips be callous as ye will, 
Trom soul to soul oer ll the world leaps onc electric thrill 


Chain down your slives with ignorance ye cannot keep apart, 
With ill your craft of tyrinny the human heart from heart 

When first the Pilgrims linded on the Bry State s 1ron shore 
The word went forth that slivcry should one diy be no more 


Out from the lind of bondage tis dccrecd our slaves shall go, 
And signs to us arc offered, 1s erst to Pharioh 

If we are blind their cxodus hi Israels of yore 

Lhrough a Red hex 14 doomed to be whose surges are of gore 


Tis ours to save our bicthron with pe ice and love to win 
Their darkened hc irts fiom error cre they harden 1t to sin 
But if before his duty man with listlcss spnit stands 

Ere long the Great Avenger takes the work from out his hands 


TO THE DANDFLION 


Drar common flower thit grow st beside the way 
Tringing the duéty road with hirmless gold, 
Furst pledg: of blithesome May, 
Which children pluck, and full of pride uphold 
High heartcd bucernc eis, o eryoyed that they 
An Eldorado m the griss huve found 
Which not the rich earths ample round 
May match in weilth—thou irt more dcar to me 
Thin all the proudcr summer blooms may be 


Gold such as th ne necr drew the Spanish prow 
Through the primeval hush of Judiin seas, 
Nor wrinkled the Jein brow 
Of age, to rob the lovers heart of case, 
’Tis the spring s largess which she seatters now 
To nich ind poor alike, with lavish hand, 
Though most hearts never understand 
To take it at God’s value but pass by 
The offercd wealth with unrewarded eye 
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Thou art my tropics and mine Italy 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime 
The eyes thou givest me 
Are in the heart, and heed not space or time 
Not in mid June the golden cuirassed bee 
Feels a more summer like warm ravishment 
In the white lily s breezy tent 
Mis fragrant Sybaris, thin I when first 
krom the dark green thy )cllow circles burtt 


Then think I of deep shadows on the grass— 
Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze 
Where as the bieczes pass, 
The gleaming rushes lean a thousind ways— 
Of leaves that slumber in a clondy mass 
Or whiten in the wind —~of wateis blue 
Thit from the distance spaukle through 
Some woodland gap— ind of a sky above 
Where one white cloud hhe a striy lamb doth move 


My childhoods earliest thoughts ire lmked with thee 
‘Lhe sight of thee calls back the 10bin s song 
Who from the dark old tree 
Reside the door sang clearly all day long 
And I sceure in childish piety 
Listened as 1f I heard an angel sing 
With news from heaven which he could bring 
tresh every day to my untaintcd cars 
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers 


How hke a prodigal doth Nature seem 
When thou, for all thy gold, so common art! 
Thou teachest me to deem 
More sacredly of every human heart 
Since each reflects in Joy its sc inty gleam 
Of heaven and could some wondrous secret show 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
And with a child’s undoubting wisdom look 
On all these hying piges of Gods book 


THE GHOST-SEER 


Ys who passing graves by mght, 
Glance not to the left nor nght, 

Lest a spirit should arise, 

Cold and whitc, to freeze your eyes, 
Some wcak phantom which your doubt 
Shapes upon the dark without 
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From the dark within, a guess 

At the spirit’s deathlessness, 

Which ye entertain with fear 

In your self built dungeon here, 

Where ye sell your God given hives 

Just for gold to buy your gyves — 

Ye without a shudder meet 

In the city’s noonday street, 

Spirits sadder and more dread 

Than from out the clay have fled 

Buried, beyond hope of hght, 

In the body s haunted night! 

See ye not that woman pale ? 

There are bloodhounds on her trail ' 

Bloodhounds two, all gaunt and lean,— 

lor the soul their scent 1s keen,— 

Want and Sin, and Sin 1s last — 

‘Lhey have followed far and fast 

Want gave tongue, and, at her howl, 

Sin awakened with a prowl 

Ah poor girl! she had a mght 

To a blessing from the light, 

Title deeds to shy and earth 

God gave to her at her birth 

But before they were enjoyed, 

Poverty had made them void, 

And had drunk the sunshine up 

From all nature s ample cup, 

Leaving her : first born s shan 

In the dregs of darkness there 

Often, on the side walk bleak, 

Hungry, all alone, and weak 

She has seen, in night and storm, 

Rooms o erflow with firehgh: wirm, 

Which, outside the window glass, 

Doubled all the cold, alas! 

Tull each ray thit on her fell 

Stabbed her hke an icicle, 

And she almost loved the wail 

Of the bloodhounds on her trail 

Till the floor becomes her bier, 

She shall feel theur pantings near, 

Close upon her very heels, 

Spite of all the din of wheels , 

Shivering on her pallet poor, 

She shall hear them at the door 

Whine and scratch to be let in. 

Sister bloodhounds, Want and Sin ! 
9 
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THE GHOST-SEER 


Hark ' that rustle of a dress, 

Staff with lavish costliness ! 

Here comes one whose cheek would fiush 
But to have her garment brush 
Gainst the girl whose fingers thin 
Wove the weary broidery in, 
Bending backward from her toil, 
Lest her tears the silk might soul, 
And, in midnight’s chill and murk, 
Stitched her life into the work 
Shaping from her bitter thought 

Heart 5 case and forget me not, 
Satinizing her despair 

With the emblems woven thcre 

Lattle doth the wearer heed 

Of the heart break 1m the brede 

A. hyena by her side 

Skulks, down looking,—it 3s Pmde 

He digs for her in the earth 

Where he all her clams of birth 
With his foul paws rooting o’er 

Some long burned ancestor, 

Who, perhaps, a statue won 

By the 111 deeds he had done 

By the innocent blood he shed, 

By the desolation spread 

Over happy villages, 

Blotting out the smile of peace 


There walks Judas, he who sold 
Yesterday his Lord for gold, 

Sold God s presence 1n his heart 
For a proud step in the mart 

He hath dealt in flesh and blood,— 
At the bank his name 18 good, 

At the bank, and only there, 

"Tis a marketable ware 

In his eyes that stealthy gleam 
Was not learned of sky or stream, 
But 1t has the cold, hard glint 

Of new dollars from the mint 

Open now your spirit’s eyes, 

Look through that poor clay disguise 
Which has thickened, day by day, 
Till it keeps all light at bay, 

And his soul in pitchy gloom 
Gropes about its narrow tomb, 
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From whose dank and slimy walls 
Drop by drop the horror falls 
Look! a serpent lank and cold 
Hug» his spirit fold on fold , 
From his heart, all day and night, 
it doth suck God s blessed light 
Drink tt will, and dmnk 1t must 
ili the cup holds nought but dust , 
All day long he hears it hiss, 
Wnithing in its fiendish bliss, 

All mght long he sees ite eyes 
Fheker with foul cestasies, 

As the spirit ebbs away 

Into thc absorbing clay 


Who 18 he that skulls, afraid 

Of the trust he has betrayed 
Shuddering if perchance a gleam 
Of old nobicness should stream 
Through the pent unwholesome room, 
Where ius shrunk soul cowers in gloom,— 
Spimt sad beyond the rest 

By more instinct for the best ? 

Tis a poet who was sent 

for a bid world s punishment, 

By comp: lhug it to see 

Golden ghimps:s of To Be, 

By compelling it to hear 

Songs that prove the angels near 
Who was sent to be the tonguc 

Of the weak and spimt wrung 
Whence the fiery winged Despur 
Jn mens shrinking eyes might fi ure 
lis our hope doth fashion us 

lo base uses‘ glonous 

He who mght have been a lark 
Of Iruths morning from the dark 
Raimng down melodious hope 

Of a freer, broader scope 
Aspirations, prophecies 

Of the spimts full sunrise, 

Chose to be a bird of mght, 
Which with eyes refusing light, 
Hooted from some hollow tree 

Of the world s idolatry 

*Tis his pumshment to hear 
Flutterings of pinions near, 
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And his own vain wings to fecl 
Drooping downward to his heel, 
All their grace and import lost, 
Burdening his weary ghost 

Ever walking by his side 

He must see his angel guide, 
Who at intervals doth turn 
Looks on him so sadly stern, 
With such ever new suipiise 

Of hushed anguish 1n hei eye , 
That 1t seems the hght of day 
From around him shrinks away 
Or drops blunted fiom the wall 
Built around him by his fall 
Then the mountains whose white pe us 
Catch the morning 8 earhest streaks 
He must see, wheie prophets sit 
Turning east their faces ht 
Whence, with footsteps beautiful 
To the earth, yet dim and dull 
They the gladsome tidings bring 
Of the sunhght s hastening 
Never can those hills ot bliss 

Be o’erclimbed by feet hke his! 


But enough! O do not dare 

irom the next the veil to tear 
Woven of station, trade, or dress 
More obscene than nakedness 
Wherewith plausible culture drapes 
Fallen Nature 4 myriad shapes! 
Let us rathcr love to mark 

How the unextinguished spaik 
Will shine through the thin disguise 
Of our customs, pomps, and les 
And, not seldom blown to flame, 


Vindicate its ancient claim 
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STUDIES FOR TWO HEADS 


I 


Some sort of heart I know is hers,— 


I chanced to feel her pulse one night , 


A brain she has that never errs, 


And yet 18 never nobly nght , 
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It does not leap to gre it results 
But mm some corner out of sight, 
Suspects a spot of latent bhght 
Aaa, o’er the impatient infinite, 

She bargains, haggles, and consults 


Her eye,—t seems a chemic test 
And drops upon you like an acid, 
It bites you with unconscious zest, 
So clear and biight, so coldly plaad, 
It holds you quietly aloof 
It holds —and yet 1t docs not win you 
It merely puts you to the proof 
And sorts what qualities are in you, 
It smiles but never brings you nearer, 
It hghts —her nature draws not nigh 
*Tis but that yours 1s growing clearer 
To her assays ——yes, try and try, 
You ll get no deeper than her eye 
There you are clissified shes gone 
Far, far away into herself 
Each with its Latin label on 
Your poor components, one by one, 
Arc laid upon their prope: shelf 
In her compact and ordered mind, 
And wh it of you 1s left behind 
1s no more to her than the wind, 
In that clear brain, which day and might, 
No movement of the heart e er jostles 
Her friends 11e ranged on left and right,— 
Here, silex, hornblende sienite 
There, animal 1emams and fossils 


And yet, O subtile analy st, 

That canst each property detect 
Of mood or grain that canst untwist 

Each tangled skein of intellect, 
And with thy scalpel eyes lay bare 
Each mental nerve more fine than air,— 

O brain exact, that in thy scales 
Canst weigh the sun and never err, 

Lor once thy patient science fails, 

One problem still defies thy art .— 
Thou never canst compute for her 
The dist ince and diameter 

Of any simple human heart 


T 


I 
Hear him but speak, and you will feel 
The shadows of the Portico 
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Over your tranquil spirit steal, 

To modulate all yoy and woe 

To one subdued, subduing glow , 
Above our squabbling business hours 
Liko Phidian Jove + Ins beauty lowers, 
His nature satinges ours 

A form and front of Attu grace, 

He shames the hggling market place, 
And dwarfs our mo1c mechani powcrs 


What throbbing, verse can fitly render 
That facc,—vo pur so trembling tende: ? 
Sensation glhimmcrs thiough its rest 
It speaks unmanacled by woids, 
Ags full of motion as a nest 
That pupitates with unfledged buds 
’'Tis hkcst to Bethcsda s stream, 
Forewarned through oll its thrilling springs 
Whitt with the ingels coming gleam, 
And uppled with his finumg wings 


Hear him unfold lus plots and plans 

And largir destames scm mans 

You conjue fiom hin clowing face 

‘Lhe omen of a fire. race 

With one grind trope he boldly spins 
The gult whercin so miny fill 

[wixt possible ind actual 

Has first swift word (ilazii shod 

kxuberant with conscious God 

Out of the chon of plinets blots 

The present caith with ill its spots 


Himeclt unshaken as the shy, 
This words like wlirlwinds spi on lngh 
Systcms and ereeds pi limcll together 
‘lis strange as to a deif mins cve 
While trees uprooted splinter by 
Ihe dumb turmoil of stormy weitha , 
Less of iconoclist thin shaper 
His spint safe behind the reach 
Of the tornado of his spech 
Burns calmly as a glowwoim » taper 


So great m speceh, but, al' m act 
So overrun with vermin troubles, 
The coarse sharp cornered, ugly fact 
Of hfe collapses all his bubbles 

Had he but lived in Plato « day, 
He might, unless my funcy errs, 
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Have shared that golden voices sway 
O er barefooted philosophers 
Our nipping chmate hardly suits 
The ripening of ideal fruits 
His theories vanquish us all summer, 
But winter makes him dumb and dumbir, 
To see him ’mid hfe’s needful things 
Is something painfully bewildering 
He scems an angel with clipt wings 
Tied to a mortal wife and children, 
And by a brother seraph takcn 
In the uct of e iting eggs and bacon 
Like a clear fountain, his desire 
Exults ind leaps toward the hght, 
In every drop it says Aspire '’ 
Striving for more ideil haght 
And as the fountain falling thence 
Crawls bafficd through the common gutter 
So, from his speech s cminence 
He shrinks into the prcscnt tense 


Unkinged by foolish brcud and butter 


Yet smile not worldling foi in deeds 
Not all of life thats brave and wise 14 
He strews an ampler future s seeds, 
fis your fault if no harvcst rises 
Smooth bach the sncer for 1s 1t nought 
That all he w and has is Beauty 6? 
By soul the souls gains must be wrought, 
Ihe Actual claims our coarser thought, 
The Ideal hath ite higher duties 


ON A PORTRAIT OF DANTE BY GIOTTO 


Can this be thou who Ican and pale 
With such imumuitigable eye 
Didst look upon those writhing souls in balk, 
And note each vengcancc, and pass by 
Unmoved, save when thy heat by chance 
Cast backward one forbidden plance, 
And saw Iranccseca with child’s glee, 
Subdue and mount thy wild horse knee 
And with proud hands control its flery pranee ? 


With half droopcd lids, and smooth, round brow, 
And cye remote, that nly sees 

fair Beatnce’s spit wandering now 
In some sea lulled Hespemdes, 
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Thou movest through the jarring street 
Secluded from the noise of feet 

By her gift blossom in thy hand 

Thy branch of palm from Holy Land ,— 
No trace 1s here of ruins fiery sleet 


Yet there 1s something round thy lps 
That prophesies the coming doom 
The soft, gray herald shadow cre the eclipse 
Notchcs the perfect disk with gloom 
A something that would bamish thee 
And thine untamed pursuer be 
From men and their unworthy fates 
Though Ilorence had not shut her gates 
And gricf had loosed hei clutch and let thee free 


Ah' he who follows fearlessly 
The bechonings of a poct heart 

Shall wander, and without the world s decree, 
A banished man in field and mart 

Harder than Florence walls the bar 

Which with deaf sternness holds him far 
From home and friends till death s release, 
And makes his only prayer for peace, 

Like thnic, scarred vcteran of a lifelong wir! 


ON THL DEATH OF A FRIEND’S CHILD 


DratTH never came so nigh to me before 

Nor showed me his mild face oft had I mused 
Of calm and peace and deep forgetfulness, 

Of folded hands closed cyes and heart at rest, 
And slumber sound beneath a flowcry turf, 

Of faults forgotten, and an inner place 

Kept sacred for us in the heart of friends 

But these were idle fancies, satisfied 

With the mere husk of this great mystery, 

And dwelling in the outward shows of things 
Heaven 1s not mounted to on wings of dreams, 
Nor doth the unthankful happincss of youth 
Aim thithorward, but floats from bloom to bloom, 
With earth s warm patch of sunshine well content 
Tis sorrow builds the shining ladder up, 

Whose golden rounds are our calamities, 
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer God 

The spint climbs, and hath 1ts eyes unsealed 


True 1s 1t that Death’s face seems stern and cold, 
When he 19 sent to summon those we love, 
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But all God s angels com¢ to us disguised 
Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death, 
One after other hft their frowmng masks, 
And we behold the seraph s face beneath 
All radiant with the glory and the calm 
Of having looked upon the front of God 
With every anguish of our earthly part 
The spirit s sight grows clearcr this wis meant 
When Jesus touched tho blind man » lds with clay 
Ife 1s the jailer, Death the ingel sent 
‘Lo draw the unwilling bolts and set us fice 
He flings not ope the 1o1y gite of Rest — 
Only the fallen spirit knocks at that,— 
But to bemigncr regions beckons us, 
To destmies of more rewirded toil 
In the hushed chamber sitting by the dead, 
It grates on us to herr the flood of Ife 
Whul rustling onward s:nseless of our loss 
The bee hums on «round the blossomed vine 
Whirs the hght humming bird, the ericket chirps 
The locusts shrill alarum stings the car 
Hard by the cock shouts lustily from faim to farm, 
Has cheery brothers telling of the sun, 
Answcr, till fir away the joyance dics 
We never knew before how God hid filled 
The summer air with happy living sounds 
All round us seems an overplus of lfc, 
And yet the onc deir heart les cold and stil 
It 1g most strange when the great miracle 
Hath for our sakes been done when we have had 
Our inw irdest experience of God, 
When with His presence still the 100m cxpands 
And 1s uwed afte: Him that nought 19 chang¢d, 
That Nature s facc looks unachnowlcdging 
And the mad world still dances heedlss on 
Afte: 11s butterflies, and gives no sign 
Tis hard at first to see it all amght, 
In vain Faith blows her trump to summon back 
Her scattered troop yet, through the clouded glass 
Of our own bitter tears we lean to look 
Undazzled on the kindniss of Gods face, 
Earth 1s too dark, and Heaven alone shines through 
It as no httle thing when a fiesh soul 
And a fresh heart, with thir unmeasured scope 
For good, not gravitating earthward yet, 
But circling in diviner periods, 
Are sent into the world,—no little thang, 
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When this unbounded possibilty 

Into the outer silence 1s withdrawn 

Ah, in this world, where every guiding thread 
Ends suddenly im the one sure centre, Dcath, 
The visionary hand of Might-have been 
Alone can fill Desire’s cup to the brim! 


How changed, dear frend, are thy part and thy childs' 
He bends above thy cradle now or holds 

Has warning finger out to be thy guide 

Thou art the nurscling now he watches thre 
Slow learning one by one, the secret things 
Which are tv him uscd sights of every day , 
He smiles to see thy wondering glanccs con 
Ihe grass and pebbles of the spimt world, 

To thee miraculous and ho will teach 

Thy knees their due observances of prayer 
Children are God’s apostles day by day 

Sent forth to preach of love and hope and peacc 
Nor hath thy babe his mission left undone 

To me, at least, his gong hence hath given 
Serener thoughts and nearer to the skies, 

And opened a new fountain in my heart 

For thee, my friend, and all and, O if Death 
More near approaches meditates and clasps 
Even now some dearer more reluctant hand, 
God, strengthen Thou my faith that I may see 
That tis Thine ange! who, with loving haste 
Unto the service of the inner shrine 


Doth waken Thy beloved with a hiss ' on 


LURYDICL 


Huavein’s cup held down to me I drain, 
The sunshine mounts and spurs my brain, 
Bathing 1m grass, with thirsty cye 

I suck the last drop of the sky, 

With each hot sense I draw to the lees 
The quickening out door influences, 

And empty to cach radiant comer 

A supernaculum of summer 

Not, Bacchus, all thy grosser juice 

Could bring enchantmcnt 60 profuse, 
Though for its press each grape bunch had 
The white feet of an Oread 


Through our coarse art gleam, now and then, 
The features of angelic men , 
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’Neath the lewd Satyr s veiling paint 
Glows forth the Sibyl, Muse, or Saint 
The dauber’s botch no more obscures 
The mighty Master's portraitures 

And who can say what luekaer beam 
The Indden glory shall redeem, 

For what chance clod the soul may wait 
To stumble on it» nobler fate, 

Or why, to his unwarned abode, 

Still by surprises comes the God ? 
Some moment, nailed on so11oWw » cross, 
May mediite i whole youth s loss 

Some windtill joy we know not whence, 
Ridcecm 1 lifctume s rash expensc, 

And, suddenly wise, the soul mty mak, 
Stripped of their simulated dark, 
Mountains of gold that pierce th: sky, 
Guirdling its valle yed poverty 


I fecl ye cluidhoods hopes icturn, 
With olden heits my pulses burn,— 
Mine bc the sclf forgi ting sweep 

The torrent impulse swift and wild 
Wherewith Taghkh inic s rockboirn child 
Dares gloriously the dangerous le ip, 
And, in his shy desccnded mood, 
‘Transmutes each drop of sluggish blood, 
By touch of brivery > simple wand, 

‘Lo amethyst and diimond 

Proving hunsclf no bastard slip 

but the true .rinite cradled one, 
Nursed with thc 10ch s primeval drip 
The cloud «mbracing, mountain » son! 


Prayer breathed 1n v11n' no wishs swiry 
Rebuilds the vanished ye sterd ty 

Tor plated wares of She ffield stamp 

We gave the old Aliddin s lamp 

"Tis we arc changid alt whither went 
That undesigned abandonment, 

That wise unquestioning content, 
Which could c1¢ ct ith microcosm 

Out of a wecd » fleglected blossom 

Could call up Arthur and his peers 

By a low moss s clump of spcars, 

Or, in 1ts slungle trireme launched, 
Where Charles in some green inlet branched, 
Could venture for the golden fleece 

And dragon watched Hesperides, 
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Ox, from its ripple shattered fate, 
Ulysses’ chances recreate ? 

Whcon, heralding life s every phase, 
There glowed a goddess veihng haze, 
A plenteous forewarning grace, 
Like that moze tender diwn that flies 
Before the tull moon s ample mse ? 
Methinks thy parting glory shines 
Through yonder grove of singing pines 
At that «lm vista s ond I trace 
Dimly thy sid ke ive t iking face, 
Eurydice! Eurydicc ' 

Thc tremulous leaves repeat to me 
Furydice! Furydice' 

No gloomier O1cus sw allows thee 
‘Than the unclouded sunset s glow 
Thine 1s at least Flysian wove, 

Thou hast Goods natural decay, 

And fadest he a sta aw 2 

Into an atmosphc rc whose shine 
With fuller day o ¢rmusters thine, 
Entering, defeat is twerc 1 shrne 
For us,—we turn hfe s diary o er 


To find but one word —Ncecvermore 
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SITE CAME AND WENT 


As au twig trembles which a bird 
Tights on to sing then leaves unbcnt, 
So 1s my memory thrilled and stirred ,— 
I only hnow shc came and went 
As clasps some lake, by gusts unriven, 
The blue dome’s measureless content, 
So my soul held that moments heaven ,— 
Tonly know she came and went 
As at onc bound, our swift spring heaps 
The orchards full of bloom and scent, 
So clove her May my wintry sleeps ,— 
I only know she came and went 
An angel stood and met my gaze 
Through the low doorway of my tent, 
The tent 1s struch the vision stays — 
I only hnow she came and weut 
O, when the room grows slowly dim, 
And life’s last ol 1s nearly spent, 
One gush of light these eyes will brim, 
Only to think she came and went 
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THE CHANGELING 


I wap a httk daughter, 
And she was given to mc 
To lead me gently bickwaid 
To the Heavculy father’s knec 
That I by the force of niture, 
Might in some dim wisc divine 
The depth of his infimte prtiu nee 
To this wij ward soul of minc 


I Lnow not how others saw hei 
But to me she was wholly fa 
And the light of the heaven she came trom 
Still lLungered ind gleamed im her han , 
For 1t wis in wavy and golden, 
And as many changes took, 
As the shadows of sun gilt 11pples 
On the yellow bed ot 1 brook 


To whit can IT hbhen her smiling 
Upon me, her kneeling lover 

How it leaped from her lips to her cyehids, 
And dimpled he: wholly over 

Till her outstretched hinds smiled also, 
And I almost seemed to sec 

The very heart of her mother 
Sending sun through he: veins to me' 


She had been with us scarce a twelve month 
And it hardly secmed a day 

When a troop of wande1ing angels 
Stolc my httle daughter vay 

Oi perhaps those hewenly /ingai1 
But loosed the hampering strings, 

And when they had gpened hei cag doo, 
My hittle bird used her wings 


But they left im her stead a ch wngeling 
A little angel child, 

That scems lke her bud m full blossom, 
And smiles as she nevcr smiled 

When I wake 1n the morning, I see it 
Where she always used to he 

And I feel as weak as a violet 
Alone neath the awful shy 


As weak, yet as trustful also, 
For the whole year long I see 
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All the wonders of faithful Nature 
Still worked for the love of me, 
Winds wander, and dews drip earthward 
Rain falls, suns mse and set, 
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper 
A poor little violet 


This child 1s not mine 19 the first was, 
I cannot sing it to rest 
I cannot hft it up fithe rly 
And bliss it upon my breast 
et 1t hes in my Iittle one s cradle 
And sits in my little onc s chair, 
And the hght of the heaven shc 5 gone to 
Transfigures its golden hair 


THK PIONFFYP 


Wrart man would hve coffined with bnck ind stone 
Imprisoned from the influences of air 
And cramped with selfish land marks every where, 
Whien all before him stretches furrowless and lone 
The unmapped praine none can fence or own? 


What man would read and read the selfsame fices 
And hke the marbles which the windmill grinds 
Rub smooth for ever with the same smooth minds 

This year retracing last yeirs every years dull trice 

When there are woods and un man stifled places ? 


What man oer one old thought would pore and pore 
Shut hke a book bitween its covers thin 
For every fool to leavc lis dog s ears in, 
When solitude 15 lus, and God for evermore 
Just for the openmg of a paltry door ? 


What man would watch lifes oozy element 
Creep Letheward for ever, when he might 
Down some great nver drift beyond men s sight 
To where the undethroned forest s royal tent 
Broods with its hush oer half 4 continent ? 


What man with men would push and altercate, 
Piecing out crooked means for crooked ends, 
When he ean have the skies and woods for frends, 

Snatch back the rudder of his undismantled fate, 

And in himself be ruler, church and state? 


Cast leaves and feathers rot in last year s nest, 
The wingéd brood, flown thence, new dwellings plan , 
The serf of his own Past 1s not 4 man, 
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To change and change 1s hfe, to move and never rest ,— 
Not what we are, but what we hope, 1s best 


The wild, free woods make no man halt or blind 
Cities rob men of eyes and hands and feet, 
Patching one whole of many incomplete , 

The general preys upon the individual mind, 

And each alone 1s helpless as the wind 


Each man is some man’s servant, every soul 
Is by some other’s presence quite discrowned 
Each owes the next through «all the imperfoct round 
¥ct not with mutual help each man 1s his own goal 
And the whole earth must stop to pav his toll 


Here life the undiminished man demands 
New faculties stretch out to meet new wants 
What Nature asks, that Nature also grants 
Here man 1s lord, not drudge of eyes and feet and hands 
And to his life 1s kmt with hourly binds 


Come out, then from the old thoughts and old ways, 
Before you harden to a crystal cold 
Which the new hfe can shatter, but not mould, 
Freedom for you still waits, still looking backward, stays, 
But widens still the irretrievable space 


LONGING 


Or all the mymad moods of mind 
That through the soul come thronging, 
Which one was ¢’er so dear, so kind, 
So beautiful as Longing ? 
The thing we long for, that we are 
For one transcendent moment, 
Before the Present poor and bare 
Can make its sneering comment 


Stall, through our paltry stir and strife, 
Glows down the wished Ideal, 
And Longing moulds in clay what Life 
Carves in the marble Real 
To let the new life in, we know, 
Desire must ope the portal — 
Perhaps the longing to be so 
Helps make the soul immortal 


ae 18 God’s fresh heavenward will 

ith our poor earthward striving 

We quench it that we may be stall 
Content with merely living; 
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But would we learn that heart s full scop+ 
Which we are hourly wronging, 

Our lives must climb from hope to hope 
And reahze our longing 


Ah' lct us hope that to our praise 
Good God not only reckons 

The moments when we tread His ways, 
But when the spimt beckons,— 

That some slight good 1s also wrought 
Beyond self satisfaction, 

When we are simply good in thought, 
Howe’er we ful in iction 


ODE TO TRANCE 


IT? RUARL 1848 


I 
As flike by flake the beetling avalanches 
Build up their imminent crags of noiseless snow 
Till some chance thrill the loosened ruin launchcs 
And the blind havoc leaps unwarned below 
So grew and gathered through the silent years 
The madness of a People wrong by wrong 
There seemed no sticngth in the dumb toulers tears— 
No strength in suffering —~but the Past was strong 
Lhe brute desp ur of trampl d centuries 
TLeaped up with one house yell ind snapped its bands 
Groped for 1ts mght with horny callous hands, 
And stared iround for God with Lioodshot eyes 
What wonder if those palms were all too hird 
lor nice distinctions—if that mcnid throng— 
They whose thick atmosphere no bard 
Had shivered with the hghtning of his song 
Brots with the memories and desires of men, 
Whose chronicles were wiit with iron pen, 
In the crooked shoulder and the forehead low— 
Set wrong to balance wrong, 
And physicked woe with woe ? 


It 
They did as they were taught not theirs the blame, 
If men who scattered firebrands reaped the flame 
They trampled Peace beneath their savage feet, 
And by her golden tresses drew 
Mercy along the payement of the street 
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O, Freedom! Freedom! 1s thy morning dew 
So gory red? Alas, thy hght had nc’er 
Shone 1n upon the chaos of their lair' 

They reared to thce such symbol as they knew 
And worshipped it with flame and blood, 
A Vengeance, axe in hand, that stood 

Holding a tyrant’s head up by the clotted hair 


Itt 
What wrongs the Oppressor suffered, these we know 
These have found piteous voice in song and prose 
But for the Oppressed, then darkness and their woe 
Their grinding centures,—what Muse had those? 
Though hall and palace had nor eyes nor ears, 
Hardenmg a people s heart to senseless stone, 
Thou knowest them, O Earth that drank thcir tears, 
O Heaven, that heard their inarticulate moan ! 
They notcd down their fettcrs link by lnk 
Course was the hand thot scriwled ind ied the nk 
Rude was their score as suits unlettered men,— 
Notched with a headsm1 » axe upon 1 block 
What marvel if when came the avenging shock, 
’"Twas Ate not Urania held the pen? 
Iv 
With cye averted ind an inguished fiown, 
Loathingly glidcs the Muse through scenes of strife, 
Where hike the hcart of Vengeance up and down 
Throbs 1n its framework the blood muffled kmfe , 
Slow are the steps of Freedom, but her feet 
Turn never backward heis no bloody gilire , 
Her hght is calm ind innocent, and sweet, 
And where it enters therc 18 no despair 
Not first on palace ind cathedral spice 
Quivers and gleams that unconsumuing fire 
While these stand blach .gainst her morning shies, 
The peasant sees it leap from peak to peak 
Along his hills the craftsman’s burning eyes 
Own with cool tears 1ts influence mother meek , 
It lhghts the poct’s heart up hke a star — 
Ah! while the tyrant deemcd 1t still afar 
And twined with golden threads his futile snare, 
That swift, convicting glow all round him ran 
"Twas close beside him there, 
Sunrise whose Memnon is the soul of man 


v 
O Broker King, 1s this thy wisdom’s fruit ? 
A dynasty plucked out as ’twerce a weed 

10 
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Grown rankly in a night, that leaves no seed! 
Could eighteen years strike down no deeper root? 
But now thy vulture eye was turned on Spain,— 
A shout from Paris, and thy crown falls off, 
Thy race has ceased to reign, 
And thou become a fugitive and scoff 
Shppery the feet that mount by stairs of gold, 
And weakest of all fences one of steel] — 
Go and keep school again like him of old, 
The Syracusan tyrant thou mayest feel 
Royal amid a birch swayed commonweal ! 


Not long can he be ruler who allows 

His time to 1un before him thou wast naught 
Soon as the strip of gold about thy brows 

Was no more cmblem of the Peoples thought 
Vain were thy bayonets against the foe 

Thou hadst to cope with thou didst w ige 
War not with Frenchmen mercly ——no, 

Dhy strife was with the Spint of the Age, 
The invisible Spirit whose first brcath divinc 

Scattercd thy frail endeavour, 
And, hke poor last years leaves, whirled thc e and thine 
Into the Dark forever! 


VIL 
Is here no triumph? Nay what though 
The yellow blood of Trade meanwhile should pour 
Along its arteries a shrunken flow, 
And the idle canvas droop around the shore ? 
These do not make 1 state, 
Nor keep 1t great 
I think God made 
The earth for man, not tradk 
And where each humblest human creature 
Can stand, no more suspicious or afraid, 
Erect and kingly in his mght of nature, 
To heaven and earth knit with harmonious ties,-—— 
Where I behold the exultation 
Of manhood glowing 1m those eyes 
That had been dark for ages,— 
Or only ht with bcstial loves and rages— 
There I behold a Nation 
The Franee which hes 
Between the Pyrenees and Rhine 
Is the least part of France 
I see her rather in the soul whose shine 
Surns through the crafteman’s grimy countenance, 
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In the new energy divine 
Of Toul 6 enfranchised glance 


VIII 
And if it be a dream,— 
If the great Future be the little Past 
"Neath a new mask, which drops and shows at last 
The same weird mocking face to balk and blast,— 
Yet, Muse a gladder measure suits the theme, 
And the Tyrtzan harp 
Loves notes more resolute and sharp 
Throbbing as throbs the bosom, hot and fast 
Such visions are of morning, 
Theirs 1s no vague forewarning, 
The dreams which nations dream come true, 
And shape the world anew , 
If this be a sleep, 
Make it long make it deep, 
O Father, who sendest the harvests men reap! 
While Labor so sleepeth 
His sorrow 1s gone, 
No longcr he weepeth 
But smileth and steepeth 
His thoughts im the dawn , 
He heareth Hope yonder 
Rain, lark hke, her fancies, 
His dreaming hands wander 
*Mad heart 5 ease and pansies 
°'Tis a dream! °Tis a vision' 
Shrieks Mammon aghast 
‘The day’s broad derision 
Will chase it at last 
Ye are mad, ye have taken 
A slumbering kraken 
For firm land of the Past!’ 
Ah! 1f he awaken, 
God shield us all then, 
If this dream rudely shaken 
Shall cheat him agar '! 


Ix 
Since first I heard our North wind blow, 
Since first I saw Atlantic throw 
On our fierce rocks his thunderous snow, 
I loved thee, Freedom , as a boy 

The rattle of thy shield at Marathon 

Did with a Grecian joy 


Through all my pulses run 
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But I have learned to love thee now 
Without the helm upon thy gleaming brow, 
A. maiden mild and undefiled 
Lake her who bore the world’s redeeming child 
And surely never did thy altars glance 
With purer fires than now in France , 
While, in their bnght white flashes, 
Wrong’s shadow backward cast, 
Waves cowering o’er the ashes 
Of the dead, blaspheming Past 
O’er the shapes of fallen mants 
His own unburied brood 
Whose dead hands elench defiance 
At the overpowering Good 
And down the happy future runs a flood 
Of prophesying light , 
It shows an Earth no longer stained with blood, 
Blossom and fruit where now we see the bud 
Of Brotherhood and Right 


A PARABLE 


Sarp Christ our Loid ‘I will go and see 

Tiow the men my brethren, believe in me 

He passed not again through the gate of birth, 
But made himself known to the children of earth 


Then said the chief prests, and rulers, and kings, 
‘ Behold, now the Giver of all good things 

(xo to, let us welcome with pomp and state 

Him who alone 1s mighty and great ’ 


With carpets of gold the ground they spread 
Wherever the Son of Man should tread, 

And in palace chambers lofty and rare 

They lodged him, and served him with kingly fare 


Great organs surged through arches dim 
Their jubilant floods in praise of him, 

And m church and palace, and judgment hall, 
He saw his image high over all 


But still, where ver his steps they led, 

The Lord in sorrow bent down bs head, 
And from under the heavy foundation stones, 
The son of Mury heard bitter groans 


And in church and palace, and yudgment hall, 
He marked great fissures that rent the wall, 
And opened wider and vet more wide 

As the living foundation heaved and sighed 
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‘ Have ye founded your throncs and altars, then, 
On the bodies and souls of ving men? 
And think ye that bwlding shall endure 
Which shelters the noble and crushes the poor? 


‘With gates of silver and bars of gold 
Ye have fenced my sheep from their father s fold 
I have heard the dropping of their tears 
In heaven, these eighteen hundred years’ 


‘O Lord and Master, not ours the guilt, 
We build but as our fathers built 
Behold thine mages, how they stand 
Sovereign and sole, through all our land 


‘ Our task 1s hard —with sword and flame 
To hold thy earth forever the same 
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep 
Still, as thou leftest them, thy sheep’ 


Then Christ sought out an artisan, 

A low browed stunted, haggard man 
And a motherless girl whose fingers thin 
Pushed from her faintly want and sin 


These set he in the midst of them, 

And as they drew back their garment hem 

For fear of defilement Lo, here, said he, 
‘The images ye have made of me!’ 


ODE 


WRITTEN FOR THE CFIFBRALION OY THF INTRODUCTION OF THE 
COCHITUATE WATER INTO THF CITY OF BOSTON 


Mi names Water I have sped 
Through strange, dark ways, untried bc tore, 
By pure desire of fmendshrp led, 
Cochituate’s ambassador 
He sends four royal gifts by me 
Long hfe, health, peacc, and purity 


I’m Ceres’ cup bearer, I pour, 

For flowers and fruits and all their kin, 
Her crystul vintage, from of yore 

Stored in old Earth s selectest bin, 
Flora’s Falerman ripe, since God 
The wine press of the deluge trod 


In that far isle whence, iron willed, 
The New World’s sires their bark unmoored, 
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The fairies’ acorn cups I filled 

Upon the toadstool s silver board, 
And, ’neath Herne’s oak, for Shakepeare’s sight, 
Strewed moss and grass with diamonds bright 


No fairies 1n the Mayflower came, 

And lightsome as I sparkle here, 
For Mother Bay Statc busy dame, 

I’ve toiled and drudged this many a year, 
Throbbcd in hor engines’ iron veins, 
Twirlid myriad spindles for her gains 


I, too, can weave , the warp I set 
Through which the sun his shuttle throws, 
And bright as Nouh saw it yet 
For you the arching rainbow glows, 
A sight » Paradise denied 
lo unfallen Adam and Iis bride 


When Winter held mc m his giuip 

You seized and sent me ocr the wave, 
Ungrateful! in a prison ship 

But I forgive, not long a slave, 
kor soon as summcr south winds blew, 
Homeward I fied, disguised as dew 


For countless services I m fit, 

Of ux of pleasure, and of gain, 
But hghtly from all bonds I fin 

Nor lose my mirth nor feel 1 stain 
From mill and wash tub I escape 
And take in heaven my proper shape 


So, free myself, to day clate 
I come from fur o’er hill and mead, 
And here, Cochituate s cnvoy, wait 
To be your blithesome Ganymedc, 
And brim your cups with nectar true 
That never will make slaves of you 


LINES 


SUGGESTED BY THE GRAVES OF TWO ENGLISH SOLDIERS 


ON CONCORD BATTLE GROUND 


Tas same good blood that now refills 
The dotard Onent’s shrunken veins, 
The same whose vigour westward thrills, 
Bursting Nevada's silver chains, 


LINES 151 


Poured here upon the April grass, 
Erechled with red the herbage new , 
On reeled the batth s trampling mass, 
Back to the ash the bluebird flew 


Poured here in vain —that sturdy blood 
Was me int to make the earth more green, 
But in a lngher gentlcr mood 

Chan broke this April noon sc rene 

Two graves irc here to mark the placc 
At head and foot in unhcwn stone, 

O cr which the herild hchens tr ice 

Lhe blazon of Oblyion 


Thesc men were bray enough, and true 
To the lured soldiers bull dog creed 

What brought them here they never knew, 
They fought as smts the Fnglsh breed 
They cime thiec thousand miles and dicd, 
To keep the Past upon its throne 

Unheard beyond the oce in tide, 

Their English mothc1 made her moan 


The turf thit covers them no thrill 
Sends up to fire the heart and brain 
No stronger purpose nerves the will, 
No hopc rencws its youth again 

From firm to firm the Concord ghdes, 
And trails my fancy with its flow 

O erheid the bilanecd henhawk shdes, 
I'winned in the rivers heaven below 


But go whose Bay State bosom stirs 
Pioud of thy birth and neighbor’s nght 
Where slecp the heroic villagers 

Borne red ind stiff from Concord fight, 
Thought Reuben snatching down his gun, 
Or Seth, as «bbed the hfe away, 

What earthquike mfts would shoot and run 
World wide from that short April fray ? 


What then? With heart and hand they wrought, 
According to their village hght , 

*Twas for the 1 uture that they fought, 

Their rustic faith in what was right 

Upon earth’s tragic stige they burst 
Unsummoned, in the humble sock , 

Theirs the fifth act the curtain first 

Rose long ago on Charles’s block 


1 


o 
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Their oraver have voices , 1f they threw 
Dice charged with fates beyond their ken, 
Yet to their instincts they were true, 

And had the genius to be men 

Fine privilege of Freedom’s host, 

Of even foot-soldiers for the Right '— 
For centuries dead, ye are not lost 

Your graves send courige forth and might 


TO —— 


We, too, have autumns, when our leaves 
Drop loosely through the dampened an 
When all our good seems bound in sheaves, 

And we stand reaped and bare 


Our seasons have no fixed returns 
Without our will they come and go 

At noon our sudden summer burns, 
Ere sunset all is snow 


But each day brings less summer cheer, 
Crmps more out ineffectu il spring 
And something earlier every year 
Our singing birds take wing 


As less the olden glow abides, 
And less the ehilher heart aspires 

With drift wood beached in past spring tides 
We light ow sullen fires 


By the pinched rushhght s starving beam 
We cower and strain our wasted sight, 
To stitch youth s shroud up seam by seam, 

In the long aretie mght 


It was not so—we once were young— 

When Spring, to womanly Summer turning, 
Her dew drops on eich grass blade strung, 

In the red sunrise burning 


We trusted then, uspired, belreved 

That earth could be remade to morrow ,-—— 
Ah, why be ever undeceived ? 

Why give up faith for sorrow ? 


O thou, whose days are yet all spring, 
Faith, bhighted once 1s past retrieving , 
Experience is a dumb dead thing, 
The victory s in bel eving 
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ARE we, then, wholly fallen ? Can it be 

That thou, North wind, that from thy mountains bringest 
Their spint to our plains, and thou, blue sea, 
Who on our rocks thy wreaths of freedom flingest, 
As on an altar,—can 1t be that ye 

Have wasted inspiration on dead ears, 

Dulled with the too familiar clank of chains ? 

The people s heart 1s like a harp for years 

Hun a ee some petrifying torrent rains 

Its slow incrusting spray the stiffened chords 
Faint and more faint make answer to the tears 
That drip upon them idle are all words 

Only a silver plectrum wakes the tone 

Deep buried neath that ever thickening stone 


We are not free Freedom doth not consist 

In musing with our faces toward the Past, 
While petty cares, and crawhng intcrests, twist 
Their spider threads about us which at last 
Grow strong as iron chams to cramp and bind 
In formal narrowness heart, soul, and mind 
Freedom 1s recreated year by year, 

In hearts wide open on the Godward side, 

In souls calm cadenced as the whirling sphere, 
In minds that sway the future lke a tide 

No broadest creeds can hold her, ind no codes 
She chooses mcn for her august abodes 
Building them fair and fronting to the dawn 
Yet, when we seek hei, we but find a few 
Light footprints leading morn ward through the dew 
Before thc day had riscn, she wis gone 


And we must follow swiftly runs she on 

And, 1f our steps should slacken in despaur, 

Half turns her face, half smiles through golden huir, 
Forever yielding, never wholly won 

That 1s not love which pauses in the race 

Two close linked names on fleeting sand to trace 
Freedom gained yesterday 1s no more ours, 

Men gather but dry seeds of last years flowers , 
Still there’s a charm ungranted, still a gracc, 
Still rosy Hope, the free, the cantained: 
Makes us Poss ssion s languid hand let fall 

"Tis but a fragment of ourselves is gained, 
The Future brings us more, but never all 
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And, as the finder of some unknown realm, 
Mounting a summit whenee he thinks to sec 
On either side of him the imprisoning sea 
Beholds, above the clouds that overwhelm 
The valley land, peak after snowy peak 
Stretch out of sight each hke a silver helm 
Beneath 11s plume of smoke sublime and bleak, 
And what he thought an island finds to be 

A. continent to him first oped —so we 

Can from our height of Freedom look along 
A boundless future, ours if we be strong 

Or if we shrink better remount our ships 
And fleemg Gods express dcsign, trace back 
The hero freighted Mayflowers prophet track 
To Furope, ontering her blood red eclipse 


BIBLIOLATRES 


Bowne thyself in dust before a Book, 

And thinking the great. God 1s thine alone, 

O rash iconoclast thou wilt not brook 

What gods the heathen carves in wood and stone, 
As if the Shepherd who from outer cold 

Leads all his shivering lambs to one sure fold 
Were careful for the fashion of his crook 


There 1s no broken reed so poor and base 

No rush, the bending tilt of swamp fly blue, 

But he therewith the ravening wolf can chase, 

And guide his flock to springs and pastures new, 
Through ways unlooked for, and through many lands, 
bar from the mch folds bwlt with human hands 

The gracious footprints of his love I trace 


And what art thou, own brother of the clod, 

That from his hand the crooh wouldst snatch away, 
And shake instead thy dry and sapless rod 

To seare the sheep out of the wholesome day ? 
Yea, what art thou, blind, unconverted Jew, 

That with thy :dol volume’s covers two 

Wouldst make a jail to coop the hvimg God? 


Thou hear st not well the mountain organ tones 
By prophet ears from Hor and Sima caught, 
Thinking the cisterns of those He brew brains 
Drew dry the springs of the All knower’s thought, 
Nor shall thy lips be touched with living fire, 
Who blow’st old altar eoals with sole desire 

To weld anew the spirit s broken chuins 
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God 1s not dumb, that he should speak no more , 
If thou hast wanderings in the wilderness 

And find st not Sinai, 'tas thy soul 1g poor 

There towers tho mountain of the voice no less, 
Which whoso seeks shall find, but he who bends, 
Intent on manna still and mortal ends, 

Secs it not, neither hears its thundered lore 


Slowly the Bible of the race is writ 

And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone , 

Each age each kindred adds a verse to it 

Texts of despair or hope, of Joy or moan 

While swings the sea, while mists the mauntains shroud, 
While thunder s surges burst on cliffs of cloud, 

Still at the prophets feet the nations sit 


BEAVER BROOK 


HusHeEp with broad sunlight hes the nll, 
And muinuting the long day s loss, 

The cedar s shadow, slow and stall, 
Creeps o +r its dial of gray moss 


Warm noon brims full the valley s cup, 
The aspen’s leaves aro scarce astir, 
Only the little mill sends up 

Its busy, never ccasing burr 


Climbing the loose piled wall that hems 
The road along the mill pond’s brink, 
From ’neath the arching barberry stems, 
My footstep scares the shy chewink 


Beneath a bony buttonwood 

The mills red door lets forth the din, 
The whitened miller dust 1mbued 
Flts past the squire of dark within 


No mountain torrent s strength 1s here 
Sweet Beaver, child of forest stall, 
Heaps its small pitcher to the ear, 
And gently waits the miller s will 


Swift shps Undine along the race 

Unheard, and then, with flashing bound, 
Floods the dull wheel with hight and grace, 
And, laughing hunts the loath drudge round 


The muller dreams not at what cost 

The quivering mull stones hum and whirl, 
Nor how for every turn are tost 

Armfuls of diamond and of pearl 
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But Summer cleared my happier eyes 
With drops of some celestial juice, 
To see how Beauty underlies 

For evermore each form of Use 


And more methought I siw that flond 
Which now so dull and darkling steals, 
Thick, here and there with human blood, 
To turn the world’s laborious whecls 


No more than doth the miller there, 
Shut in our several cells, do we 

Know with what waste of beauty rare 
Moves every day s machinery 


Surely the wiser time shall come 
When this fine overplus of miyht, 
No longer sullen, slow and dumb, 
Shall leap to musie¢ and to hght 


In that new childhood of the Earth 

Tafe of itself shall dance and play, 

Fresh blood in Time s shrunk veins mak: mirth, 
And labor meet dehght half way 


MEMORIAL VERSES 


KOSSUTH 


A RacB of nobles may die out, 

A royal hne may Icave no heir 
Wise Nature sets no guards about 
Her pewter platc and wooden ware 


But they fail not the kingher breed, 
Who starry diadcms attain , 

lo dungeon, axe, and stake succeed 
Heirs of the old heroic strain 


the zeal of Naturc never cools, 

No1 1s she thwirted of her ends 

When gapped and dulled her cheaper tools, 
Then she a saint and prophet spends 


Land of the Magyars' though 1t be 
The tyrant may relink his chain, 
Already thine the victory, 

As the just Future mcasures gain 


Lhou hast succeeded, thou hast won 
The deathly travail s amplest worth 
A nation s duty thou hast done 
Giving a he1o to our earth 


And he let come whit will of woe, 

Has saved the land ho strove to save 

No Cossack hordes, no traito1 s blow, 

Can quench the voiec shall haunt his grave 


‘IT Kossuth am O Future, thou 
That clear st the just ind blott’st the vale, 
O er this small dust in reverence bow, 
Remembenng what I was crewhilc 


‘I was thc chosen trump wherethrough 
Our God sent forth awakening breath , 
Came chains? Came death? The strain He blew 
Sounds on, outhving chains and death’ 
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TO LAMARTINE 
1848 

I pip not praise thee when the crowd, 

*Witched with the moment s inspiration, 
Vexed thy stall ether with hosannas loud, 

And stamped thew dusty adoration , 

I but looked upward with the rest, 

And, when they shouted Grcatcst, whispercd Best 


They raised thee not but rose to thee 
Their fickle wreaths about thee flinging , 
So on some marble Phebus the high sea 
Might leav« his worthless sea weed clinging, 
But pious hands, with reverent care 
Make the pure hmbs once more sublimely bare 


Now thou’rt thy plain, grand self 1gain, 
Thou art secure from panegyric,— 
Thou who gav’st politics an epic strain, 
And actedst Freedom s noblest lyric , 
This side the Blessed Isles, no tree 
Grows green enough to make a wreath for thee 


Nor can blame cling to thee, the snow 
From swinish footprints takes no staining, 
But, leaving the gross soils of earth below 
Its spirit mounts, the skics regaining, 
And unresenting falls again 
To beautify the world with dews and rain 


The highest duty to mere man vouchsafed 
Was laid on thee —out of wild chaos, 
When the roused popular ocean foamed and chafed, 
And vulture War from his Imaus 
©nuffed blood, to summon homely Peace, 
And show that only order 1s release 


To carve thy fullest thought, what though 
Time was not granted ? Aye in history, 
Take that Dawn s face which baffied Asoelo. 
Left shapeless, grander for 1ts mystery, 
Thy great Design shall stand, and day 
Flood its blind front from Orients far away 


Who says thy day 1s o’er? Control, 
My heart, that bitter first emotion , 
While men shall reverence the steadfast soul, 
The heart in silent self devotion 
Breaking, the mild, heroic mien, 
Thou’lt need no prop of marble, Lamartine 
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If France reject thee, tis not thine, 
But her own, exile that she utters 
Ideal France, the deathless the divine, 
Will be where thy white pennon flutters, 
As once the nobler Athens went 
With Aristides into banishment 


No fitting metewand hath To day 
kor measuring spirits of thy stature,— 
Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on that lofty nature,— 
Bard, who with some diviner art 
Has touched the bard’s true lyre, a nation’s heart 


Swept by thy hand, the gladdened chords 
Crashed now in discords fierce by others, 
Gave forth one note beyond all skill of words, 
And chimed together, We are brothers 
O poem unsurpassed ! it ran 
All round the world, unlocking man to man 


France 1s too poor to pay alone 
The service of that ample spirit , 
Paltry seem low dictatorship and throne, 
If balanced with thy simple merit 
They had to thee been rust ind loss 
Thy aim was higher,—thou hast climbed a Cross 


TO JOHN G PALFREY 


THERE are who triumph in a losing cause, 
Who ean put on defcat, as ’twere a wreath 
Unwithermg in the adverse popular breath, 
Safe from the blasting dcemagogue 5 applause, 
*Tis they who stand for Freedom and God s laws 


And so stands Palfrey now as Marvcll stood, 
Loyal to Truth dethroned, nor could be wooed 
To trust the playful tiger’s velvet paws 
And if the second Charles brought in decay 
Of ancient virtue, 1f if well might wring 
Souls that had broadened *neath a nobler day, 
To see a losel marketable king 
Fearfully watering with his realm’s best blood 
Cromwell’s quenched bolts, that erst had cracked and flamed, 
Scaring, through all thur depths of courtier mud, 
Europe s crowned. bloodsuckers —how more ashamed 
Ought we to be, who see Corruption’s flood 
Stall mse o’er last year s mark, to mine away 
Our brazen idol s feet of treacherous clay 
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O utter degradation' Freedom turned 
Slavery’s vile bawd, to cozen and betray 
To the old lecher s clutch a maiden prey, 
If so a loathsome pander's fee be earned! 
And we are silent,—we who daily tread 
A soil sublime, at least, with heroes’ graves '—~ 
Beckon no more, shades of the noble dead ! 
Be dumb, ye heaven touched lips of winds and waves ' 
Or hope to rouse some Coptic dullard, hid 
Ages ago, wrapt stiffly, fold on fold, 
With cerements close, to wither in the cold 
Forever hushed, and sunless pyramid ' 
Beauty and Truth and all that these contain, 
Drop not hke ripened fruit about our feet 
We climb to them through years of sweat and pain , 
Without long struggle, none did e’er attain 
The downward look from Quict’s blissful seat 
Though present loss may bc the hero’s part 
Yet none can rob him of the victor heart 
Whereby the broad realmed future 1s subdued, 
And Wrong which now insults from triumph s car, 
Sending her vulture hope to raven far, 
Is made unwilling tnbutary of Good 


O Mother State, how quenched thy Sinai fires ' 
Is there none left of thy staunch Mayflower breed ? 
No spark among the ashes of thy sues, 
Of Virtue s altar flame the kindling seed ? 
Are these thy great men these that cringe and creep, 
And writhe through slimy ways to place and power ?— 
How long, O Lord, before thy wrath shall reap 
Our frail stemmed summer prosperings in therr flower ? 
O for one hour of that undaunted stock 
That went with Vane and Sydney to the block ' 


O for a whiff of Naseby, that would sweep, 
With its stern Puritan besom, all this chaff 
from the Lord’s threshing floor! Yet more than half 
The victory 18 attained when one or two, 
Through the fool s laughter and the trastor’s scorn, 
Beside thy: sepulchre can abide the morn, 
Crucified Truth, when thou shalt mse anew 


TO W L GARRISON 6] 


TO W L GARRISON 


‘ Some time afterwards it was reported to me by the city officers that 
they had ferreted out the paper and its editor that his office was an 
obscure hole his only visible auxiliary a negro boy and his supporters 
a few very insignificant persons of all colors —Letter qf H @ Ott. 


In a small chamber, friendless and unseen, 

Touled o er his types one poor, unlearned young man, 
The place was dark, unfurnitured and mean ,— 

Yet there the freedom of a race began 


Help came but slowly surely no man yet 
Put lever to the heavy world with less 

What necd of help? He knew how types were set, 
He had a dauntless spirit, and a press 


Such earnest natures are the fiery pith, 

The compact nucleus round which systems grow ' 
Mass after mass becomes inspired therewith, 

And whirls impregnate with the central glow 


O Truth! O Freedom' how are ye stall born 
In the rude stable in thc manger nursed’ 

What humble hands unbar those gates of morn 
Through which th splendors of the New Day burst! 


What! shall one monk scarce known beyond his cell 
Front Rome s far reaching bolts and scorn her frown ? 

Brave Luther answered Yrs_ that thunders swell 
Rocked Europe, and discharmed the triple crown 


Whatever cun be known of earth we know, 

Sneered Europe s wise men, in their snaal shells curled , 
No! said one man in Genoa, and that No 

Out of the dark created this New World 


Who 18 1t will not dare himself to trust ? 
Who 18 it hath not strength to stand alone? 
Who 18 1t thwarts and bilks the inward must ? 
He and his works, hike sand, from earth ure blown 


Men of a thousand shifts and wiles, look hers 
See one straightforward conscience put in pawn 
To win a world, see the obedient sphere 
By bravery’s simple gravitation drawn ! 
Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old, 
And by the Presents lips repeated stall, 
In our own single manhood to be bold, 
Fortressed 1n conscience and impregnable 
il 
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TO W L GARRISON 


We stride the nver daily at its spring, 
Nor, m our childish thoughtlessness, foresee 
What myriad vassal streams shall tribute bring, 
How hke an equal 1t shall greet the sea 


O small begimnings ye are great and strong, 
Based on a fanthfut heart and weanless brain! 
Ye bmld the future fair ye conquer wrong, 
Ye earn the crown, ind wei it not in vain 


ON THE DEATH OF C T TORREY 


Wor wotth the hour whcn it 15 errme 

To plead the poor dumb bondman » ciuse 
When ul that makes thc heart sublime, 
The glorious throbs that conquer time 

Are traitors to our cruel laws! 


He strove among God’s suffering poo 
One gleam of brotherhood to send, 
The dungeon oped its hungry door 
To give the truth onc martyr more, 
hen shut,—and here behold the end * 


O Mother State' when this was done, 
No pitying throe thy bosom gave 
Silent thou saw st the death shroud spun, 
And now thou givest to thy son 
The strangers charity—a grave 


Must it be thus forever ? No! 

The hand of God sows not in vain , 
Long sleeps the darkling seed below, 
The seasons come and change, and go 

And all the fields are decp with grain 


Although our brother hie asleep, 

Man’s heart stxll struggles still aspires , 
His grave shall quiver yet, while deep 
Through the brave Bay States pulses leap 

Her ancient energies and fires 


When hours hke this the senses’ gush 
Have stilled and left the spirit room, 
It heirs amid the eternal hush 
The swooping pinions’ dreadful rush, 
That bring the vengeance and the doom ,~~- 
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Not man’s brute vengeance, such as rends 
What rivets man to man apart,— 

God doth not so bring round his ends, 

But waits the ripened time and sends 
His mercy to the oppressor s heart 


LEGY ON THE DEATIT OF DR CHANNING 


I po not come to weep above thy pall, ° 
And mourn the dying out of noble powcrs , 
The poet’s cle rer eye should see 1m all 
Farth’s seeming woe, the seed of Heaven’s flowers 


Truth needs no champions in the infinite deep 
Of everlasting Soul her strength abides 
From Naturc s heart her mighty pulses leap 
Through Nature s veins her strength, undying, tides 


Peace is more strong than war, and gentleness, 

Where foree were vain, makcs conquest o’er the wave 
And love lives on and hath a power to bless, 

When they who lov.d are hidden in the grave 


The seulptured marble brags of death strewn ficlds, 
And Glory s epitaph 1s writ in blood , 

But Alexander now to Plato yields 
Clarkson will stand where Wellington hath stood 


I watch the circle of the eternal years, 
And read for «ver 1n the storied page 

One lengthened roll of blood, and wrong, and tears,— 
One onward step of Truth from age to age 


The poor are crushed the tyrants lnk their chain, 
The poet sings through narrow dungeon grates, 

Mans hope hes quenched ~-and, lo' with steadfast gain 
Freedom doth forge her mail of adverse fates 


Men slay the prophets , fagot, rack, and cross 
Make up the groaning record of the past, 
But Evil’s triumphs are her endless loss, 
And sovereign Beauty wins the soul at last 


No power can die that ever wrought for Truth , 
Thereby a law of Nature it became, 

And lives unwithered in its sinewy youth, 
When he who called it forth 1s but a name 
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Therefore I cannot think thee wholly gone, 
The better part of thee 1s with us atill 

Thy soul its hampering clay aside hath thrown, 
And only freer wrestles with the I 


Thou livest in the hfe of 111 good things 

What words thou spak st for 1 reedom shall not die, 
Thou sleepest not for now thy Love hath wings 

To soar where hence thy Hope could hardly fly 


And often, from that other world, on this 

Some gleams from greit souls gone before may shine 
To shed on struggling hearts a clearer bliss 

And clothe the Right with lustre more divine 


Thou art not idle in thy higher sphere 
Thy spirit bends itself to loving tasks, 

And strength to perfcct what it dreamed of here, 
Is all the crown and glory that 1t asks 


Fo. sure in Heavens wide chambers there 1s room 
For love and pity, and for helpful deeds , 

Filse were our summons thither but a doom 
To life more vain than this 1n clayey wecds 


From off the starry mountain peak of song 
Thy spirit shows me, in the coming time 

An earth unwithcred by the foot of wrong, 
A race revering 1ts own soul sublime 


What wars, whit mirtyidoms whit crimes may come, 
Thou knowest not nor I, but God will lead 

The prodigal soul from wint and sorrow home, 
And Eden ope her gatcs to Adam ¢ sc ed 


karewell! good man, good ingel now! this hand 
Soon hke thine own, shall lose its cunning too, 

Soon shill this soul, hke thinc, bewildered stand, 
Then leap to thread the frec unfathomcd blue 


When that day comis O may this hand grow cold, 
Busy hhe thine, for kieedom and the Right, 

O, may this soul, like thine be over bold 
To face dark Slavery’s cncroaching blight ' 


This laurel leaf I cast upon thy bier, 
Let worthier hands than these thy wreath entwine, 
Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear — 


or us weep rather thou in calm Anime! 
1842 
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TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD 


ANOTHER star ’neath Time’s horizon dropped 
To gleam o er unknown lands and seas 

Another heart that best for freedom stopped,— 
What mournful woids are these! 


O Love Divine that claspest our tired earth 
And lullest 1t upon thy heirt 

Thou knowest how much a gentle soul 1s wor h 
To tcach men whit thou art! 


His was a spirit that to all thy poor 
Was hind is slumber after pain 

Why ope so soon thy heaven deep Quiet 5 door 
And call him hom: again ? 


Freedom needs all hcr poets it 1s they 
Who give he: aspirations wings 

And to the wiser law of music sway 
Her wild 1m vinings 


Yet thou hist called him, nor art thou unl wt 
QO Love Divine tor tis thy will 

‘Lhat gracious naturcs leiwe their love behird 
‘Lo work for Freedom still 


Let laurelled marbles weigh on other tombs, 
Let anthems peal for othe: dead 

Rustling the binnered depth of minster glooms 
With their exulting spro id 


His epitaph shull mock the short hived stone 
No hchen shall its lines effice 

He needs these few and simple Innes alone 
To mark his resting place — 


‘Here hes a Poct Stranger if to thee 
His clurm to memory be obseure 
If thou wouldst learn how truly gre it was he, 
Go ask it of the poor ’ 
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TO A C L 


TurovuGu suffering and sorrow thou hast pass«d 
To show us what a woman true may be 

They have not taken sympathy from thee, 

Nor made thee any other than thou wast, 

Save as some tree which in a sudden blast, 
Sheddeth those blossoms that are weakly grown, 
Upon the air, but keepeth every one 

Whose strength gives warrant of good fruit at last 
So thou hast shed some blooms of gaiety, 

But never one of steadfast cheerfulness , 

Nor hath thy knowl dge of adversity 

Robbed thee of any faith 1n happiness, 

But rather cleared thine inner eyes to see 


How many simple ways there are to bless 
1840 


Il 


Wuart were I, Love, if I were stripped of thee, 
If thine eyes shut me out whereby I live, 

Thou, who unto my calmer soul dost give 
Knowledge, and Truth, and holy Mystery 
Wherein Truth mainly les for those who sec 
Beyond the earthly and the fugitive 

Who in the grandeur of the soul beleve, 

And only in the Infinite are free ? 

Without thee I were naked, bleak, and bare 

As yon dead cedar on the sea cliffs brow, 

And Nature’s teachings, which come to me now, 
Common and beautiful as light and air 

Would be as fruitless as a stream which stall 
Shps through the wheel of some old ruined mill on 
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Iit 


I wouxip not have this perfect love of ours 

Grow from a single root, a single stem, 

Bearing no goodly fruit, but only flowers 

That idly hide life’s 1ron diadum 

It should grow alway hke that « wtern tree 

Whose hmbs take root and spread fo.th constantly 
That love for one, from which there doth not spring 
Wide love for all, 1s but a worthless thing 

Not 1n another world, as poets prate, 

Dwell we apart above the tide of things, 

High floating o er earth s clouds on faery wings , 
But our pure love doth ever clevate 

Into 1 holy bond of brotherhood 

All earthly things, making them pure and gvod ae 


IV 


‘For this true nobleness I seek 1n vain, 
Jn woman and in man I find 1t not 
I umost weary of my earthly lot, 
My iift springs are dried up with burning pain ’ 
Thou find’ ‘at at not? I pray thee look again, 
Look znward through the depths of thine own soul 
How 1s 1t with thec ? Art thou sound and whole ? 
Doth narrow search show thee no earthly stain ? 
Be nopie! ind the nobleness that hes 
In other men, slecping, but never dead 
Will mse in majesty to meet thine own, 
Then wilt thou see it gleam 1n many eyes, 
Then will pure hght around thy ak be shed, 


And thou wilt never more be sad. and lone 
1940 
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Vv 
TO THE SPIRIT OF KEATS 


Great soul, thou sittest with me in my room, 
Uplifting me with thy vast, qmet eyes, 

On whose full orbs, with kindly lustre, les 

The twihght warmth of ruddy ember gloom 

Thy clear, strong tones will oft bring sudden bloom 
Of hope secure, to him who lonely cnes, 

Wrestling with the young poet s agonies, 

Neglect and scorn, which seem a certain doom 
‘Yes! the few words which, hke great thunderdrops, 
Thy large heart down to earth shook doubtfully 
Thnilled by the inward hghtning of its mht, 
Serene and pure, hke gushing jov of hght, 

Shall track the eternal chords of Destiny, 


After the moon led pulse of ocean stops 
1841 


VI 


Grrat Truths are portions of the soul of man 
Great souls are portions of Eternity , 

Each drop of blood that «’er through true heart ran 
With lofty message, ran for thee and me, 

For God's law, since the starry song began, 

Hath been, and still for evermore must be, 

That every deed which shall outlast Time s span 
Must goad the soul to be erect and free, 

Slave 1s no word of deathless hneage sprung,— 
Too many noble souls have thought and died, 
Too many mighty poets hved and sung, 

And our good Saxon, from hps purifie 

With martyr fire, throughout the world hath rung 


Too long to have God's holy cause demed 
1841 
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VIL 


I asx not for those thoughts that sudden leap 

Irom being’s sea, hke the isle seeming Kraken, 
With whose great mse the ocean all 1s shaken 

And a heart tremble quivers through the deep, 

Give me that growth which some perchance deem sleep, 
Wherewith the steadfast coral stems uprise, 

Which, by the tol of gathering energies, 

Their upward way into clear sunshine kecp, 

Until, by Heaven s sweetest influences 

Slowly and slowly rpreads a speck of green 

Into a pleasant island in the seas 

Where, ’mid tall palms the cane roofed home 1s seen 
And wearied men shall sit at sunset s hour 


Hearing the leavcs and lovmg Gods dear power 
1941 


VIil 
TO M W, ON HII BIPTHDA’ 


MarpkEn, when such a soul as thme 1s born 
The morning stars their ancient music make 
And, joyful, once again their song awake 
Long silent now with melancholy scorn 
And thou not mindless of so blest a morn, 
By no least deed 1ts harmony shall break, 
But shalt to that high chime thy footsteps takc 
Through hfe s most darksome passes unforlorn 
Therefore from thy pure faith thou shalt not fall, 
Therefore shalt thou be ever fair and free, 
And in thine every motion musical 
As summer air majcstic as the sea 
A mystery to those who creep and crawl 
Through Time, and part 1t from Eternity 

1841 
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IX 


My Love, I have no fear that thou shouldst die, 
Albeit I ask no fairer life than this, 

Whose numbering clock 1s still thy gentle kiss, 
While Time and Peace with hands enlocked fly,— 
Yet care I not where m Eternity 

We live and love well knowing that there 1s 

No backward step for those who feel the bliss 

Of Faith as their most lofty yearnings high 

Love hath so purified my being s core, 

Meseems I scarcely should be startled, even, 

To find, some norn, that thou hadst gone before, 
Smec with thy love, this knowledge too was givin 
Which each calm day doth etrengthen more and mort 


That they who love are but one step from Heaven 
% 1841 


xX 


I cannot think that thou shouldst pass away, 
Whose hft to mine 16 an eternal law, 

A preco of nature that can have no flaw, 

A new and certain sunrise every day, 

But, if thou art to be another ray 

About the Sun of Inf, and art to lve 

Free from all of thee that was fugitive, 

The debt of Love I will more fully pay, 

Not downcast with the thought of thee so high, 
But rather raised to be a nobler man, 

And more divine in my humanity, 

As knowing that the waiting cyes which scan 
My hfe are hghted by a purer being, 

And ask meek, calm browed deeds, with at agreomig 


SONNETS 171 


XI 


THERE never yet was flower fair in vain, 

Let classic poets rhyme it as they will, 

The seasons toil that 1t may blow again, 

And summer’s heart doth feel its every ul, 

Nor 15 a true soul ever born for naught , 

Wherever any such hath hved and died, 

There hath been something for true freedom wrought 
Some bulwark levelled on the evil side 

Toil on, then Greatness! thou art in the nght, 
However narrow souls may call thee wrong 

Be as thou wouldst be in thine own clear sight, 
And so thou wilt in all the world s ere long, 

tor worldlngs cannot, struggle as they may, 

From man’s great soul onc great thought hide wy 


AIT 


SUB PONDERE CRESCIT 


Tur hope of Truth giows stronger day by day 
I hear the soul of Man around mc waking 
Like a great sea, its frozen fetters breaking 
And flinging up to heaven its sunlit spray, 
Tossing huge coutinents in scornful play 
And crushing them, with din of pestichanig thunder, 
That makes old emptinesses stare 1n wonder , 
The memery of a glory passed away 
Lingers 1n every heart, as, in the shell, 
Resounds the bygone freedom of the sea, 
And, every hour new signs of promise tell 
That the great soul shall once agai be free, 
For high, and yet more high, the murmurs swell 
Of inward strife for truth and hberty 

184 


172 SONNETS 


XIII 


Brrovxn, im the nowy city here, 
The thought of thee can make all turmoil cease 
Around my spirit, folds thy spint clear 
Its still, soft arms and circles 1t with peace 
There 1s no room for any doubt or fear 
In souls so overfilled with loves increase, 
There 1s no memory of the bygone year 
But growth in heart s and spirits perfect ease 
How hath our love half nebulous at first 
Rounded :tself into a full orbed sun ' 
How have our lives and wills (as haply erst 
They were, ere this forgetfulness begun, ) 
Through all their earthly distantness outburst, 
And melted, hike two rays of hght, m one! 

1849 


NIV 


ON READING WORDSWOR!IH’S SONMITS IN DFIINCT O! 
CAPITAL PUNISHMENT 


As the broad ocean endlessly upheaveth, 

With the majestic beating of his heart, 

The mighty tides, whereof its rightful part 

Each sea wide bay and little weed receiveth — 

So, through his soul who earnestly beheveth 

Life from the universal Heart doth flow, 

Whereby some conquest of the eternal Woe 

By instinct of Gods nature, he achieveth 

A faller pulse of this all powerful beauty 

Into the poets gulf hke heart doth tide, 

And he more keenly feels the glorious duty 

Of serving Truth, despised and crucified,— 

Happy, unknowing sect or crecd, to rest 

And feel God flow foreyer through Ins breast 
1842 
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XV 
THE SAME CONTINUED 


Once hardly in a cycle blossometh 

A flower hke soul ripe with the seeds of song, 
A spirit fore ordaincd to cope with wrong, 
Whose divine thoughts are natural as breath, 
Who the old Darkness thickly scattereth 
With starr) words, that shoot prevailing hght 
Into the dceps, and wither, with the bhght 
Ot serene Truth the coward heart of Death 
Woe, 1f such spint thwart its errand high, 
And mock with hes the longing soul of man! 
Yet one age longer must true Culture le, 
Soothing her bitter fetters as she can 

Until new messages of love outstart 

At the next beating of the infinite Heart 


XVI 
THE SAME CONTINUED 


Tue love of all things springs from love of one, 
Wider the souls homzon howly grows, 

And over it with fuller glory flows 

The sky like spirit of God , a hope begun 

In doubt and darkness ’neath a fairer sun 
Cometh to fruttage, 1f 1t be of Truth 

And to the law of meekness, faith, and ruth, 
By inward sympathy, shall all be won 

This thou shouldst know, who, from the painted feature 
Of shifting Fashion, couldst thy brethren turn 
Unto the love of ever youthful Nature, 

And of a beauty fadeless and eterne , 

And always ’tis the saddest sight to see 

An old man faithless in Humanity 
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XVIT 


THE SAME CONTINULD 


A POET cannot strive for despotism 

His harp falls shattered for 1t stall must be 
The instinct of great spirits to be free, 

And the sworn foes of cunning barbarism 

He who has deepest searched the wide abysm 
Of that hfe giving Soul which men call fate, 
Knows that to put more faith in hes and hat< 
Than truth and love 1s the true atheism 
Upward the soul forever turns her eyes, 

The next hour always shames the hour before 
One beauty, at its highest, prophesies 

That by whose side 1t shall seem mean and poor, 
No God like thing knows aught of less and less 
But widens to the boundless Perfectness 


XVITI 
THE SAM} CONTINUTD 


THEREFORE think not the Past 1s wise one 

For Yesterday knows nothing of the Best, 

And. thou shalt love it only as the nest 

Whence glory winged things to Heaven have flown 
‘No the great Soul alone are all things known , 
Present and future are to her as past, 

While she in glonious madness doth forecast, 

That perfect bud, which seems a flower full blown 
To each new Prophet, and yet always opes 

Fuller and fuller with each day ad hour, 
Heartening the soul with odor of fresh hopes, 
And longings high, and gushings of wide power, 
Yet never 1s or shall be fully blown 

Save in the forethought of the Eternal One 
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XIX 
THE SAME CONCLUDID 


Far ’yond this narrow parapet of Tim 
With eyes uplift, the poets soul should look 
Into the Endless Promise, nor should brook 
One prying doubt to shake his faith sublime , 
To nm the earth 1s ever 1n her prime 

And dewiness of morning he can see 

Good lying hid from all eternity, 

Within the teeming womb of sin and emnme 
His soul should not be cramped by any bar, 
His nobleness should be s0 God like high, 
That his last deed 1s perfoct as a4 stat 

His common look majestic as the sky 

And all oerflooded with 1 hght from fai 
Undimmed by clouds of weak mortality 


XX 
TOM O S 


Mary, since first I knew thee, to this hour, 

My love hath deepened, with my wiser sense 

Of what in Woman 1s to reverence , 

Thy clear heart, fresh as e’er was forest flower 
Still opens more to me its beauteous dower , — 
But let praise hush,—Love asks no ovidence 

Ta prove itself well placed we know not whence 
Tt gleans the straws that thatch its humble bower 
We can but say we found it 1m the heart, 

Spring of all sweetest thoughts, arch foe of blame, 
Sower of flowers 1n the dusty mart 

Pure vestal of the poet’s holy flame,— 

This 18 enough, and we have done our part 

If we but keep it spotless as it came 


1842 
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YA 


Ove love 1s not a fading, earthly flower 

Its winged seed dropped down from Paradise, 
And, nursed by day and night, by sun and shower, 
Doth momently to fresher beauty rise 

To us the leafless autumn 1s not bare, 

Nor winter's rattling boughs lack lusty green 

Our summer hearts make summers fulness, where 
No leaf, or bud, or blossom may be seen 

For nature’s hfe in loves deep life doth he, 
Love,—whose forgetfulness 1s beauty’s death, 
Whose mystic key these cells of Thou and I 

Into the infinite freedom opencth, 

4nd makes the body s dark and narrow grate 


The wide flung leaves of Heavens palace gate 
1842 


AAII 


IN ABSENCF 


Tuese rugged wintry days I scarce could bear, 
Did I not know that in the early spring, 

When wild March winds upon their errands sing, 
Thou wouldst return, bursting on this still ar, 
Like those same winds, when, startled from their lair, 
They hunt up violets and free swift brooks, 
From icy cares, even as thy clear looks 

Bid my heart bloom and sing, and break all care 
When drops with welcome rain the April day, 
My flowers shall find ther April in thine eyes, 
Save there the rain in dreamy clouds doth stay 
As loath to fall out of those happy skies , 

Yet sure, my love, thou art most hke to May, 


That comes with steady sun when April dies 
1843 
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ANI 
WENDILL PHILLIPS 


He stood upon the world’s broad threshold wide 
The din of battle and of slaughter 1osc , 
He saw God stand upon the weaker side 
That sank in seeming loss before its foes , 
any there were who made grcat haste and sold 
nto the cunning enemy their swords, 
He scorned their girts of fame and power and gold, 
And, underneath their soft and flowery words, 
Heard the cold serpent hiss , thereforc he wei t 
And humbly joined him to the weaker part, 
kanatic named, and fool yet weil content 
So he could be the neaier to God s heart 
And feel its solemn pulses sending blood 
Through all the wide spread veins of endlese good 


N\AIV 
THI STREET 


Tury pass me by hke shadows, crowds on crowds, 
Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro 

Hugging their bodies round them, hke thin shrouds 
Wherein their souls were buried long ago 

They trampled on their youth, and futh, and lov, 
They cast their hopes of human kind away, 

With Heavens clear messages they madly strove, 
And conquered ——and their spimts turned to clay 
Lo' how they wander round the world, their grave, 
Whose over gaping maw by such 16 fed 

Gibbering at living men, and idly rave 

‘We, only, truly live, but ye are dead’ 

Alas' poor fools, the anointed eye muy trace 

A dead souls epitaph in every face ' 


12 
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XXV 


I arizve not that mpe Knowledge takes away 
The charm that Nature to my childhood wore, 
For with that insight, cometh, day by day, 

A greater bliss than wonder was before , 

The real doth not chp the oe s wings,— 

To win the secret of a weeds plain heart 
Reveals some clue to spiritual things, 

And stumbling gucss becomes firm footed art 
Flowers are not flowers unto the poet’s eyes 
Their beauty thmlls hrm by an inward sense , 
He knows that outward seemings are but les, 
Or at the most, but earthly shadows, whence 
The soul that looks within for truth may guess 
The presence of some wondrous heavenliness 


XAVI 
TO J R GIDDRINGS 


Gippinas, far rougher names than thine have grown 
Smoother than honey on the hps of men, 

And thou shalt aye be honourably known, 

As one who bravely used his tongue and pen, 

As best befits a freeman,—even for those, 

To whom our Law’s unblushing front denies 

A nght to plead against the hfe long woes 

Which are the Negros glimpse of Freedom’s skies 
Fear nothing, and hope all things, as the Right 
Alone may do securely, every hour 

‘Lhe thrones of Ignorance and ancient Night 

Lose somewhat of their long usurped power, 

And Freedom s lightest word can make them shiver 
With a base dread that chngs to them for ever 
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AXVIT 


I rHovent our love at full, but I did err, 

Joy 8 wreath drooped oe mine eyes I could not see’ 
That sorrow in our happy world must be 

Love’s deepest spokesman and mterpreter, 

But, as a mother feels her child first stir 

Under her heart, so felt I instantly 

Deep in my soul another bond to thec 

Thrill with that hfe we saw depart from her 

O mother of our angel child! twice dear! 

Death knits as well as parts and still I wis, 
Her tender radiance shall enfold us here 

Even as the light, borne up by inward bliss, 
Threads the void glooms ot space without a fe ir, 
To print on farthest stars her pitying kiss 


LV7ENVOL 


Werner my heart hath wisc1 grown or not, 

In these three ye irs, since I to thee insertbed, 
Mine own betrothed, the firstlings of my muse,— 
Poor windfalls of unripe experience 

Young buds plucked hastily by childish hands 
Not patient to await more full blown flowers,— 
At least it hath seen more of hfe and men, 

And pondered more, and grown a shade more sad 
Yet with no loss of hope or settlcd trust 

in the bemgnness of that Providence, 

Which shap<s from out om elements awry 

The grace and order that we wonder at 

The mystic harmony of right and wrong, 

Both working out His wisdom and our good 

A trust, Beloved, chiefly learned of thee, 

Who has that gift of patient tenderness, 

The instinctive wisdom of a woman’s heart 


They tell us that our land was made for song, 
With its huge rivers and sky piercing peaks, 
Its sea hike lakes and mighty cataracts, 

Its forests vast and hoar, and prairies Wide 
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And mounds that tcll of wondrous tribes extinct 
But Poesy springs not from rocks and woods, 
Her womb and eradle are the human heart, 

And she can find a nobler theme for song 

In the most loathsome man that blasts the sight, 
Than 1n thc broad expanse of sea and shore 
Between the the frozen deseits of the poles 

All nations have their message from on high, 
Each the messiah of some central thought, 

For the fulfilment and dehght of Man 

One has to teach that labour 1s divine 

Another kreedom and anothe: Mind 

And all, that God 1s open eyed and just, 

The happy centre and calm heart of all 


Are then our woods ow mountuins, and our streims, 
Needful to teach our poets how to sing? 
O, maiden rare, far other thoughts were ouis, 
When we have sat by oceans foaming marge 
And watched the w ives leap roaring on thc rocks, 
than young Leander and his Hero had 
G wing trom Sestos to the other shore 
Mhe mvon looks down ind oce in worships her 
Stars 1s ind sct and scasons come and go 
Even as they did in Homers clcer time 
But we behold them not with Grecian eyes 
Then they were types of beauty ind of strength 
But now of freedom unconfined and pure, 
Subjects alone to Orders Ingher law 
What cares thc Russian sert or Southern siave 
Though we should speak as man spake never yet 
Of gleaming Hudson» bioad magnificence, 
Or green Niagara s never ending roar? 
Our country hath 1 gospel of her own 
‘Lo preach and practise before all the world — 
The freedom and divimty of man 
The glorious clarms of human brctherhood,— 
Which to pay nobly as a freeman should 
Gains the sole wealth that will nct fly away — 
And the souls fealty to none but Go 
These are realities, which make the shows 
Of outward Nature, be they ne er so grand, 
Seem small, and worthless, and contemptible 
These are the mountain summits for our bards 
Which stretch far upward into heaven itself 
And give such wide spread and exulting view 
Of hope, and faith, and onward destiny, 
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That shrunk Parnassus to a molehill dwindles 
Our new Atlantis hke a morning star, 
Silvers the murk face of slow yielding Night, 
The herald of a fuller truth than yet 
Hath gleamed upon the upraised face of Man 
Since the earth glittered in her stainless primc,— 
Of a more glorious suniisc than of old 
Drew wondrous melodies from Memnon huge, 
Yea, draws them still though now he sits waistdcep 
In the engulfing flood of whirling sand, 
And looks across the wastes of endless gray, 
Sole wreck where once his hundred gated Thc bes 
Pained with he: mighty hum the calm blue heaven 
Shall the dull stone pay gateful orisons 
And we till noonday bar the splendour out, 
Lest it reproach and chide our sluggard hearts 
Warm nesticd in the down of Prejudice 
And be content, though clad with angel wings 
Close clipped to hop abou from perch to perch, 
In paltry cages of deud mens d ud thoughts ? 
O, rather like the sky lirk soir and sing 
And let our gushing songs bint the dawn 
And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew 
Bnmming the chalice of cach full blown hope 
Whose blithe front turns to greet the growing day 
Never poets such high call before 
Never can poets hope for higher onc 
And if thcy be but faithful to their trust, 
Earth will remember them with love and joy, 
And O, far better God will not forget 
For he who settles kreedom ¢$ principles 
Writes the death warrant of all tyranny, 
Who speaks the truth stabs I’alsehood to the heart, 
And his mere word mukes despots tremble more 
Than ever Brutus with his daggei could 
Wait for no hints from watert uls or woods, 
Nor dream that tales of red mcn, brute and fierce, 
Repay the finding of this Western World 
Or needed half the globe to give them birth 
Spirit supreme of Freedom ' not for this 
Did great Columbus tame his eagle soul 
To jostle with the daws that perch 1n courts, 
Not for this, friendless, on an unknown séa, 
Coping with mad waves and more mutimous spirits 
Battled he with dreadful ache at the heart 
Which tempts with dewlish subtletis of doubt, 
The hermit of that lonehest sohtude, 
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The silent desert of a great New Thought 
Though loud Niagara were to day struck dumb, 
Yet would this cataract of boilng life, 

Rush plunging on and on to endless deeps 
And utter thunder tiil the world shall cease,— 
A thunder worthy of the poets song, 

And which alone can fill 1t with true Ife 

The Ingh evangel to our country granted 
Could make apostles yea with tongues of fire 
Of hearts h af darkened back again to clay! 
Tis the soul only that 1g national, 

And he who pays true loyalty to that 

Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism 


Beloved' if I wander far and oft 
From that which I beheve, and fc el ond know, 
Thou wilt forgive not with «1 sorrowing he art 
But with a strengthened hope of better things, 
Knowing that I, though often blind and false 
To those I love, and O, more false than all 
Unto mysclf have been most true to thee 
And that whoso m one thing hath been truc 
Can be 14 true in all Therefore thy hope 
May yet not prove unfiutful umd thy love 
Mect, day by day, with less unworthy thanks, 
Whether 1s now we journey hand in hand 
Or, parted in the body yct are onc 
In spirit and the Jove of holy things 


THE VISION OF SIR LAUNFAL 
PRELUDE TO PART FIRST 


Over his keys the musing organist, 

Beginning doubtfully and far away, 
durst lets ns fingers wander as they ht, 

And builds a bridge from Dreamland for his lay 
Then as the touch of his loved instrument 

Gives hope and fervour nearer draws his theme, 
First guessed by faint auroral flushes sent 

Along the wavcring vista of his dream 


Not only around our infancy 

Doth heaven with all its splendours lie , 
Daily, with souls that cringe and plot, 
We Sinais climb and know 16 not 
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Over our manhood bend the skies , 
Against our fallen and traitor lives 
The t winds utter prophecies , 
With our faint hearts the mountain strives, 
Its arms outstretched, the druid wood 
Waits with its benedicite 
And to our age’s drowsy blood 
Still shouts the mspiring sea 
Earth gets its price for what Earth gives us, 
The beggar 1s taxed for a corner to die in, 
The priest hath his fee who comes and shrives us, 
We barg un for the graves we hein, 
At the devil s booth are all things sold, 
Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold, 
For a cap and bells our lives we pay 
Bubbles we buy with a whole souls tasking 
Tis heaven alone that is given away, 
’Tis only God may be had for the isking, 
No pricc 18 set on the lavish summer 
June may be had by the poorest comer 


And what 1s so rare 1s t day in June? 
Then if ever come perfect dvs 
Then Heavon tries the earth 1f 1t be 1n tune, 
And over it softly her warm ear Jays 
Whether we look, or whether we hsten, 
We hear hfe murmur, or see it glisten , 
Fvery clod feels a stir of mht, 
An instinct within %t that eeaches and towers, 
And groping blindly above 1t for light, 
Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers , 
The flush of hfe may well be seen 
Thrilling back ovcr nls and valleys , 
The cowslip startles in meadows green 
The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice, 
And thore s never 1 leaf nor 1 blade too mean 
To be some happy crcature’s palace , 
The little bird sits at his door in the sun, 
Atit lke a blossom among the leaves, 
And lets his :llumined being o errun 
With the deluge of summer it receives 
His mate feels thc eggs beneath her wings, 
And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings , 
He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest,— 
In the nice ear of Nature which song 1s the best ? 


Now 1s the high tide of the year, 
And whatever of life hath ebbed away 
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Comes flooding back with a ripply cheer 

Into every bare inlet and creek and bay 
Now the heart 1s so full that a drop overfills it, 
We are happy now because God wills it, 
No matter how barren the past may have been, 
*T1s enough for us now that the leaves are green, 
We sit m the warm shade and feel nght well 
How the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell , 
We may shut our eyes but we cannot help knowing 
That skies are clear and grass 18 growing, 
The breeze comes whispering 1n our ear 
That dandehons are blossoming near, 

That maize has sprouted that streams are flowing 
That the river 15 bluer than the sky 
That the robin 1s plastering his house hard by, 
And if the brec ze hept the good news back, 
for other couriers we should not lack 

We could guess it all by yon heifer s lowing,— 
And hark! how clear bold chanticlecr, 
Warmed with the new wine of the year 

Tells all in his lusty crowing '! 


Joy comes, grief goes wo know not how, 
Everything is happy now, 
Everything 18 upwards starving 
Tis as easy now for the hcart to be true 
As for grass to be grcen or skies to be blue,— 
*Tis the natural way of hving 
Who knows whither the clouds have fled ? 
In the unscarred heaven they leave no wake, 
And the eyes forget the tcars they have shed, 
The heart forgets 1ts sorrow and ache 
The soul partakes the season s youth 
And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe 
Lie deep ‘neath a silence pure and smooth, 
Like burnt out craters healed wath snow 
What wonder if Sir Launfal now 
Remembered the keeping of his vow ? 


PART FIRST 
I 
‘ My golden spws now bring to me 
And bring to me my nichest mail, 


For to-morrow I go over land and sea 
In search of the Holy Grail, 
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Shall never a bed for me be spread, 

Nor shall a pillow be under my head, 

Till I begin my vow to keep, 

Here on the rushes will I sleep, 

And perchance there may come a vision true 

Ere day create the world anew’ 
Slowly Sir Launfal s eyes grew dim, 
Slumber fell hke a cloud on him 

And into his soul the vision flew 


II 


The crows flapped over by twos and threes, 
In the pool drowsed the cattle up to their knees, 
The little birds sang as 1f 1t were 
The one day of summer in all the year 
And the very leaves seemed to sing on the trees 
The castle alone im the landscape lay 
Like an outpost of winter, dull and gray, 
*T was the proudest hall in the North Countree, 
And never its gates might opened be, 
Save to lord or lady of high degree, 
Summer besieged it on every side, 
But the churhsh stone her assaults defied , 
She could not scale the chilly wall, 
Though round it for leagues her pavilons tall 
Stretched left and right 
Over the hills and out of sight , 
Green and broad was every tent, 
And out of each a murmur went 
Till the breeze fell off at mght 


TIT 


The drawbridge dropped with a surly clang, 

And through the dark arch u charger sprang, 

Bearing Sir Launfal, the maiden kmght, 

In his gilded mail that flamed so bnght 

It seemed the dark castle had gathered all 

Those shafts the fierce sun had shot over 1ts wall 
In his siege of three hundred summers long, 

And binding them all in one blazing sheaf, 
Had cast them forth so, young and strong, 

And hghtsome as a locus leaf, 

Sir Launfal flashed forth in ns unscarred mail, 

To seek in all climes for the Holy Grail 


THE VISION OF SIR LAUNFAL. 


Iv 
It was morning on hill and stream and tree, 
And mormng in the young knight's heart , 
Only the castle mood:ly 
Rebuffed the gift of the sunshine free, 
And gloomed by itself apart , 
The season brimmed all other things up 
Full as the rain fills the pitcher plant’s cup 
Vv 8 
As Sir Launfal made morn through the darksome gute, 
He was ’ware of a leper, crouched by the same, 
Who begged with his hand and moaned as he sate, 
And a loathing over Sir Launfal came, 
The sunshine went out of his soul with a thmll, 
The flesh ’neath his armour ’gan shrink and crawl, 
And midway its leap his heart stood stl 
Like a frozen waterfall , 
For this man, so foul and bent of stature, 
Rasped harshly against his dainty nature, 
And seemed the one blot on the summer morn,— 
So he tossed him a piece of gold m scorn 


VI 


The leper raised not the gold from the dust 

‘ Better to me the poor man’s crust 

Better the blessing of the poor, » 

Though I turn me empty from kis door, 
That 1s no true alms which the hand can hold 
He gives nothing but worthless gold 

Who gives from a sense of duty 
But he who gives a slender mite, 

And gives to that which 1s out of sight, 

That thread of the all sustainmg Beauty 
Which runs through all and doth «Il unite,— 
The hand cannot clasp the whole of his alms, 
The heart outstretches its eager palms 
Tor a god goes with it and makes 1t store 
To the soul that was starving in darkness before 


PRELUDE TO PART SECOND 


Down swept the clill wind from the mountain peak, 
irom the snow five thousand summers old , 

On open wold and hill top bleak 
It had gathered all the cold, 
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And whirled it hke sleet on the wanderers cheek, 
It carried a shiver everywhere 
From the unleafed boughs and pastures bare , 
The httle brook heard it and built a roof 
Neath which he could honse him, winter proof 
All mght by the white stars frosty gleams 
He groined his arches and matehed his beams , 
Slender and clear were his crystal spars 
As the lashes of light that trim the stars , 
He sculptured every summer delight 
In his halls and chambers out of sight, 
Sometimes his tinkhng waters slipt 
Down through a poke leased forest crypt, 
Long, sparkling aisles of steel stemmed trees 
Bending to counterfeit a breeze 
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew 
But silvery mosses that downward grew 
Sometimes it w1s carved in shirp rehef 
With quaint arabesques of 1ce fern leaf, 
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear 
Yor the gladnoss of heaven to shine through, and hcre 
He had caught the nodding bulrush tops 
And hung them thickly with diamond drops 
That crystalled the beams of moon and sun, 
And made a star of every one 
No mortal builder s most rare device 
Could match this winter palace of 1ce 
Twas as if every imagp that mirrored lay 
In his depths serene through the summcr day, 
Fach fleeting shadow of earth and sky, 

Lest the happy model should be lost, 
Had bc en mimicked in faury masonry 

By the elfin builders of the frost 


Within the hall are song and laughter, 
The checks of Chmstmas glow red and jolly, 
And sprouting 1s every corbel and rafter 
With hghtsome green of ivy and holly 
Through the deep gulf of the chimney wide 
Wallows the Yuk og 8 roaring tide , 
The broad flame pennong droop and flap 
And belly and tug as a flag in the wind 
Like a locust shrilis the mprisoned sap, 
Hunted to death 1m its galleries bhnd, 
And swift little troops of silent sparks, 
Now pausing, now scattering away as 1n fear, 
Go threading the soot-forest’s tangled darks 
Like herds of startled deer 
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But the wind without was eager and sharp, 
Of Sir Launfal’s gray hair 1t makes a harp, 
And rattles and wrings 
The icy strings, 
Singing, mn dreary monotone, 
A Chnstmas earol of its own, 
Whose burden still, as he might guess, 
Was—‘ Shelterless, shelterless, shelterless '’ 


The voice of the scneschal flared hke a torch 

As he shouted the wanderer away from the porch 

And he sat in the gateway and saw all night 
The great hall fire, so cheery and bold 
Through the window slits of the castle old 

Build out its piers of ruddy hght 

Against the drift of the cold 


PART SECOND 


I 

THERE was never a leaf on bush or tree, 
The bare boughs rattled shudderingly 
The river was numb and could not speak, 

For the weaver Winter its shroud had spun, 
A single crow on the tree top bleak 

From his shining feathers shed off the cold sun , 
Again it was morning but shrunk and cold, 
As if her veins were sapless sid old, 
And she rose up decrepitly 
For a last dim look at carth and sea 


II 
Sir Launfal turned from his own hard gute, 
For another heir in his earldom sate, 
An old, bent man, worn out and frail, 
He came back from seeking the Holy Grail 
Tattle he recked of his earldom’s loss, 
No more on his surcoat was blazoned the cross, 
But deep in his soul the sign he wore, 
The badge of the suffering and the poor 


IIt 
Sir Launfal’s raiment thin and spare 
Was idle mail ’gainst the barbed aur, 
For it was just at the Christmas time , 
So he mused, as he sat, of a sunnier clime, 
And sought for a shelter from cold and snow 
In the hght and warmth of long ago, 
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He sees the snake hke caravan crawl 

O’er the hedge of the desert, black and small, 
Then nearer and nearer, till, one by one, 

He ean count the camels in the sun, 

As over the red hot sands they pass 

To where in its slender necklace of grass, 

The httle spring laughed and leapt in the shade, 
And with 1ts own self like an infant played, 
And waved its signal of palms 


Iv 
‘For Christ’s sweet sake, I beg an alms ’-— 
The happy camels may reach the spring 
But Sir Launfal sees only the grewsome thing, 
The leper lank as the rain blanched bone 
That cowers beside him a thing as lone 
And white as the 1ce isles of Northern seas 
Inthe desolate horror of his disease 


Vv 


And Sir Launfal said — I bchold mn thee 
An image of Him who died on the tree 
Thou also hast had thy crown of thorns — 
Thou ulso hast had the world s buffets and scorns,— 
And to thy hfe were not demed 
The wounds in the hands and feet ard side 
Mald Mary’s Son acknowledge me 
Behold, through him I give to thee'’ 
® 


VI 


Then the soul of the lcper stood up m his eyes 
And looked at Su Launfal, and straightway he 

Remembered in what a haughtier guise 
He had flung an alms to leprosie, 

When he girt his young life up in gilded mail 

And set forth 1n search of the Holy Grail. 

‘Lhe heart within him was ashes and dust , 

He parted 1n twain his smgle crust, 

He broke the ice on the streamlet s brink, 

And gave the leper to eat and dmnk, 

"T'was a mouldy crust of coarse brown bread, 
"Twas water out of a wooden bowl,— 

Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper fed, 
And twas red wine he drank with hrs thirsty soul. 


vir 


s Sir Launfal mused with a downcast face, 
hight shone round about the place , 
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The leper no longer crouched at Ins mde, 

But stood before him glorified, 

Shming and tall and fair and straight 

As the pillar that stood by the Beautiful Gate, 
Himself the Gate whereby men can 

Enter the temple of God in Man 


vn 
His words were shed softer than leaves from the pine, 
And they fell on Sir Launfal as snows on the brine 
Which mingle their softness and quiet 1n one 
With thc shaggy unrest they float down upon 
And the voice that wis calmer than silence said, 
‘LoitisI be not afraid! 
In many climes without avail 
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grul 
Behold 1t 1s here —this cup which thou 
Didst fill at the strcamlct for me but now 
This crust 1s my body brokcn for thre 
This water His blood that died on the tree 
The Holy Supper 1s kept indeed, 
In whatso we share with another s need 
Not what we give, but what we share,— 
For the gift without the giver 1s bare, 
Who gives himself with his alms feeds three,— 
Himsclf, his hungering nerghbour, and me 


IX 4 
Sir Launfal uwoke as from a swound — 
‘The Grail in my castle here 1s found! 
Hang my idle armour up on the wall, 
Let it be the spider s banquet hall 
He must bc fenced with stronger mail 
Who would seek and find the Holy Grail 


= 


The castle gate stands open now, 
And the wanderer 1s welcome to the hall 
4s the hangbird 1s to the elm tree bough, 
No longer scowl! tne turrets tall, 
The Summer's long siege at last 18 o er, 
When the first poor outcast went 1n at the door, 
She entered with him m dieguise, 
And mastered the fortress by surprise 
There 18 no spot she loves so well on ground, 
She lingers and smiles there the whole year round » 
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The meanest serf on Sir Launfal’s land 

Has hall and bower at his command, 

And there’s no poor man im the North Countree 
But 1s lord of the carldom as much as he 


NOTE —According to the mythology of the Romancers the San 
Greal or Holy Grail was the cup out of which Jesus partook of the 
last supper with his disciples It was brought into England by Joseph 
of Arimathea and remained there an objectof pilgrimage and adora 
tion for many yearsin the keeping of his lineal descendants It wa- 
incumbent upon those who had charge of it to be chaste in thought 
word and deed but one of the keepers having broken this condition 
the Holy Grail disappeared From that time it was a favourite enter 
prise of the knights of Arthur s court to goin searchofit Sir Galahad 
was at last successful in finding it as may be read in the s venteenth 
book of the Romance of king Arthur Tennyson has made Sir Galahad 
the subject of one of the most exquisite of his poems 

The plot Gf I may give that name to any thing so shight) of the fore 
going poem is my own and to serve its purposes I have enlarged the 
circle of competition m search of the miraculous cup in such @ inanner 
as to include not only other persons than the heroes of the Round 
ee but also a period of tame subsequent to the date of hing Arthur 5 
re. 


Reaper! walk up at once (it will soon be too late) and 
buy at a perfectly ruenous rate 
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(J luke, as a thing that the readers first fancy may streke, 
an old fashwned title page, 
such as presents a tabular mew of the volumes contents) 


A GLANCE 
Af A FEW OF OUR LITERARY PROGENIES 
(Mos Malam op’s word) 


FROM 


THE TUB OF DIOGENES, 
A VOCAL AND MUSICAL MEDLEY, 


THAT 14, 
A SERIES OF JOKES 
Gp A Wonderful Quy, 


who accompanies himself with a rub a dub dub full of spirit and grace 
on the top of the tub 


Set forth in October, the 31st day, 
In the year °48, G P Putnam, Broadway 
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Ir being the commonest mode of procedure, I premise a few 
eandid remarks 


To run READER 


This trifle, begun to please only myself and my own pnvate 
fancy, was laid on the shelf But some frends who had seen it 
induced me by dint of saying they hkid it to put it im print 
That 1s, having come to that very conclusion, J consulted them 
when 1t could make no confusion For (though m the gentlest 
of ways,) they had hinted it was scarce worth the while, I should 
doubtless have printed it 

I began it, tending a Fable, a frail slender thing, rhyme 
ywinged witha sting mitstale But by addings and altenngs 
not previously planned,—digrcssions chance hatched hke birds 
«ges in the sand —and dawdlings to suit over y whimsy s demand 
(always freemg the bird which I held in my hind, for the two 
perchad perh ips out of reachyin the trec,)—it grew by degrees 
to the size which you sce I was like thc old womin that carmed 
the calf, and my neighbours, like hers, no doubt, wonder and 
laugh, and when my straincd arms with their grown burthen full 
I call it my Fable, they call it a bull 

Having scrawled at full gillop (as far as that goes) in a style 
that 1s neither good verse nor bad prose, wd being a person 
whom nobody knows some peopl will say I am rather more free 
with my readers thin it 1s bucuming to be that I seem to expect 
them to wait on my leisure in following whercver I wander at 
pleasure that, in short, I take moro than 1 young author s lawful 
ease, and laugh in a queer way so like Mephistopheles that the 
public will doubt, as they grope through my rhythm, if 1n truth I 
am making fun a¢ them or with them 

So the excellent Public 1s hereby assurcd that the sale of my 
book 18 already secured For there 15 not a poet throughout the 
whole land, but will purchase a copy or two out of hand, 1n the 
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tond expect ition ot beg amused 1n it, by seeing his betters cut 
up and abused init Now, I find, by a pretty exact calculation 
therc are somcthing like ten thousand bards in the nation of 
that special vaniety whom the Review and Magazine cnities call 
lofty and true and about thirty thousand (thes tirbe 15 increasing) 
of thc kinds who are termed full of promese and pleasing The 
Public will see by a glance at this schedule, that they cannot cx 
pect me to be over sedulous about courting them, since it seems 
T have got enough fuel made surc of for boiling my pot 

As for such of our pocts as find not ther names mentioned 
once in my piges with praises or blames, let them sEND IN THFIR 
carbs, without further neLay to my fmend G P Putnam 
Esquire in Broadway, where 1 List will be kept with the strictest 
regard to the day ind the hour of receiving the card Then 
taking them up as I chance to have time, (that 1s 1f their namcs 
ean be twisted in rhymc ) I will honestly give cach hig PRoPER 
POSITION at the rate of oNF AUTHOR fo each NFw FpITION Thus 
& PREMIUM. 15 offered suffimently mic (as the magazincs say 
when they tell thou best he) to inducc bards to crus thar re 
sources and buy the bilince of everv «dition until they have 
all of them furly been 1un through the null 

One woid to such rcaders (judictous md wisc) as reid books 
with something bchind the mie eyes of whom in the country 
perhaps ther arc two including myself gentle rc der and you 
All the characters sketched in this shght yeu despret, though ut 
may be they seem here ind there, rather frec and driwn from 
a Mephistopheli in stand point, are meant to be futhful and that 
is the grand pomt and non but an owl would feel sore at a rub 
from a jester who tells you, without any subterfuge, thit he sits 
in Diogenes tub 
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A PRELIMINARY NOTE TO 1H SECOND 
EDITION, 


though it well may b reckoned, of ll composition the species 
it once most delightful and healthy, 1s a thing winch an author, 
unless he be wealthy and willing to pay for that kind of delight, 
is not, in all instances called on to wnt Though there are it 
1s kald, who, their spirits to cheer, slip in 1 new title page three 
times a year and in ths way snuff up an imaginary savour of 
that sweetest of dishes the popular fivom,—much asif asturived 
punter should fill to aud treat the Ugolino inside to a picture 
of meat 

You remember (if not pray turn over and look) thit, im 
writing the preface which ushered my book J trcated you cx 
cellent Pubhe not mercly wath 1 cool disrcgird but downnght 
eavalicrly Now I would not tik« bach the Ic ist thing I then 
said, though I thereby could butter both sidis of my bread for 
Inver could see thit m autpor owcd aught to the people hx 
soluced, diverted or taught and, is for mere fume I have long 
ago le ined that the persons by whom if 19 finily carncd are 
those with whom your verdict waghed not 1 min unsustamed by 
the Jugher court sitting within 

But I wander trom whit J intended to say—that you havc 
namely shown such a liberi way of thinking 1d so much as 
thetic pereeption of inony mous worth in the handsome reception 
you gave tomy book spite of some piivate piques, (h uving bought 
the fust thousand im barely two weeks ) that I think past a 
doubt, 1f you me iwsured the phiz of yours most devotedly Won 
derful Quiz you would find that its verti il section was shorter, 
by an inch and two tenths or twixt that and 1 quarter 

You hue watchcd a child playing—im those wondrous years 
when behef is not bound to the eyes and the ears, and thc vision 
divine 1s so clear and unmarred, that each baker of pies in the 
dirt is a bard? Give a knife and a shingle, he fits out a flect 
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and on that httle mudpuddk ovcr the street his invention, in 
purest good faith, will make sail round the globe with 1 puff of 
his breath for a gale will visit in barely ten minutcs, all climes, 
and find Northwestern passages hundreds of times Or, suppose 
the young poet fresh stored with dehghts from that Bible of 
childhood the Arabian Nights, he will turn to a crony and ery 
‘Jack let’s play that Iam a Geniust’? Jack straightway makcs 
Aladdin s lamp out of a stone ‘nd, for hours, they enjoy each his 
own supernatural powers ‘his 19 all very pritty and pleasant 
but then suppose our two urchins have grown into men, and both 
have turned authors —one says to his brother Lets play were 
the American somethings or othor, (only let them be big enough, 
no matter what ) Come you shall bo Goethe or Pope, which 
you choose, Ill be Colerdge, and both shall wmte mutual rc 
views So they both (as mere strangers) before many days, send 
cach other a cord of wnonymous bays Each in piling his c pi 
thets smiles in his sleevc to see what his fricnd can be made to 
believe, each, m reading the others unbiassed review thinks— 
Here’s pretty high praise but no more than is true Well, we 
laugh at thim both, ind yet make no great fuss when thc sam: 
furce 1s acted to ben fit us Even I, who if iked, scarcc a month 
since what fudge meant, should have answered, the de w Public 6 
critical judgment, begin to think vharpwitted Horace spoke sooth 
when he said, that the Publ sometimes hit the truth. 

In reading these lines, you perhaps have a vision of a person 
m pretty good health and condition, and yet, smce I put forth 
my primary «dition J have been crushed, scorched, withered, 
used up und put down (by Smith with the cordial assistance of 
Brown, ) in ill, if you put any futh in my rhymes to the number 
of ninety five several times wd whilc I im writing—I tromble 
to think of 1t for I may at this moment lx Just on the brink of 
it—Molybdostom angry at being omitted, has begun a eritique,— 
am 1 not to be pitied ? * 

Now I shall not erush them since indeed, for that matter, no 
pressure I know of could render them flatter nor wither nor 
scorch them,—no action of fire could make either them or their 


* The wise Scandinavians probably called their bards by the queer looking 
title of Scald in a delicate way as it were, just to hint to the world the hot 
water they always get into 
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articles drier, nor waste time in puthng them down—I am 
thinking not their own self mnflation will keep them from sinking ; 
for there s this contradiction about the whole bevy—though with- 
out the least weight they are awfully heavy No, my dear honest 
bore, surdo faltdam narras, they are no more to me than a rat 16 
the arras I can walk with the Doctor get facts from the Don, 
or draw out the Lambish quintessence of John, and feel nothing 
more than a half comic sorrow, to thmk that they all will be lying 
to morrow tossed carelessly up on the waste paper shelves, and 
forgotten by all but their half dozen selves Once snug in my 
attic my fire in a roar, I leave the whole pack of them outside 
the door With Hakluyt or Purchas I wander away to the 
black northern seas or barbarie Cathay get fou with O Shanter, 
and sober me then with that builder of brick kulnish dramas, 
rare Ben, snuff Herbert, as holy as a flower on a grave, with 
Fletcher wax tender oer Chapman grow brave with Marlowe 
or Kyd take a fine poct rave in Very most Hebrew ot Saxons, 
find peace , with Lycidas welter on vext Irish neas , with Webster 
grow wild, and climb carthward again, down by mystacal 
Browne's Jacobs ladder like brain to that spimtual Pepys 
(Cotton s version) Montaigne* find «a new depth in Wordsworth, 
undreamed. of beforc,—that divinely unspired, wise, deep, tender, 
grand,—bore Or, out of my study the scholar thrown off, 
nuture holds up her shield “ painst the sneer and thc scoff, the 
landseape, forever consoling und }ind pours her wine and her 
oul on the smarts of the mind The waterfall, scattering 1s 
vanishing gems, the tall grove of hemlocks, with moss on ther 
stems, hke plashes of sunhght, the pond in the woods, where no 
foot but mine and the bittern’s intrudes, these are all my kind 
neizhbours, and leave me no wish to say aught to you all, my 
poor entices, but—pish'! I have buned the hatchet , lam twisting 
an allumette out of one of you now, and relighting my calumet 
In your private capacities come when you please, 1 will give you 
my hand and a fresh pipe a piece 

As I ran through the leaves of my poor httle book, to take a 
fond author’s first tremulous look it was quite an excitement to 
hunt the errata, sprawled in as buds tracks are in some kinds of 
strata, (only these made things crookeder) Fancy an heir 
that a father had seen born well featured and fair, turning sud 
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denly wry nosed, club footed, squint eyed hare lipped, wapper- 
jawed, carrot haired, trom a pride become an aversion,—my case 
was yet worse <A club foot (by way of a change) in a verse, I 
might have forgiven, an os being wry, a limp im ane or a cock 
in an t,—but to have the sweet babe of my brain served 1n pt! 
I am not queasy stomached, but such a Thyestean banquet as 
that was quite out of the question 

In the edition now issued no pains are neglected, and my 
verses, as orators say, stand corrected Yet some blunders re 
main of the publie’s own make, which I wish to correct for my 
personal sake For imstance, a character drawn im pure fun and 
condensing the traits of a duzen in one has beon, as J hear by 
some persons apphed to a good fmend of mime whom to stab 
in the side as we walked along chatting and joking together, 
would not be my way I can hardly tcll whether a question will 
ever aris in which he and I should by any strange fortune 
agree, but meanwhile my esteem for him grows as I know him 
and, though not the best judge upon earth of a poem, he knows 
what it 18 he 18 saying and why and 1s honest and fearless two 
good points which I have not found sv mfe I cin easily smother 
my love for them, whether on my ide or t other 

For my other anonymi, you may be sure that I know what 1s 
meant by # caricatur:, and whit by a portrait There are those 
who think it 18 capital fun to be spaftermg their ink on quict un 
quarrelsome folk, but the minute the game changes sides and the 
others begin it, thcy see something savage and hornble in it As 
for me I respect neither women o1 men for their gender, nor own 
any sexina pen I choose just to hint to some causeless un 
friends that, as far as I know, therc are always two ends (and 
one of them heayiest too) to n staff and two parties also to every 
good laugh 
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Puasus sitting one day in a laurel tree » shade, 
Was reminded of Daphne, of whom it was made 
Yor the god being one day too warm in his wooing 
She took to the tree to escape his pursuing 
Be the ewse what 1t mght trom a offers she shrunk 
And Ginevra hke shut herself up 1n 1 trunk 
And, though twas a step into which he had dnven her, 
He somehow or othr had never forgiven her, 
Her memory he nursed as a kind of 1 tonic 
Somethmg bitter to chew when hed pliy the Byronie, 
And I can t count the obstinate nymphs that he brought over 
By » strange kind of smilc he put on when he thought of her 
‘My case 1s ihe Didus he somctimcs remark d, 
‘When I last saw mv loyc she wis fairly embark d 
In 1 liure] as she thought—but (ah how Late mocks ') 
Shc has found it by this timc a very bad box 
Let hunters from mc take this saw when they need it 
—Your ¢ not always suf of your gimc« when you ve treed it 
Tust conccive such a change taking place in one x mistri ss! 
Whit romance would be Icft ?—who can flattc: 09 hass tices? 
And for mercy 8 sake, how could onc keep up 1 dialogue 
With a dull wooden thing that will liye and will dic a Io. 
Not to siy thit the thought would for cyver intrude 
That you vo less chance to win her the more she 18 wood ? 
Ah! it went to my heart and the memory still grieves 
To see those igved graces all taking then aves! 
Those charms beyond speech, so enchanting but now, 
As they left me forever each making its bough! 
If her tongue had a tang sometimes more than was night 
Her new bark 1s worse than ten times hei old bite’ 


Now, Daphne,—before she was happily treerfied,— 
Over all other blossoms the lly had dethed, 
And when she expected the god on a visit 
(‘Twas before he had made his intentions explicit,) 
Some buds she arranged with a vast deal of cure 
To look as if artlessly twined in her har, 
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Where they seemed, as he said, when he paid his addresses, 
Jake the day breaking through the long mght of hor tresses , 
So whenever he wished to be quite capeatble, 

Like a man with eight trumps 1n his hand at a whist table, 
(1 feared me at first that the rhyme was untwistable 
Though I mght have lugged in an allusion to Cristabel )— 
He would take up a hly and gloomy look 1n 1t 

As I shall at the , when they cut up my book in at 


Well here after all the bad rhymo I ve been spmning 

I’ve got back at last to my story s beginning 
Sitting there, as I say, in the shade of his mistress, 
As dull as a volume of old Chester mysteries 
Or as those puzzling specimens, which 1n old histories 
We read of his verses—-the Orackes namcly — 
(I wonder the Greeks should have swallowed them tumely 
T or one might bet safely whatever he has to mak, 
They were laid at his door by some ancient Miss Asterisk, 
And so dull that the men who retailed them outdoors 
Got the 111 name of 1ugurs because they were bores )— 
First he mused whut the animal substance or herb 1s 
Would induce a moustache for you know he’s tmdcrérts 
Then he shuddered to think how his youthful position 
Was issailed by the age of his son the physician 
At some pocms hc glanced had been sent to him lately 
And the metre and sentiment puzzled him greatly 

Mehercle' Id make such proceedings felonious,— 
Have they all ot them slept in the cave ot Trophonius ¢ 
Look well to your seat ‘tis like takite an airing 
On a corduroy road, and that out of repairing 
It leads one, ‘tis truc, through the primitive forest 
Grand natural features—but, then one has no rest 
You just catch a glimpse of some rivishing distance, 
When a jolt puts the whole of it out of exietence,— 
Why not use their ears, 1f they happen to have any? 
—Herc the laurel leaves murmured the name of poor Daphne 





O, weep with me, Daphne’ he sighed, ‘for you know it s 
A ternble thing to be pestered with poets ! 
But, alas, she 18s damb and th proverb holds good, 
She never will cry till she s out ofthe wood ! 
What wouldn tI give if I never had known of her? 
Twere a kind of relief had I something to groan over 
If I had but some letters of hers now to toss over, 
I might turn for the nonce a Byronic philosopher, 
And bewitch all the flats by bemoaning the loss of her 
One needs something tangible though to begin on— 
A loom, as it were, for the fancy to spin on, 
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What boots all your grist? it « in never be ground 
Till a breeze makes the arma of the windmull go round 
(Or, 1f tis a water mull alter the metaphor, 

And say it won t stir, save the wheel be well wet afore, 
Or lug in some stuff about water ‘so dreamily, — 

It 15 not a metaphor, though ’tis a simile ) 

A lily, perhaps would set my mill agomg, 

Forjust at this season, I think they are blowing, 
Here, somebody, fetch one uot very far hence 

They re in bloom by the score tis but climbing a fence: 
There s a poet haid by, who does nothing but fill his 
Whole garden, from one end to t other, with hhes , 

A very good plan weve it not for satiety, 

One longs for a weed here and there for variety 
eg a weed 1s no morc than a flower in disguise, 
Which 1s seen through at once if love give a man ¢yis 


Now there happend to be among Pheebus 5 followers, 
A. gentleman one of the omnivorous swallowers 
Who bolt overy book that comes out uf the press, 
Without the least question of larger or less, 
Whose stomich$ are strong it the expense of their he ad,— 
kor re uding new books 15 ke cating, new bread, 
On can be vw it at first but by gradual stcps he 
Is brought to dc ith’s door of 1 mentil dyspupsy 
On 1 previous stage of existence our Hero 
Hid ridden outside with the glass below zero 
He hid been tis a faet you may safely rely on, 
Of 1 very old stork a mosf cminent scion,— 
A stock all fresh quacks their fierce boluscs ply on, 
Who stretch the new boots Earth s unwilling to try on, 
Whom humbugs of all sh ipes and sorts keep their eye on, 
W hose hair’s in the mortar of every new /1on 
Who, when whistles are diar go directly and buy one, 
Who think slavery a cmme that we must not say fie on 
Who hunt if they e cr hunt at all with the hon, 
(Though they hunt hons also, whenever they spy one,) 
Whi contzive to make every good fortune a wry one, 
And at last choose the hard bed of honour to die on, 
Whos pedigree traced to« arth s earliest years 
Is longer than any thing «Jse but their cars ,— 
In short he was sent into life wth the wrong key, 
He unlocked the door and stept forth a poor donkey 
‘Lhough kickcd and abused by his bipedal betters 
Yet he filled no mean place in the kingdom of letters 
Far happier than many a literary hack, 
He bore only paper-mill rags on his back 5 
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(Lor it makes a vast difference which mde the mill 
One expends on the paper his labour and skull ,) 

So, when his soul waited a new transmigration, 

And Destiny bal inced ’twixt this and that station, 
Not having much time to expend upon bothers, 
Remembenng he d had some connexion with authors, 
And considering his four legs had grown paralytic,— 
She set him on two and he came forth a critic 


Through his babyhood no kind of pleisure he took 

In any amusemcnt but tearing a book 

For him there wis no intcrmediate st ige 

From babyhood up to straight laccd middle age 

There were years whcn he did nt wear coat fails behind 
But a boy hecould never be mghtly defined 

Take the Irish Good Folk though im length seine a span 
krom the womb he came gravely alittle old min 
While othe: boys trowsers demanded the toil 

Of the motherly fingers on all kinds of soil, 

Red, yellow brown, blach, claycy gravelly loimy 

He satin the corncr indread Vir1 Rome 

He never wus known to unbend or to revel onec 

In base, marbles hockcy or kich up thc dceval once 
He was just one ot thos: who cxeitc the benevolence 

Of your old pngs who sound th souls depths with 1 Jedica1 
And arc on the look out for some young mcn to cdgcr 
cate, as they callit who wont be too costly 

And who ll afterward tike to the ministry mostly 

Who always wear spect icles always lool bilious 
Always keep on good terms with each water fanilias 
Throughout thc whol parish and manige to reir 

Ten boys like themselves, on four hundrid a yeu 

Who, fulfilling in turn the same fe arful conditions 
Either preach through thu noses or go upon mission 


In this way our hero got safely to college 
Where he bolted ahke both his commons ind knowledge 
A reading machine, alwiys wound up and going 
He mastéred whiteve1 was not worth the hnowing 
Appeared 1n 2 gown, and a vest of black satin 
Te spout such a Gothic oration im Latin 
That Tullv could never have made out a word in it 
(Though himself wis the model the author preferrid 1n it ) 
And grasping the parchment which gave him 1n fec, 
All the mystic and so forths contained in A B 
He was launched at 18 always compared to a sea,) 
With just enough learming, and skill for the using it, 
To prove he'd a brain, by forever confusing it 
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So worthy Saint Benedict, piously burning 
With the holiest zeal against secular learning 
Nesciensque screnter, as writers express it, 
Indoctusque saprenter @ Roma recessit 


’T would be endless to tell you the things that he knew, 
All separate facts, undemably truc 
But with him or each other they d nothing to do 
No power of combining arranging discerning 
Digested the misses he learned into learning 
There was one thing in hfe he had practical hnowl dge for 
(And this, you will think he need scarce go to colli x for ) 
Not a deed would he do nor a word would ho utter 
Till hed weighed its relations to plain bread and butter 
When he left Alma Mater, he practised ns wits 
In compiling the journals historical bits — 
Of shops broken open men falling in fits 
Great fortunes in Fngland bequeathed to poor printcrs 
And cold spells the cold¢ st tor miny past wintcrs — 
Then, nsing by industry knacl and address 
Got notices up fo an unbirssed press 
With a mind so well pois d it seemcd cqually made for 
Applause or abuse just which chanced to be paid for 
From this point lus progiess was rapid and sure 
Io the post of a regular hc avy reviewer 


And here I must say he wrote excellent articles 
On the Hebraic points or the force of Greek pirtichs 
They filled up the sp y« nothing else wis prepared for 
And nobody read that which nobody eired for 
If any old book reached a fiftieth edition, 
He could fill forty piges with safe crudition , 
He could giuge the old books by the old set of rule « 
And his very old nothings pleased very old fools 
But give him a new book trsh out of the he ut, 
And you put him at sea without compass or chart — 
His blundcrs aspired to thc rank of an art 
For his lore was engraft, something foreign that grew in him 
Exhausting th: sap of the native and true in him, 
So thit when a man camc with a soul that was new in him 
Carving new forms of truth out of Natures old granite 
New and old at their birth like Le Verriers planet, 
Which to get a truc judgment themselves must create 
In the soul of their critic the measure and weight, 
Being rather themselves a fresh standard of grace 
To computc their own judge, and assign him lus place 
Our reviewer would crawl all about 1t and round it 
And, reporting each circumstance just as he found it 
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Without the least malice,—his record would be 

Profoundly sesthetic as that of a flea, 

Which, supping on Wordeworth, should print, for our sakes, 
Recollections of knights with the Bard of the Lakes, 

Or borne by an Arab guide, ventured to render a 

General view of the ruins at Denderah 


As I said, he waa never precisely unkind, 
The defect in his brain was just absence of mind 
If he boasted twas simply that he was self madc 
A position which I, for one, never gainsaid, 
My respect for my Maker supposing a skull 
In his works which our hero would answer but 111 
And I trust that the mould whieh he used may be cracked or he 
Made bold by success, may enlarge his phylactery, 
And set up a kind of a man manufactory 
An eyent which I shudder to think about, seeing 
That Man is a moral, accountable being 


He meant well enough but was still in the way, 
As a dunce always 1s, let him be where he may 
Indeed, they appear to come into existence 
To impede other folks with their awkwird assistance 
If you set up a dunce on the very North pole, 

All alone with himself I believe, on my soul 

Hed manage to get betwixt somebody’s shiits 

And pitch him down bodily all in his sins 

To the grave polar bears sitting round on the ice, 

All shortening their grace, to be in for a shice 

Or if he found nobody else there tu pothcr, 

Why, one of his legs would just tmp up the other 

For there’s nothing we read of in torture s inventions 
Like a well meaning dunce, with the best of intentions 


A terrible fellow to meet in society 
Not the toast that he buttered was ever so dry at tea, 
There hed sit at the table and stir in his sugar, 
Crouching close for a spring, all the while lke a cougar 
Be sure of your facts, of your measures and weights, 
Of your trme—hes as fond as an Arab of dates — 
You'll be telling, perhaps in your comical way, 
Of something you ve seen 10 the course of the day, 
And just as you're tapermg out the conclusion, 
You venture an ill fated classie allusion,— 
The girls have all got their laughs ready, when, whack ! 
The cougar comes down on your thunderstruck back ' 
You had loft out a comma,—your Greek’s put in jomt, 
And poimted at cost of your story’s whole point 
In the course of the evening, you venture on certain 
Soft speeches to Anne, in the shade of the curtaim , 
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You tell her your heart can be hkened to one flower, 
‘And that oh most charming of women ‘s the sunflower, 
Which turns’—-here a clear nasal voice, to your terror, 
From outside the curtain, says ‘thats all an error 

As for him, he’s—no matter, he never prew tender, 
Sitting after a ball, with his feet on the fender, 

Shaping somebody’s sweet features out of cigar smoke 
(Though hed willingly grant you that such doings are smoke ) 
All women he damns with mutabile semper 

And if ever he felt something like loves distemper 

"Twas towards a young lady who spoke ancient Mexican, 
And assisted her father in making a lexicon, 

Though I recollect hearing him get quite ferocious 

About Miry Clausum, the mistress of Grotius, 

Or something of that sort,—but no more to bore ye 
With character painting, Ill turn to my story 


Now Apollo, who finds 1t convenk nt sometimes 
To get his court clear of the makers of rhymes 
Ihe genus I think it 1s called, errrtadele 
Every one of whom thinks himself treated most shabbily 
And nurses a—what 18 1t ?—zmmedicabile 
Which keeps him at boiling point hot for a quarrel 
As bitter as wormwood ind sourer than sorrel 
If any poor devil but look at a laurel — 
Apollo, I say being sick of their noting 
(Though he somctimcs acknowledged their verse had a quieting 
Effect after dinner and sgemed to suggest a 
Retreat to the shrine of 1 tranquil stesta,) 
Kept our Hero at hand who by means.ot a bray 
Which he gave to the life drove the rubble aw iy 
And 1f thit wouldnt do he wis sure to succeed, 
If he took his review out and offered to read, 
Or, failing in plans of this milder deseription 
He would ask for ther aid to get up a subscription 
Considenng thit authorship wasn’t a nch craft 
Io print the ‘ American drama of Witchcraft’ 
‘Stay, 111 read you a scene ’--but he hardly, began 
Ere Apollo shrieked ‘ Help!’ and the authors all ran 
And once when these purgatives acted with less sprit 
And the desperate ease asked a remedy desporate 
He drew from his pocket a foolscap. epistle, 
As calmly as if twere a nine birielled pistol 
And threatened them all with the judgment to come, 
Of ‘A wandering Star’s first ampressions af Rome ’ 
‘ ree ! stop!’ wath their hands oer their ears screamed the 
uses, 
‘He may go off and murder himself, 1f he ehooses 
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Twas a means self defence only sanctioned his trying 
’Tis mere massacre now that the enemy’s flying {| 

If he’s forced to ’t again, and we happen to be there, 
Give us each a large handkerchief soaked in strong ether 


I called this a Fable for Critics ’ you think it’s 
More like a display of my rhythmical trinkets, 
My plot, like an icicle » slender and shppery, 
Every moment morc slender ind hkely to slip awry 
And the reader unwilling, 22 loco desepere, 
Is free to yump over as much of my frippery 
As he fancies ind 2f he 5 a provident skipper, he 
May have an Odysscan sway of the gales 
And get safe into port ere his patience all fails 
Moreover although tis a slendcr return 
For your toil and expens« yet my paper will burn 
And, 1f you have manfully struggled thus fur with me 
‘ou may een twist me up, and just hight your cigar with me 
If too angry for that you can tear me m pieces, 
And my membra diyecta consign to the breezes, 
A fate hhe great Ratzau s, whom one of those bores 
Who be fle ad with bad verses poor Lows Quatorze 
Describes (the first verse somehow ends with weetozre ) 
As dispersant partout et ses membres et sa glove 
Or if { were over desirous of earning 
A repute among noodles for classical learning 
I could pich you 1 score of allusions I wis 
As new &s the jests of Dedashalos tis 
Better still I could make out 1 godd sohd het 
From recondite authors who do not exist — 
But that would bc naughty at least, I could twist 
Something out of Absyrtus or turn your inquiris 
After Milton s prose metaphor drawn from Osiris — 
But as Cicero says he wont say this or that, 
(A fetch, I must say most transparent ind fiat ) 
After saying, white er he could possibly think of — 
I simply will state that I pause on the brink of 
A mire ankle deep, of deliberate confusion, 
Made up of old yumbles of classic allusion 
So, when you were thinking yourselvcs to be pitied 
Just concerve how much harder your teeth you'd have gritted, 
An ’twere not for the dulness P’ve kindly omitted 


I'd apologize here for my many digrcssions, 
Were 1t not that I’m certain to trip into fresh ones, 
('T1s so hard to escape if you get in their mesh once ) 
Just reflect, if you eae how ’t1s said by Horatzus, 
That Mseonides nods now and then, and, my gracious ! 
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It certainly does look a little bit ominous 

When he gets under way with ton d'apamesbomenos 
(Here a something occurs which I I] just clap a rhyme to, 
And say 1t myself, ere a Zolus have time to,— 

Any author a nap hke Van Winkle s muy take, 

If he only contrive to keep readers awake, 

But he Il very soon find himself Jaid on the shelf, 

If they fall a nodding when he nods himself ) 


Once for all to return and to stay, will I, mill I~ 
When Phebus expressed his desire for a lily, 
Our hero, whose homeopathic sagacity 
With an ocean of zeal mixed his drop of capamty 
Set off for the garden as fast as the wind 
(Or, to take a comparison more to my mind, 
As a sound politician leaves conscience behind ) 
And leaped the low fence, as « party hack yumps 
O er his principles, when something else turns up trumps 


He was gone a long time and Apollo meanwhile, 
Went over some sonnets of his with 2 file, 
kor of all compositions he thought that tho sonnet 
Best repaid ill the toil you expended upon it 
It should reach with one impulse the end of its course 
And for one final blow collect al of ite fore 
Not 1 verse should be 5 uent, but cach onc should tcnd 
With a wave like up gathcring to burst it the end — 
So condcnsing the strength here there smoothing 1 wry kink 
He was killing the time when up wilked Mi —— 
At a few steps behind hin? 1 small man in glasses 
Went dodging about, muttenmg murdercrs! asses! 
Trom out of his pocket a paper hed take, 
Wath the proud look of m wrtyrdom tied to its stake 
And reading a squib at himsclf, hed say, ‘Here I se¢ 
’Gainst Amcrican letters a bloody conspiracy 
They are all by my personal enemies written 
I must post an anonymous letter to Britain, 
And show that this gall 1s the merest suggestion 
Of spite at my zeal on the Copyright question 
For on this side the water, tis prudent to pull 
O’er the eyes of the public their national wool, 
By accusing of slavish respect to John Bull, 
All Amcrican authors who have more or liss 
Of thit ant: American humbug—success, 
While in private we re always «mbracing the knees 
Of some twopenny editor over the seas 
And hekmg his eritical shoes for you know ’tis 
The whole aim of our lives to get one Enghsh notice 


14 
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My American puffs I would wiley burn all, 
(They’re all from one source, monthly, weekly, diurnal,) 
Te gct but a kick from a transmarine journal’ 


So, culling the mbes of each eritical scorner 
As if they were plums, and himself were Jack Horner, 
He came cautiously on pcepimg round every corner, 
And into each hole where a weuscl might pass 1n, 
Fxpccting the knife of some critic ass isin 
Who stabs to the hcart with a caricature 
Not so bad 1s those daubs of the Sun, to befsure, 
Yet done with a dagger o type, whose vile portraits 
Disperse all one’s good and condense all one’s poor traits 


Apollo looked up, hearing footsteps approaching, 
And slipped out of sight the new rhymes he was broaching — 
Gcod day Mr , 1m happy to meet, 
With a seholar so mpe ind 1 entic so neat 
Who through Giub street the soul of a gentleman carrie 3 — 
Wh it news from that suburb of London and Paris 
Which litterly mikes such shnill cliims to monopohze 
Lhe eredit of beng the New Worlds metropolis ?’ 





Why nothing of consequence savo this attack 
On my frind there behind by some pitiful hack, 
Who thinks every national author a poor one 
That isn t a copy of something thats foreign, 
And assaults the Americ in Dick— 

‘Nay, tis clear 

That your Damon theres fond of aHea in his ear, 
And 2f no on els furnished them gratis on tick 
He would buy some himsclf just to hear the old chek 
Why I honestly think, 1f some fool in Japan 
Should turn up his nose at theo Poems on Man” 
Your friend there by some inward instinct would know it 
Would gct 1t translated, reprintcd and show it 
Asa min might take off high stock to exhihit 
The vwtogriph round his own neck of the mbhet 
Nor would let it rest so but fire column after column 
Signed Cato or Brutus or something as solemn, 
By way of displaying his critical crosses, 
And tweaking that poor tiansatlantie proboscis, 
His broadsides resulting (and this there’s no doubt of ) 
Tn successively sinking the craft they rc fired out of 
Now nobody knows when an author 18 hit, 
If he don t have a public hystercal fit 
Let him only keep close in his snug garret’s dim ether 
And nobody’d think of his errtics—or him either , 
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If an author have any least fibre of worth in him, 
Abuse would but tickle the organ of mirth in him 
All the erties on earth cannot crush with their ban 
One word that’s in tune with the nature of man 


‘Well perhaps so meanwhile I have brought you a book 
Into which if you'll just have the goodness to look 
You may feel so delighted, (when you have got through it ) 
As to think it not unworth your while to review 1f 
And I think I can promise your thoughts, if you do, 
A place in the next Dcmoeratic Review 


The most thankless of gods you mustsurely have thought me, 

Tor this 13 the forty fourth copy you ve brought me, 

I have given them away or at least I have tricd, 

But Ive forty two left standing all side by side, 

(The man who accepted that one copy died )— 

rom one end of a shelf to the other they reach, 

‘With the authors respects neatly written m each 
The publisher sure will proclaim a Te Deum 

When he hears of that order the British Museum 

Has sent for onc set of what books were first printed 
In Ameiica little or big —for tis hinted 

That this 1s the first truly tangible hope he 

Has evcr had raised for the sale of a copy 

Ive thought very often twould be a good thing 

In all public collections of books 1f a wing 

Were oct off by itself lke the sv is from the dry Jands 
Marked Leterature sucted to desolate aslands 

And filled with such books as could never be read 
Save by readers of proofs forced to do it for breud,— 
Such books as ones wrecked on in small country taverns 
Such as hermits might mortify over in civerns 

Such as Satan 1f printing had then been invented 

As the chm x of woe, would to Job have presented 
Such as C.usoe might dip in although there are few +o 
Outrageously corncred by fate is poor Crusoe 
And since the philanthropists Just now i banging 
And gibbeting all who're in tavour of hangmg — 
(hough Cheever has proved that the Bible and Altar 
Were let down from Ileaven at the end of « halter 
And that vital 2elgion would dull and grow callous, 
Unrefreshed now and then with a sniff of the gallows, )}— 
And folks are beginning to think it looks odd, 

To choke a poor scamp for the glory of God, 

And that He who esteems the Virginia reel 

A bait to draw saints from thear spiritual weal, 

And regards the quadrille as a far greater knavery 
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Than crushing His African children with slavery,— 

Since all who take part in a waltz or cotillon 

Are mounted for hell on the Devils own pillion 

Who, as every true orthodox Chnstian well knows, 
Approaches the heart through the door of the toes,— 

That He, I was saying whose judgments are stored 

For such as take steps in despite of his word 

Should look with delight on the agomzed prancing 

Of a wretch who his not the least ground for his dancing 
While the State, standing by sings a verse from the Psalter 
About offermg to God on his favourite halter, 

And, when the legs droop fiom their twitching divergence 
Sells the clothes to a Jew and the corpse to the surgeons — 


Now instead of ali this I think I can direct you all 
To a c1iminal code both hum ine and effeetual ,— 
I propose to shut up every doer of wrong 

ith these desperate books for such term, short or long 
As by statute in such cases made and provided, 
Shall be by your wise legislatois decided 
Thus —Let murderers be shut,\to grow wiser and cooler 
At hard labour for life on the works of Miss 
Petty thieves kept from flagranter crimes by their fears 
Shall peruse Yankee Doodle a blank term of yeus,— 
That American Punch hke the English no doubt— 
Just the sugar and lomons ind spirit Ic ft out 





But stay here comes Tityrus Griswold and leads on 
The flocks whom he fist plucks alive, and then feods on — 
A loud cackling swarm in whose feathers warm drest 
He goes for as petfect a—swan, as the rcst 


‘There comes Emerson first whose rich words, every one 
Are hke gold nails in temples to hang tropes on, 
Whose prose 18 grand verse, while his verse, the Lord knows, 
Is some of 1t pr-—-—-No, tis not cven prose 
im speaking of metres , some poems lays welled 
From those rare depths of soul that have ne er been excelled 
Theyre not epics but thit docsn’t matter a pin, 
In creating, the only hard things to begin 
A grass blades no easier to make than an oak, 
If you've once found the way jou ve achieved the grand stroke 
In the worst of his poems are mines of mch matter, 
But thrown in a heap with a crush and a clatter, 
Now it 18 not one thing nor another alone 
Makes a poem, but rather the general tone 
The something pervading uniting the whole 
The before unconceived, unconcetvable soul, 
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So that just m removing this tirfle or that you 

Take away, as 1t were, a chef limb of the statue 

Roots wood bark, and leaves singly perfect may be, 
But, clapt hodge podge together, they don t make a tree 


‘But, to come back to Emerson, (whom by the way, 
I believe we left wuting )—his 15, we may say, 
A Greek head on right Yunkec shoulders, whose range 
Has Olympus for one pole, for t’other the Exchange 
He seems, to my thinking (although Im afraid 
Thc comparison must, long ere this have been made ) 
A Plotinus Montaigne, whore the Egyptian’s gold mist 
And the Gascon s shrewd wit cheek by jowl co exist , 
All admire, and yet scarcely six converts he s got 
To I dont (nor they either) exactly know what 
lor though he builds glorious temples tis odd 
He leaves never » doorway to get in a god 
Tis refreshing to old fashioncd people lke mc 
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he 
In whose mind all creation 1s duly respecti d 
As parts of himself—yust a little projected 
And who’s willing to worship the stars and thc sun, 
A convert to—nothing but Emerson 
So perfect a balance there 1s in his head 
That he talks of things sometimes as 1f thry were dead 
Life, nuture love, God, und affairs of that sort 
He looks at as merely ideas in short, 
As if thcy were fossils stuck round in ac vbinet 
Ot such vast extent tha? our earth » a mere dab in it 
Composed just as he 1s inclined to conjecture het 
Namely, one pait purc earth, nmety mine parts pure I etaie2 
You are filled with delight at his clear demonstr ition 
Each figure, word gesture just fits the occasion 
With the quiet precision of science he’ll sort em, 
But you can t help suspecting the whole a post mortem 


‘There are persons, mole blind to the souls mthe and ty 
Who insist on a likeness twixt him and Carlyle 
To compare with Plato would be vastly fairer 
Carlyle’s the more burly, but E 1 the rarer, 
He sees fewer objects but clearlier, truelicr, 
If C’s as omginal, E'’s more peculiar, 
That he s more of a man you mht say of the onc 
Of the other he’s more of an Emerson 
C’s the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of limb,— 
E the clear eyed Olympian, rapid and slim 
The one’s two-thirds Norseman, the other half Gre: k, 
Where the one’s most abounding, the other's to seeh 
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C s generals require to be seen im the mass,— 

E s specialties gain if enlarged by the glass, 

C gives nature and God his own fits of the blues 

And rims common sense things with mystical hues,— 
E sits na mystery calm and intense 

And looks coolly around him with sharp common s( nse 
C shows you how eve1y day matters unite 

‘With the dim transdiurnal recesses of nght,— 

While E, m a plain, preteMfatural way 

Makes mysteries matters of mere every day 

C draws all his characters quite a /a 1 uselt — 

He don’t sketch their bundles of muscles and thews ully, 
But he paints with a brush so untimed and profuse 
They seem nothing but bundles of muscles and thews , 
E 1s rather hke Flaxman, lnes strait and severe 

And a colourless outhne, but full, round and clear - 
To the men he thinks worthy he frankly accords 

The design of a white marble statue in words 

C labours to get at the centre and then 

Take a recl oning from there of his actions and men 

E calmly xssumes the said centre 1s granted, 

And given himself has whatever 1s wanted 


‘He hs imitators in scores who omit 
No part of the man but his wisdom and wit,— 
Who go carefully o cr the sky blue of his bram, 
And when he has skimmed it once skim it again 
If at all they resemble him you may be sure it 1s 
Because their shoals mirror his mistg and obscumtics 
As a mud puddle seems deep as heaven for a mintite, 
While a cloud that floats o’er 1s reflected within 1t 


There comes for stance to see him s rare apart, 
Tread in Emerson s tracks with Icgs pamfully short , 
How he jumps, how he strains, and gets red in tho facc, 
To keep step with the mystagogue s natural pace! 
He follows as close as a stack to a rocket, 
His fingers exploring the prophet’s each pocket 
bie for shame brother bard, with good fruit of your own 
Can’t you let naghbour Emerson s orchards alone ? 
Besides ’tis no use, you ll not find een a core,— 
has picked up all the windfalls before 
They might stnp every tree, and E never would catch em, 
His Hesperides have no rude dragon to watch ’em, 
When they send him a dishfull, and ask him to try ’em, 
He never suspects how the sly rogues came by ’em 
He wonders why ’tis there are none such his trees on, 
And thinks ’em the best he hag tasted this season 
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‘Yonder, ealm as a cloud Alcott stalks in u drcam, 
And tancies himself in thy groves, Acudome, 
With the Parthenon nigh and the olive trecs o’er hun 
And never a fact to perplex him or bore him 
With a snug 100m at Plato s when night comcs to wilk to 
And people from morning, till midmght to talk to 
And from midnight till mornimg nor snore in thc lstenmyz — 
So he muses, his face with the joy of it glistening 
Tor his lighest conecit of a happiest state 18 
Whcre thcy d live upon acorns, and hear him talk gratis 
And indced I believe no main ¢ver talked bettcr— 
Each sentence hangs perfectly poised to a lettei 
He seems piling words, but there’s royal dust hid 
fn the heart of cach sky piercing, pyramid 
While he tilks he is grevt but gocs out Ike 1 taper 
If you shut him up closely with pen mk incl paper 
Yet his fingers itch for «m from morning till might, 
And he thinks he does wrong 1f he dont always writt 
In this 1 im Wl things 1 lamb among mcr 
He goes to surc death when he gocs to his pen 


Close behind him w Brownson his mouth yery fall 
With attempting to gulp a Gri gorian bull 
Who cont1ivis spite of that to pour out as he gocs 
A stream of transparcnt and forcible prose , 
He shifts quite vbout, then proceeds to expound 
Thit tis merely the earth, not himaclf, thi turns round, 
And wishcs it clearly impressed on your mind 
Tht the wcathcreock rules and not tullows the wind 
Proving first, then as deftly confutiug each side 
With no doctrine pleased thit s not pomewhcre duricd 
He lays the d-umer away on the shelf 
And then—down beside him hes gi wely himself 
He’s the Salt River boatman who ulways stands willing 
To convey friend or for without charging a shilling 
And so fond of the trip thit when leisure s tu spare, 
He'll row himself up, if he cin’t get a tare 
The worst of it 1s, that his logie s so strong 
That of two sides he commonly choos:s the wrong, 
If there 2 only one why he ll split it in two 
And first pummel this half then that blach and blue 
That white s white needs no proot but it takes a decp fellow 
To prove it jet black, and that jet black 18 yellow 
He offers the true faith to drimk in 4 sieve,— 
When it reaches your lips theres naught Icft to believe 
But a few silly (syllo , I mean) gisms that squat em 
Like tadpuls, o’erjoyed with tho mud at the bottom 
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‘There is Wills, so natty and jaunty and guy 
Who says his best things in so foppish a way, 
With conceits and pet phrases so thickly oerlaying cm 
That one hardly knows whether to thank him for say ing ’em 
Over ornament ruins both poem and prose, 
Just conceive of a Muse with a ring in her nose! 
His prose had a natural gracc of his own, 
And enough of it, too if he’d let 1t alone 
But he twitches and jerks so one fairly gc ts tired 
And 1s forced to forgive where he mght have admired 
‘ct whenever 1t slips away free and unlaced, 
It runs hke a stream with a musical waste 
And gurgles along with the hquidcst sweep — 
Tis not deep as a river but whod have it deep ? 
In a country where scarcely 2 village is found 
That has not its author sublime and profound, 
For some one to be shghtly shoal 1s a duty 
And Willis s shallowncss makes half his beauty 
His prose winds along with a blithe gurgling error 
And reflects all of Heaven it can sce in 1ts mirror 
Tis a narrowish strip but it 1s not an artifice— 
"Ts the true out of doors with its genuine hearty phiz 
It 18 Nature herself, and thcrc’s somcthing in that 
Since most brains reflect but the crown of a hat 
No volume I know to read under a tree 
More truly delicious than his A 1 Abn, 
With the shadows of leaves flowing ovcr your book 
Like ripple shades nettimg the bud ef a brook 
With June coming softly your shoulder tu look over 
Breezes waiting to turn «very leaf of your book over 
And Nature to criticize still as you rcad— 
The page that bears that 1s 4 rare one indeed 


‘ He’s so innate a cockney, that had he been born 
Where plain bare skins the only full dress that 1s worn, 
He'd have given his own such an air that youd say 
"T had been made by a tailor to lounge in Broadway 
His nature’s a glass of champagne with the foam ont, 
As tender as Fletcher, as witty as Beaumont 
So his best things are done 1n the flush of the moment, 
If he wait, allis spoiled he may stir it and shake it 
But, the fixed air once gone, he can never re make it 
He might be a marvel of easy delightfulness 
If he would not sometimes leave the r out of sprghtfulniss 
And he ought to let Sempture alone—'tis sclf slaughter, 
For nobody likes inspiration and water 
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He d@ have been just the fellow to sup at the Mermaid, 
Cracking jokes at rare Ben, with an eye to the barmaid, 
His wit running up as Canary ran down— 

The topmost bnght bubble on the wave of The Town 


‘Here comes Parka, the Orson of parsons, a man 
Whom the Church undertook to put under her ban— 
(The Church of Socinus J] mean)—his opinions 
Being So (ultra) cinian they shocked the Soeim ins 
They belheved—faith, I m puzzlcd—I think I may call 
Lhe belief a believing in nothing at all, 

Or something of that sort I know thcy all went 

For a general union of total dissent 

He went a step firther without cough o: hem, 

He frankly avowed he believed not in them 

And, before he could be jumbled up or prevented 

From their orthodox kind of dissent he dissented 

here was heresy here, you perceive for the right 

Of privately judging means simply that hght 

Has been granted to me, for deciding on you 

And in happier times beforc Atheism grew 

The deed contained clauses for cooking you, too 

Now at Xerxes and Knut we all laugh yet om foot 

With the same wave is wet that mocked Xerxes and Knut 
And we all entertain a sincere private notion 

That our Lhus far? will have » grvat weight with the ocean 
"Twas so with our liberal Christians they bore 

With sinceicst conviction heir chairs to the shore, 

They brandished their worn theologic.l birches, 

Bade natural progress keep out of the Churches 

And expected the lines they had driwn to prevail 

With the fast msing tide to keep out of their pale 

They had formerly dammed the Pontifical See 

And the same thing, they thought would do nicely for P 
But he turned up his nose at their murmurmg and sh wmming 
And cared (shall I say?) not 1 d— for ther damming 

So they first read him out of their church, and next minut« 
Turned round and deelared he had never becn 1n it 

But the ban was too small or the man was too big, 

For he recks not their bells, books and candles a fig, 

(He don t look like a man who would stay treated shabbily 
Sophroniscus son’s head o er the features of Rabeluis ,)— 
He bangs and bethwacks them —their Licks he salutes 
With the whole tree of knowledge torn up by the roots 
His sermons with satire are plenteously vorjmced, 

And he talks in one breath of Confutzec, Cass, Zerduscht, 
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Jack Robinson, Peter the Hermit, Strap, Dathan, 

Cush, Pitt (not the bottomless, that hes no futh in) 

Pan, Pillicock, Shakspeare, Paul Toots Monsiew. Tonson, 
Aldebaran, Aleander Bun Khorat Beu Jonson, 

Thoth Richter Joc Smith, Pather Paul, Judah Mons, 
Museus Muretus hem —p Scorpions 

Maccabee, Maccaboy Mac—Mac—ah! Machnavelli 
Condorcet Count d Orsay Conder, Say, Ganganelli 

Onon O Connell the Chcvaher D O, 

(See the Memoirs of Sully) ro wav the gieit tor 

Of the statue of Jupiter now made to pa 5 

For that of Jew Peter by good Romish brass - 

(You muy add for yourselves for I find it 1 bore, 

All the names you have over or not heard before 

And when you've done thit—-why invent a fow more ) 

Fhs hearers can t tell you on Sund ty beforehand 

If in that diys discourse they ]] be Bibled or Koraned, 
For he s seized the idea (by his martyrdom fied ) 

That all men (not orthodox) may d¢ imspired 

Yet though wisdom profane with his creed he may weave in 
He makes it quite clear whit he doesn t believe in 

While some who decry lum think il Kingdom Come 

Ts a sort of a, kind of a, species of Hum 

Of which as it were so to spe ik uot 1 crumb 

Would bo left, 1f we didnt keep carefully mum 

And to make 1 clean breast that tis perfectly plam 

That al/ kinds of wisdom are somewhat profane , 

Now P g creed than this may be ly htcr or darkcr 

But in one thing, ’tis clear, he has futh namely—Parker, 
And this 18 whit makcs him the crowd drawing preacher, 
There’s a bickground of god to eich hard working fe atuic, 
Every word that he speaks has been fierily furnacc d 

In the blast of a life that has struggled mn earnest 

There he stands looking moe lke a ploughmin than prest, 
If not dreadfully awkward not graceful at least, 

His gestures all downnght and + ime, 1f you will, 

As of brown fisted Hobnail in hoeing a drill, 

But his periods fall on you stroke after stroke, 

Like the blows of a lumbcre1 felling an oak 

You forget the man wholly, you re thankful to meet 

With a preacher who smacks of the fuld and the street 
And to hear, you’re not over particular whence, 

Almost Taylor’s profusion, guite Latimer s sense 


‘There 1s Bryant as quiet, as cool, and as dignified, 
As a smooth, silent iceberg, that never 1s ignified, 
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Save when by reflection tis kindled o nights 

With a semblance of flame by the chill Noithezn Lights 
He may rank (Griswold says so) first bard of your nation, 
(Theres no doubt that he stands in supreme ice olution ) 
Your topmost Parnassus he may set lus heel on, 

But no warm applauses come peal following peal on 
Hes too smooth and too polished to hang wy 2:a) on 
Unqualified merits ]'ll grant if you choose ht has em 
But he lacks the one ment of handling enthusiasm 

If he stn. you at all it 1s just on my soul 

Tike bemg stirred up with the very North Pole 


He 1s very nice reading in summer but evete 

Nos we dont waut catra freezing, in winter 

Take him up in the de pth of July my advice 35 
When you frel an Exyptiin devotion to 1 «5 

But deduct all youein there » enouch th it sight good im him 
He has a true soul for fiold river and wood in lim, 

And his heart in the midst of buick walls, or where ¢r ita 
Glows, softens and thrills with the tcudcrest charities — 
To you mortals that delve im this trade rilden planet ? 
No to old Berkshire’s nlls with their hmestonc and granite 
If youre onc who tu loco (add foco hire) desepes 
You will get of his outermost heart (16 I guess) v parce 
But youd get dicpcr down 1f you came as a precrpiec 

And would break the last seal of its inwirdest fountain 
If you only could palm yourself off for 1 mountain 

Mr Quivis or romebody quiti as discermng 

Somc scholar whos hourlysexpccting hi lcarmmng 

Calls B the Amerian Wordsworth but Wordsworth 

Is worth near as much as you whol tunctul herd s worth 
No dont be absurd hes an excellent Bryant 

But my fricnds youl endanger thc hfe of your clint 
By attempting to stretch him up mto 4 git 

If you choose to compare him fimnk there alc two per 
sons fit for a parallel—Thomson and Cowpcr * 
I dont mean exactly —therc s something ot « ich, 

Theres T 8 love of nature C s penchant to preach , 

Just mix up thear numdp so that C 5 spies of er wainess 
Shall balance and neutrahze T s turn for laziness 
And it gives you a brain cool, quite frictionless quiet 
Whose internal police mips the buds of all riot — 
A brain hke a permanent strait jachet put on 


* To demonstrate quickly and easily how per 
versely absurd tis to sound this name Cowper 
As peoplein general call him named super 
I ust add that ho rhymes 1t himacif with horse trooper 
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Lhe heart which strives vainly to burst off a button — 

A brain which, without bemg slow or mechanic, 

Does more than a larger less drilled, morc volcanic 

H¢’s u Cowper condensed with no craziness bitten, 

And the advantage that Wordsworth bc fore him has written 


‘But, my dear ttl bardlings, dont prick up your cars, 
Nor suppose I would rank you and Bryant as pcers , 
If I call him an iceberg, I dont mean to s iy 
There 18 nothing in that which 1s grand, 1n 115 wiy, 
He 18 almost the one of your poets that knows 
How much grace strength and dignity he im Re pose 
If he sometimes fall short he 14 too wise to mat 
His thought s modest fulness by going too far 
*Twould be well if your authors should all mal « a tral 
Of what virtue the1e is mm severc sclf denial 
And measure their writings by Hesiod 5 staff 
Which teaches that all has less valuc than half 


‘There 1s Whitticr whox swelling and vchemcnt heart 
Strains the strait breasted drab of the Quaker apart 
And reveals the live Man, still supreme and ercet 
Underneath the bemummying wrappe1s of sc ct 
There was ne’er a man born who had more of the swing 
Of the true lyric bard und all that hind of thing 
And his failures irisc (though perhaps he dont know it ) 
Lrom the very same cause thit has made him 1 pot — 
A fervour of inind which knows no « par vtiion 
Twixt simple cxcitement and pug inspiration, 
As my Pythoncss erst sometimes crred from not knowing 
If ’twere I or mere wind through hor tripod was blowing 
Jat his mind once gt head in its favourite direction 
And the torrent of verse bursts the dams of reflection, 
While, borne with the rush of the metze along, 
The poet may chance to go right or go wrong 
Content with the whirl and delirium of song 
‘Then his grammars not always correct nor his rhymes, 
And he’s prone to repeat his own lyrics sometimes, 
Not his best, though, for those are struck off at white heats 
When the heart in his breast hke a trip hammer beats, 
And ean ne er be repea ed again any more 
Than they could have been carefully plotted before 
Like old what’s his name there at the battle of Hastings 
(Who however, gave more than mere rhythmical bastings,) 
Our Quaker leads off metaphorical fights 
For retorm and whatever they call human rights, 
Both singing and striking in front of the waz 
And hitting lus foes with the mallet of Thor, 
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Anne he., one exclaims, on beholding his knocks, 
Vestis fila tur, O, leather clad Fox? 

Can that be thy son, in the battle’s mid din, 
Preaching brotherly love and then driving 1t in 

To the brain of the tough old Gohah of sin 

With the smooth: st of pebbles from Castaly s spring 
Impressed on his hard moral sense with a sling ? 


‘All honour and praise to the mght hearted bard 
Who was true to The Voice when such service was hard 
Who himself was so free he dared sing for the slave 
Whcn to look but a protest in silence was brave 
All honour and praise to the women and men 
Who spoke out for the dumb and the down trodden then' 
I necd not to name them, alrcady for each 
I see History preparing the statue and niche 
They were harsh but shall you be so shocked at hard words 
Who hive beatin your pruning hooks up into swords 
Whosc rewaids and hurrahs men are suter to gain 
By the reaping of men ind of women thin grun ? 
Why should you stand aghast at their feree wordy war, if 
You scalp one another for Bank or for lariff? 
Your calling them cut throats and knives all day long 
Dont prove that the use of hard langu ig¢ 15 wrong 
Whik the Worlds heirt beats quicker to think of such men 
As signed Tyranny s doom with 1 bloody stecl pen 
While on Fourth of Julys beardless orators fnght one 
With hints at Harmodius wd Aristogciton, 
You need not look shy at your sisters and brothe1s 
Who stab with sharp words for the frecdom of others — 
No a wreath, twine a wreath for the loyal and true 
Who, for sake of the many, dared stand with the tew 
Not of blood spattered laurel for enemies braved 
But of broad pcaceful oak leaves for citizens saved ' 


Here comes Dana, »vbstractedly loitermg along 
Involved im a paulo post future of song 
Who ll be going to write what Il nevcr be written 
Til] the Muse, ere he thinks of it gives him the mitten,— 
Who 3s so well aware of how things should be done 
That his own works displeise him before they re begun,— 
Who so well all that makes up good poetry knows 
That the best of his poems 1s written in prose, 
All saddled and bridled stood Pegasus waiting, 
He was booted and spurred, but he loitered debating, 
In a very grave question his soul was immersed — 
Whieh foot in the stirrup hc ought to put first 
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And, while this point and that he judicially dwelt on 
He, somehow or other had written Paul Felton, 
Whose beauties or faults, whichsocver you see there, 
You ll allow only genius could hit wpon either 

That he once wag the Idle Man none will deplore 

But I fear he will never be anything more 

The ocean of song heaves and glitters before him, 

The depth and the vastness and longing swecp ocr him, 
He knows every breaker ind shoal on the chut 

He has the Coist Pilot and so on by heart 

Yet he spends his whole hfe, like the man in the fable 
In learning to swim on his hbrary table 


‘There swaggers John Neal who has wisted in Maine 
The sincws and chords of his pugilist bram 
Who might have becn poet, but that, mn its stead he 
Preferred to believe thit he wis so already 
Loo hasty to wait till Arts ripe fruit should drop 
He must pelt down an unripe and colic] y crop 
Who took to the law, ind had this stealing ple for at 
Tt required him to quirrc] «nd paid him + fee for it 
A man whos madc ine than he might have bee.wse 
He always has thought himself more than he was — 
Who, with very good natural gifts 15 a bard, 
Broke the strings of his lyre out by striking too hard 
And cracked hilf the notes of a truly fine veice, 
Because song drew less inst int attention than noise 
Ah men do not know how much s#rength 1s n poise 
Phat he goes the firthest who gocs far onough 
And that all beyond that 1s just bothcr and stuff 
No vain min matures he makes too much new wood 
His blooms arc too thick for the fruit to be good 
Tis the modest man ripens tis he thit achieves, 
Just whats needed of sunshine and shadc he receives 
(rrapes to mellow require the cool dark of their leaves 
Neal wants balance he throws his mind always too far 
Whisking out flocks of comets but never 2 star, 
He his so mueh muscle ind loves so to show 1t, 
That he strips himself nikcd to prove hue s 4 poet 
And, to show he could lcap Arts wide ditch if he tried 
Jumps clean o’cr it, and into the hedge t other side 
He has strength, but theres nothing about him in keeping , 
One gets surelier onward by walking than leaping , 
He has used his own sinews himself to distress, 
And had done vastly more had he done vastly less, 
In letters, too soon is as bad as too late, 
Could he only have waitcd he might have been great, 
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But he plumped into Helicon up to the waust, 
And muddied the stream ere he took his first taste 


‘There 1s Hawthorne, with genius so shrinking and rere 
That you hardly at first see the strength that 19 there 
A frame so robust, with a naturc so swe t, 

So earnest so graceful, so solid so fleot, 

Is worth a descent trom Olympus to meet 

Tos as if 1 rough oak that for ages had stood, 

With his gnirled bony branches like ribs of the woed, 
Should bloom, after cycles of struggle and scathe, 
With a single anemone ticmbly and ratlie 

His strength 15 so tinder his wildness so meck 

That a suitable parallel sets one to seck — 

Hes a John Bunyan kouqué 1 Puritan Tieck 

When nature wis shaping him ela wis not granted 
For making so full sized 1 man as she wanted, 

So, to fill out her model a littl she spared 

From some finer graincd stuff for 1 wom4in prepared 
And she could not have hit a more excellent plan 
For making him fully and pertectly man 

The sucess of her schem: gave her so much delight, 
That she tried it again shortl, ufter in Dwight 
Only while she was kneading und shiping the elay, 
She sang to her work in her sweet childish way 

And found when shed put the last touch to ns soul, 
That the music hid somehow got mix+d with the whole 


‘Herc 8 Cooper, whos wiittcn six volumes to show 
Hes 1s good as a lord wll lcts grant that hes so, 
If a person prefer that deseription of praise 
Why a coronets certainly cheaper thin biys 
but he need take no pains to convince us he g not 
(As his cnemies say) the Amcrican Scott 
Choose any twelve men, and let C 1cad aloud 
That one of his novels of which he 5 most proud, 

And Id lay any bet thit without evcr quitting 

Their box, they d be all to 1 man for uw quitting 

Ho has drawn you onc eharicter though that is new 
Onc wildflower hc s plucl «d thit 16 wet with the dew 
Of this fresh Western world wnd the thing not to mina 
He has donc naught but copy 1 ul] evcr since 

His Indians, with proper respect be it sud 

Are just Natty Bumpo daubed over with red, 

And his very Long Toms are the same useful Nat 
Rigged up in duck pants and a sou wester hat, 
(Though ance im a Coffin, a good chance was found 
To have shpt the old fellow aw iy underground ) 
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All his other men figures are clothcs upon sticks 
Tho dernzer chemise of a man 1n a fix, 

(As a captain besieged when his garrison’s small 
Sets up caps upon poles to be seen o or the wall ,) 
And the women he draws from one model dont vary 
All sappy as maples and flat as a prairie 

When a character's wanted he goes to the tash 

As a cooper would do in composing a cask 

He picks out the staves of their qualitics heedful 
Just hoops them together 1s tight as 1s needful 

And, if the best fortune should crown the attempt he 
Has made at the most somcthmng wooden ind cmpty 


‘Dont suppose I would underrite Cooper s abthties 
If I thought youd do that, I should feel very 111 at case 
The men who have given to ove character hfe 
And objective existence are not very rife 
Yon may number them all both prose writers and singcrs 
Without overrunning the bounds of your fingers 
And Natty wont go to oblivion quicker 
Than Adams the parson or Primrose the vicar 


There 1s onc thing in Cooper I hkc too and that 1s 
That on manners he lectures his countrymen gratis 
Not preeiscly so cithcr beers for 1 rarnty 
He 3s pud for his tickets in unpopul irity 
Now he miy overcharge his Ametican picturcs 
But youll grant there » 1 good dei of truth in his strictures 
And I honour the man who 18 willfag to sink 
Half his present repute for the freedom to think 
And, when he has thought be his canse strong or we ik 
Will risk t oth«2 half for the freedom to speak, 

Carmg naught for what vengeance the mob has in store 
Let that mob be the upper ten thousand or lower 


‘There are truths you Americans need to be told 
And it never Il rc fute thom to swagger and scold, 
John Bull, looking oer the Atlantic 1 cholcr 
At your aptness for trade, says you worship the dollar, 
But to scorn such 1 dollar try s what very few do 
And John goes to that church as often as you do 
No matter whit John says dont try to outcrow him, 
"Tis enough to go qmetly on and outgrow him 
Lake most fathers Bull hates to see Number One 
Dupes himself in the mind of his son 
And detests the same faults in himself hed neglected 
When he sees them again 1n his childs glass reflected 
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To love one another you re too lhe by half 

It he 1s a bull, youre a pretty stout calf 

And teat your own pasture for nought but to show 
What a nice pair of horns you're beginning to grow 


‘There are one or two things I should just hke to hint, 
For you dont often get the truth told you in print, 
The most of you (this 15 what strikes all beholders) 
Have 1 mentil and physical stoop in the shoulders , 
Though you ought to be free as the winds and the wavcs 
Youve the gut and the manners of 1.unawiy slaves 
Pho you brag of your New World, you don t half believe in it 
And as much of the Old as 1s possible weave im it 
Your goddcss of frecdom 1 tight buxom girl 
With hps hke a cherry ind teeth lke a pearl 
With eyes bold w Herus and hair floating free, 
And full of the sun as the spray of the sea, 
Who can sing at a busking 01 romp it 1 shearing 
Who can tip through the forests alone without farmg 
Whoecim drive homc the cows with 9 song through the grass 
Keeps glancing aside into Europ: » cracked glass, 
Hides her 1¢d hands in gloves pinches up her Lthe waast, 
And muhkes herself wretched with transmarine taste 
She loses her fresh country charm when she takes 
Any mirror except he: own rivers ind lakes 


‘You steil Tnglishmens books and think Enghshmen s 
thought e 

With their salt on her til your wild eagle 1s caught 
Your hterature suits its each whisper and motion 

Lo whit will bc thought of it over the oce in 

The cast clothes of | urope your statesm inshup tries 
And mumbles again the old blarneys and hus — 
Forget Furope whelly your veins throb with blood 

To which the dull current in herg is but mud 

Let her sneer let her say your experiment fails, 

In her voice theres a ticmble ¢ on now whule shc rails 
And your shore will soon be in the nature of things 
Covercd thick with git arftwood of runaway kings, 
Where alone as it were in a Longfellows Waif 

Her fugitive pieces will find themsclves safe 

O my tnends, thank your God, 1f you have one, that He 
Iwixt the Old World and you set the gulf of a sea, 

Bc strong backed, brown handed, upright as your pines, 
By the scale of a hemisphere shape your designs, 
Be true to yourselves and this new ninetecnth age, 
As a statue by Powers, or a picture by Page, 

15 
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Plough, sail, forge, build, earve, pamt, all things make new, 
To your own New World imstincts contrive to be true 

Keep your ears open wide to the Future's first call, 

Be whatever you will, but yourselves first of all 

Stand fronting the dawn on Toils hcaven scaling peaks, 
And become my new race of more practical Gri ks — 
Hem! your lkenegs at present I shudder to t«ll o't 

Is that you have your slaves and th: Greek had his helot’ 


Here a gentleman present who had in his attic 
More pepper than brains shreked—‘'I'hc mans a fanatic, 
I'm a eapitil tailor with warm tar and feathers 
And will make him a suit that 1] serve m all we athers , 
But we'll argue the point first Im willing to re wont 
Palaver beforc condemnation s but deecnt, 

So through my humble person Humanity begs 

Of the fricnds of true freedom a loan of bad eges 

But Apollo kt one such a look of his show forth 

As when See vunrit dourws and so forth 

And the gentleman somc how siunk out o* the way 
But as he was gomg gamed courage to say— 

‘At slavery in the abstract my whole soul rcebcle 

I um as strongly opposed tot as iny one el« 

‘Ay, no doubt but whenevir Ive happened to mect 
With a wrong or a crimo, it 1s always concrete 
Answered Phebus scveicly then turning to us 

‘The mistake of such fellows as just made the fuss 

Is only in taking a great busy natén 

For a part of their pitiful cotton plantation — 

But there comcs Miranua, Acus! where shall I flee to? 
She his such a penchant for bothering me too ! 

She always keeps asking if I don t observe a 
Particulir likencss twixt her and Mimerva 

Shc tells mc my efforts im verse are quite clever — 
Shc’s been travelling now and will be worse than vcr 
Ono would thmh, though a sharp sighted notcr shed be 
Of all that a worth mentioning over the gea, 

fol a woman must surely see well, if she try, 

The whole of whose being’s a capital I 

She will take an old notion and make it hcr own, 

By saying it ocr m her Sibylhline tonc, 

Or persuade you ‘tis something tremendously deep 

By repeating it so as to put you to sleep 

And she well may defy any mortal to see through it, 
When once she has mixed up her mfinite me through rt 
There 1s one thing she owns m her own single might, 
It 1g native and genume—namely, her spite 
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Though, when acting as consor she privately blows 
A censor of vamty neath her own nose’ 


Here Miranda came up and said, ‘Phebus! you know 
That the infinite Soul has ite infinite woe, 
As I ought to know, having lived cheek by jowl, 
Since the day I was born with the Infinite Soul, 
I myself introduced I myself, I alone, 
To my Lands betier hfe authors solely my own, 
Who the sad heurt of earth on their shoulders have taken, 
Whose works sound a depth by Lifes quiet unshaken, 
Such as Shakespeare, for instance the Bible and Bacon, 
Not to mention my own woiks Times nad 18 fleet, 
And, as fo. myself Im quite out of conceit ’— 


Quite out of concoit! 1m enchanted to hear it’ 
Crid Apollo aside ‘Who'd have thought she was nea if ? 
To be sure onc 1s apt to exhaust those commodities 
He uses too fast, yet in this case is odd 1t 18 
As if Neptune should say to his turbots and whitangs, 

Im as much out of salt as Mirandas own writ.ngs,” 
(Which as shc in her own happy manner has saad, 
Sound a depth, for ’tas one of the functions of lead } 
She often has asked me if I could not find 
A place somewhere near me that suited her mind 
I know but a single one vacant which she, 

With her rare talent that way would fit to a T 
And it would not imply gny pause or cessation 
In the work she csteems her peculiar vocation— 
She may enter on duty to day if she chooses, 
And remam Tiring woman for hfe to the Muses’ 


(Miranda meanwhile has succeeded in driving 
Up into a corner in spite of their striving, 
A. small flock of termficd victims «and there, 
With an I turn the crank of the Universe air 
And a tone which, at least to my fancy, appears 
Not so much to be entermg as voxing your ears, 
Is unfolding a tale (of herself I surmise), 
kor tis dotted as thick as a peacock s with Ig ) 
Apropos of Miranda, I'll rest on my oarg 
And drift through a trifling digression on bores, 
For, though not veering ear rings t% more may 
Our ears are kept bored just as 1f we still wore ’em 
‘Lhere waa one fendal custom worth keepmg, at least 
Roasted bores made a part of euch well ordered feast 
And of all quiet pleasures the vary ne ples 
Was in hunting wild bores as the fame oneg hunt us 
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Lich vologiins, I hnow, who have personal fears 
Ot this wise application of hounds and of spears 
Hive tmed to make out, wth a zeal mor thin wont<d 
I'was a kind of wild swine that oun ancestors hunted , 
But I1l never beheve that the ige which his strewn 
hurope o’er with cathedrals, und otherwise shown 
That it knew what was what could by chance not hive hnown 
(Spending too its chief time with its buff on no doubt) 
Which bast twould improve the woild most to thin out 
T divide bores myself in the m inner of rifles, 
Into two great divisions reg irdless of trifles — 
There s your smooth bore and screw bore, who do not much 


var 

In the wack of cold lead they respectively carry 

The smooth bore 1s one in whose essence the mind 
Not a corner nor cranny to cling by can find 

You feel as in mghtmares sometimes when you slip 
Down a steep slated roof whire there s nothing to grip, 
You slide and you slide, the blank horror inercases 
You had rather by far be at once smashed to pieces 
You fancy a whirlpool below white and frothing, 

And finally drop off and light upon—nothing 

‘Lhe screw bore has twists in him, faint predilections 
Yor going just wrong in the tritest dire etions 

When he’s wrong he 1s flat when hes mght he can t show if 
He 1] tell you what Snooks said about the ncw poet * 
Or how Fogrum was outragcd by Tennyson s Princcss 
He has spent all his spare time and€nt« lect sinee his 
Birth im perusing, on eich art and science 

Just the books in which no on puts any 1eliinee, 

And though remo wer told, Loris omnibus samt 

The rule will not fit him however you shape it, 

For he has a percnniil foison of s yppiness 

He has just enough force to spoil half your day s happiness 
And to make him a sort of mosquito to be with 

But just not enough to dispute or agree with 


These shetches I made (not to be too exphieit) 
Trom two honest fellows who made me a visit 
And broke, like the tale of the Bear and the Fiddlc 
My reflections on Halleck short off by the middle 
I shall not now go into the subject more deeply 
Lor I notice that some of my readers look sleep ly, 
I will barely remark that, ’mongst crvilised nations, 
There 8 none that displays morc exemplary patience 


* (If you call Snooks an owl he will show by his looks 
That he s morally certain you re jealous of Snooks ) 
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ME cot BE 


Under all sorts of boring at all sorts of hours, 
From all sorts of desperate persons, than ours 

Not to speak of our papers our State legislaturcs, 
And other such trials for sensitive natures 

Just look for a moment at Congress—appalled 

My fancy shrinks bach from the phantom 1t called 
Why theres scarcely a member unworthy to trown 
Neath what Founer nicknames the Boreal crown 
Only think what that infinite bore power could do 
If applied with a utilitarian view 

Suppose for example we shipped 1t with care 

To Saharas gro it desert and Ict it bore there 

If they held one short session ind did nothing else 
They d fill the whole wast: with Artesian wells 
But tis time now with pen phonographic to follow 
Thiough some more of his sketches ow laughing Apollo ~— 


There comes Harry lranco and as he diiws nar 
You find thats a smile which you took for 1 sneer 
One half of him contradicts t other, his wont 
Ts to say very sharp things und do very blunt, 
His manner’s as hard 4s lus feclings are tender, 
And a sortie he’ll make whin he means to surrender 
Hes 1n joke half the timc when he seems to be sternest 
When he seems to be joking be surc hes in earnest , 
He has common sense in & way that s uncommon, 
Hates humbug ind cant, loves his friends hke a woman 
Builds Ing dishkes of cagds and ns friendships uf oak, 
Loves a prejudice better thin aught but a joke, 
Is half upright Quiker halt downright Come outcr 
Loves Freedom too well to go stark mad about hex 
Quite artless himself, is a lover of Ait 
Shuts you out of his secrets wd into his heart 
And though not a put yct all must admire 
In his letters of Pinto Ins shill on the hai 


There comes Poc with lis raven like Barnaby Rude, 
Three fifths of him genius and two fifths sheer tudge, 
Who talks like a book of 1ambs and pentame ters, 
Tn a way to make people of common # nse damn metres 
Who has written some things quite the best of their hind 
But the heart somchow seems all squeezed out by the mand 
we hey day' Whats this? Messieuis Mathews ind 
0e, 

You mustn t fling mud balls at Longfellow s0 

Docs it make a man worse that Ins character s such 

As to makc his fiends love him (as you think) too much ? 
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Why, thero 1s not a bard at ths moment alive 

More willing than he that his fellows should thrive , 

While you are abusing him thus, even now 

He would help either one of you out of a slough , 

You may say that he s smooth and all that till you're hoarse, 
But remember that elegance also 1s force , 

After polishing granite as much as you will 

The heart keeps its tough old persistency stall , 

Deduct all you can that still keeps you at bay— 

Why, he'll live till men weary of Collins and Gray 

I’m not over fond of Greek metres m Enghsh 

To me rhyme’s a gain go it be not too yinglish 

And your modern hexameter verses are no more 

Like Greck ones than sleek Mr Pope is hke Homer 

As the roar of the sea to the coo of a pigeon is 

So cumpared to your moderns, sounds old Melesigcncs 

I may be too partial, the reason perhips ot is 

That Ive heard the old blund man recite his own rhapsodies 
And my ear with that music impregnate may be, 

Inke the poor exiled shell with the soul of the sea 

Or as one can’t bear Strauss when his nature 15 cloven 

To its deeps within deeps by thc stroke of Beethoven 

But set that aside and ’tis truth that FE speak 

Had Theocritus written in English, not Greck, 

I believe that his exquisite sense would scarce change a line 
In that rare, tender, virgin lke pastoral Evangeline 

That's not ancient nor modern its place 1s apart 

Where time has no sway, 1n the realm of pure Art 

Tis a shrine of retreat from Earth’s‘hubbub and strife 

As quiet and chaste as the authors own life 


‘There comes Philothea, her face all a glow, 
She has just been dividing some poor creature 3 woc 
And can’t tell which pleases her most, to relieve 
His want o1 his story to heir and believe 
No doubt agaist many deep griefs she prevails 
For her ear 1s the refuge of destitute talcs, 
She knows well that silence 1s sorrow’s best food, 
And that talking draws off from the heart 1t s black blood 
So she ll hsten with patience and let you unfold 
Your bundie of rags as twere pure cloth of gold, 
‘Which indeed it all turns to as soon as shes touch d it 
And (to borrow a phrase from the nursery) muched it 
She has such a musical taste, she will go 
Any distance to hear one who draws a long bow, 
She will swallow a wonder by mere might and main 
And thinks 1t geometry’s fault if she’s fain 
To consider things flat, inasmuch as they’re plain 
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Facts with her are accomplished, as Frenchmen would say, 
They will prove all she wishes them to—-either way, 
And as fact hes on this side or that, we must try, 
If were seeking the truth, to find where it dont he, 
I was telling her once of a marvellous aloe 
That for thousands of years had looked spindling and sallow, 
And though nursed by the fruitfullest powers of mud 
Had ncvir vouchsafed e en so much as a bud 
Jill its owner remarked (as a sailor, you know, 
Often will in a calm) that 1t never would blow, 
Tor he wished to ¢ahibit the plant and designed 
Phat its blowing should help him in raising the wind , 
At list 1t was told him that if he should water 
Its roots with the blood of us unmarried dau_htc 
Who was born, as her mother, a Calvinist said 
With a Baxter s effectual caul on her head), 
It. would blow 1s the obstinat« breeze did when by a 
Like dccree of her father dud Iphigenia 
At frst he declared he himself would be blowed 
Eure his conscicnee with such a toul ermmc he would load 
But thc thought, coming oft, grew less dark than befoi: 
And he mused 46 cach ere ditor knocked at his door, 
If ¢has weic but done they would dun me no more 
Tiold Philothea his strugyles and doubts, 
And how he considercd the ms and the outs 
Ot the visions he had and the dreadful dysp: psy 
Ilow hc went .o the secr that lives at Poke psi, 
How thc seer advised him to sleep on it fist 
And to read his big volufac in case of the woist 
And further advised he should pay him five doli us 
Tor writing Bunt, Bum, on his wristbands und collars , 
Thiee years and ten diys these dark words he had studaed 
When the daughter was missed and the aloe had budded , 
I told how he watched 1t grow large and more large 
And wondered how much for the show he should charge— 
She had hstened with utter indiffercnee to this till 
TI told how it bloomed, and discharging its pistil 
With wn um the Eumenides dictated, shot 
The botanical filberde deid on the spot 
It had blown, but hc reaped not his horrible gaims 
Lor at blew with such force as to blow out his bians 
And the crime was blown also beeause on the wad, 
Which was paper, was writ Visitation of God’ 
As well as a thrilling account of the deed 
Which the coroner kindly allowed me to read 


Well my friend took this story up just, to be sure, 
As one might a poor foundling that’s laid at one’s door 
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She combed 1t, and washed xt, and clothed it, and fed at 
And as if ’twere her own child most tenderly bred it 

Laid the scene (of the legend, I mean) far away a 
mong the green vales underneath Himalaya 

And by artist hke touches laid on here and there, 
Made the whole thing so touching I frankly declare 

I have read 1t all thrice, and perhaps I am weak 

But I found every time thcre were tears on my cheel 


‘The pole science tells us, thc magnet controls 
But she 1s a mignct to emgi1ant Poles 
And folks with a mission thit nobody knows 
Throng thickly about her as bees round 4 rose 
Sho can fill up the cavets m such make their scope 
Converge to some focus of rational hoi 
And, with sympathies fresh as the morning then g ul 
Can transmute into honey—but this 1s not all 
Not only for those she has solace, oh, say 
Vices desperate nursling idnft in Broadway 
Who clingest with all that 1s left of thee human 
To the last slcnder spar from the wreck of the woman 
Hast thou not found onc shore where those tired drooping fe et 
Could 1each firm mother carth one full heart on whose be it 
The soothed heid in silence reposing could he 1 
The chimes of far childhood throb bick on the car ? 
Ah theres miny a beam from the fountain of dav 
That to reach us uncloudcd must piss on its way 
Through the soul of » woman, ind hers 1s wide ope 
To the influcnee of Heicn is the Qluc eyes of Hopr 
Yes, a great soul 1s Hers one thit dares to go 
To the prison the slave hut the alleys of sin, 
And to bmng into cach or to find there some linc 
Of the never completely out tramplcd divine 
Tf her heart at high floods swamps hcr bra now and then 
"Tis but richer for that whcn the tidc cbbs igen 
As, after old Nile has subsided his plain 
Overflows with a sccond broad deluge of grain 
What « wealth would it biing to the nimow and sour 
Could they be as a Child but for one little hour 


‘What! Irving? thrice welcome waim heart and fine brain 
You bring back the happiest spirit from Spain, 
And the gravest swect humour that ever were there 
Since Cerv mtes met death m his gentle despan 
Nay, don’t be embarrissed nor look so beseeching— 
I shan trun directly against my own preaching 
And, having just laughed at their Raphaels and Dantes, 
Go to setting you up beside matchless Cervantes, 


A FABLE FOR CRITICS 233 


But allow me to speak what I honestly feel— 

To a true poet heart add the fun of Dick Stcele 

Throw 2n all of Addison, smn, the chill, 

With the whole of that partnership» stock and goodwill, 
Mix well, and while stirrmg, hum oer as a spell 

The fino old Enghsh Gentleman, simmer it well 
Sweeten just to your own private hking then strain 
That only the finest and clearest remain 

Let it stand out of doors till a soul it recerves 

From the warm lazy sun loitermg down through green le ives, 
And you Il find a choice nature not wholly deserving 

A nime either English or Y mkee —just Irving 


There goes—but stet nomunts wmbra—his name 
You Il be glid enough some day or other to clarm 
And will all crowd about him ind swe ir thit you knew him 
If some Enghsh hack ciitie should chance to revicw him 
The old porcos ante ne projicratis 
Maraaritas for him you have verified miatis 
What matters his name? Why, it may be Sylvester 
Judd Junior or Jumus Ulysses or Nestor, 
For aught J know or care 7t35 cnough that J look 
On the author of Marguet the first Yankce book 
With the sow? of Down Fist nt ind things farther Fast 
As far as the threshold of morning «t least 
Where iwaits the fair dawn of the simple and true 
Of the day thit comcs slowly to mike all things ncw 
T has a smack of pine woods, of bare field and ble sk hill 
Such as only the brecd gf the Mayflowcr could till 
The Puritan 5 shown in it tough to the core 
Such as prayed smiting Agay on red Mirston Moor 
With an unwilling humour hilf choked by the diouth 
In brown hollows about the inhospitable mouth 
With a soul tull of poetry, though it has quilms 
About fiindm,, a hippiness out of the Psalms 
Full of tenderness too though it shrinks mn the dak 
Hamadryad hke under the coarse shaggy bark , 
That sees visions, hnows wresthnes of God with the Will 
And has 1ts own Sinais and thunderings still 


Herc-— Forgive me Apollo Ierwd while I pour 
My heirt out to my birthplace O loved more ind more 
Dear Buystate from whose rocky bosom thy sons 
Should suck milk strongwill giving, brave, such as runs 
In the veins of old Graylock—who 1s 1t that dares 
Call thee pedler a soul wrapt 1» bank books and shares? 
It as false! She’s a poct' I see, as I wnte 
Along the far railroad the steam-snake glide white, 
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The cataract throb of her mill hearts I hear 

The swift strokes of trip hammers weary my eat, 

Sledges rig upon anvils, through loge the saw screams, 
Blocks swing to their place, beetles drive home the beams — 
It 1s songs such as these that she croons to the din 

Of her fast flying shuttles, year out and year 1n, 

While fiom earth s farthest corner there comes not a breeze 
But wafts her the buzz of her gold gleaning bees 

What though those horn hands have as yet found small time 
lor paintmg and sculpture and music and rhyme ? 

Phesc will com in due order, the need that pressed sorest 
Was to vinquish the seasons the ocein, the forest 

To bridle ind harness the rivers the steam, 

Making that whnl her mill wheels, this tug in her team, 
oe yissalise old tyrint Winter and make 

im delve surhly for her on river ind lake — 

Whin this New World was parted she strove not to shirk 
Her lot in the heirloom the tough, silent Work 

Thc hero share ever from Heraklcs down 

To Odin the Earths iron sceptre wud crown, 

Yes thou dear noble Motha ' if ever mens praise 

Could be clamcd for creating heroical lays 

Thou hist won it if ever the laurel divine 

Crowned the Miker and Builder, thit glory 1s thine ! 

Chy songs arc right epic they tell how this rude 

Rock rib of our «arth here was tamed and subducd 

Thou hast writtcn them plain on the face of the planct 

In brave, deathless letters of iron and gianite 

Thou hist punted them deep for a& time they ire st 
Trom the same runie type fount and alphabet 

With thy stout Berkshire hilly and the arms of thy Biy— 
They aie staves from the burly old Mayflower lay 

If the drones of the Old World in querulous eas: , 

Ask thy Art and thy Letters point proudly to these 

Or if they deny these arc Letters und Art, 

Toil on with the same old mvineible heart 

Thou art reamng the pedestal bioad based and grand 

Whe reon the fair shaper of the Artist shall stand 

And «.eiting through labours undaunted and long 

Lhe theme for all Sculpture ind Painting and Son,;'! 


But my good mother Baystate wants no praise of mine 
She learned trom Aer mother a preeopt divine 
About something that butters no parsmips her forte 
In another direction lies work is her sport 
(Though she ll curtsey wd set her cap straight, that she will, 
If you talk about Plymouth and one Bunker’s hill) 
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Deai notable goodwife' by this time of mght, 

Her hcarth 1 swept clean, and her fire burning bright 
And she sits in a chair (of home plan and make) rocking, 
Musing much all the while as she darns on a stocking, 
Whether turkeys will come pretty high next Thanksgiving, 
Whether flour ll be so dear, for, as sure as shes living 

She will use rye and myun then whethcr the pig 

By this time unt got pretty tolcrable big 

And whithcr to scll it outright will be best 

Or to smoke hims and shoulders and sult down the 10st— 
At this minute shed swop all my verses ah, erucl! 

dor the last patent stove that 15 saving of fuel 

So Ill just Ict Apollo co on for his phiz 

Shows Ive kept lim iwaiting too long 15 1t 18 


If our fricnd, there, who seems a reporter 1s done 
With his burst of emotion why JZ will go on 
Said Apollo some smiled and, indeed, J must own 
There was something sareastic, perhaps, m his ton. — 


There ¢ Holmes who is matchless among you for wit 
A Leydon jar alwiys full charged from which flit 
The clectrical ting] 5 ot hit ufter hot 
In long pocms tis pwunful sometimes ind insitcs 
A thought of che way the new Telcgi uph writes 
Which pricks down its hitth shurp sentences spite fully 
Asif you got more than youd title to 1ightfully 
And you hnd yours lt hoping its wild father Lightning 
Would flame in for a secogd and give you 4 fright ning 
He has perfect swry of whit J Pi t Sham metre, 
but many rdmire it the English pentametcr 
And Campbell, I think, wrot« most commonly worsc 
With less nerve swing ind fire m the same hind of vers, 
Nor eer whe ved ight int s0 worthy of praise 
As the tributc of Holmcs to the Gai ind Murselazar 
You went crazy last year over Bulwer ¢ New Timon — 
Why if B, tothe day ot his dying, should rhyme on 
Heaping verses on verses and tomes upon tomes, 
He could necr reach the best point and vigour of Holmes 
His are just the fine hands, too to wcave you a lyric 
tullot tanvy fun fceling, or spiced with s rtaric 
In 4 measure so kindly, you doubt if the tocs 
That we trodden upon are youl own or your foes 


There s Lowel], whos striving Parnassus to climb 
With 1 whole bale of ems tied together with rhym< 
He mght get on alone spite of brambles and boulders, 
But he cant with that bundle he has on his shoulders 
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Tp come to the pomt, I may safely assert you 

Will find im cach yard every cardinal virtue * 

Fach has s1x truest patriots four discoverers of ethcr, 
‘Who never had thought ont nor mentioned 1t either 
Ten poets, the greatest who ever wrote rhyme 

Two hundred and forty first men of their time 

One person, whose portrait just gave the least hint 

Its onginal had a most. horrible squint 

One critic most (what do they call 1t?) reflective 

Who never had used the phrase ob or subjective 
Yorty fathers of Freedom, of whom twenty bred 

Then sons for the rice swimps, at so much a head 

And their danghters for—faugh! thuty mothcrs of Gracch 
Non resistints who gave many a spiritual black eye 
Enght true friends of their kind, one of whom was a jailer 
our captains wmost as astounding us Taylor 

Two dozen of Italy s oxiles who shoot us his 
Kaisership daily, stern pen and ink Brutuscs 

Whp in Yankee back parlours, with crucified smile,t 
Mount s renely their country s funereal pile 

Ninety nine Imsh heroes ferocious rebellers 

Gainst the Saxon in cis marine garrets and cell irs 
Who shake their dread fists o er the se1 and all that— 
As long as a copper drops into the hat 

Nine hundred leutonie republicans stark 

From Vaterland s battles yust won—im the Park 

Who the happy profession of martyrdom take 
Whenever it gives them a chance ¢t a steak 

Sixty two sucond Washingtons two or three Jackyons 
And so many everythings clsc that it racks ones 

Poor memory too much to continue the list 

Especially now they no longer exist— 

I would merely observe that you ve taken to giving 
The puffs that belong to the dead to the living, 

And that somchow your tiump of contemporary dooms toncs, 
Is tuned after old dedicitions and tombstones 


Here the crite came in and a thistle presented {— 
From a frown to 4 smile the god s features relentcd, 
As he stared at his envoy, who, swelling with piidc, 
To the gods asking look, nothing daunted, replied, 


* (Andrat this just conclusion will surely arnve 
That the goodness of earth 1s more dead than alive ) 
+ Not forgetting their tea and their toast though the while 
¢ Turn back now to page—goodness only knows what— 
And take a fresh hold on the thread of my plot 
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Tax interruption referred to in the first sentence of the 
first of these papers was just a quarter of a century yn 
duration Two articles entitled “The Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table’ will be found m “The New England 
Magazine,’ formerly published in Boston by J T and 
E Buckingham ‘The date of the first of these articles 
1s November, 1831, and that of the second, February, 
1832 When “ The Atlantic Monthly’ was begun, twenty- 
five years afterwards, and the author was asked to write 
for it, the recollection of these crude products of his un’ 
combed literary boyhood suggested the thought that 1¢ 
would be a curious experiment to shake the same bough 
again, and see 1f the ripe fruit were better or worse than 
the early windfalls 

So began this series of papers, which naturally brings 
those earlier attempts to my own notice and that of some 
few frends who were idle enough to read them at the 
time of their publication The man 1s father to the boy 
that was, and I am my own son, as it seems to me, 2 
those papers of “The New England Magazine” If I 
find 1t hard to pardon the boy's faults, others would find 
it harder They will not, therefore, be reprinted here, 
nor, as I hope, anywhere 

But s sentence or two from them will nerhana bear ra 
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producing, and with these I trust the gentle reader, uf 
that kind being still breathes, will be contented 


— Tt 18 a capital plan to carry a tablet with you, 
and, when you find yourself felicitous, take notes of your 
own conversation 

~—'* When I feel mclined to read poetry I take dowh 
my Dictionary The poetry of words 1s quite as beautiful 
as that of sentences The author may arrange the gems 
effectively, but their shape and lustre have been given by 
the attrition of ages Biing me the finest simile from 
the whole range of 1maginative writing, end I will show 
you a single woid which conveys a more profound, a 
more accurate, and a more eloquent analogy 

~«‘ Once on a time, a notion was started, that if all 
the people in the world would shout at once, 1 might be 
heard mm the moon So the projectors agreed it should 
be done in just ten years Some thousand shiploads of 
chronometers were distributed to the selectmen and other 
great folks of all the different nations Foi a year before 
hand, nothing else was talked about but the awful noise 
that was to be made on the grea occasion When the 
time came, everybody had their ears so wide open, to hear 
the universal eyaculation of Boo,—the word agreed upon, 
——that nobody spoke except a deaf man in one of the 
Feeyee Islands, and a woman in Pekin, so that the world 
was never so still since the creation ’ 











There was nothing better than these things, and there 
was not a httle that was much worse A young fellow 
of two or three and twenty has as good a mght to spoil a 
magazine full of essays in learning how to write, as an 
oculist. like Wenzel had to spoil his hatful of eyes mm 
learnmg how to operate for cataract, or an elegant hke 
Brummel to point to an armful of failures in the attempt 
to achieve a perfect tie This son of mme, whom I have 
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not seen for these twenty five years, generously counted, 
was a self willed youth, always too ready to utter his 
unchastised fancies He, hike too many American young 
people, got the spur when he should have had the rein 
He therefore helped to fill the market with that unripe 
fruit which his father says, in one of these papers, 
abounds in the marts of his native country All these 
by gone shortcomings he would hope are forgiven, did he 
not feel sure that very few of his readers know anything 
about them In taking the old name for the new papers 
he felt bound to say that he had uttered unwise things 
under that title, and if 1t shall appear that his coe an 
has not diminished by at least half while his years Rave 
doubled, he promises not to repeat the experzment if he 
should live to double them again and become his owt 
grandfather 


OLr1IvER Wenpett Hommes 


Boston, November 1 1858 
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Was just going to sv when I wis interrupted, that 

one of the many ways of classifyin, mmds 15 under the 
herds of arithmetic and algebrucil intellects All 
economical and practical wisdom 1s an extension or vatia 
tion of the followmg anthmetical formulr 2+2=4 
Every philosophical proposition has the more general 
chu iter of the expression a+b=e We ue mere 
operitives, empiiics, and e,otists, until we leain to think 
in Ictters instead of figures 

They all stacd There 1s a divimty student lately 
come imoug us to whom I commonly addicss remarks 
like the above, alowimg him to tue a certain share in 
the conversrition so far w assent or pertinent questions 
are involved Ife abused his liberty on this occasion by 
presuming to say tht Leibnitz had the s ime observation 
—No, su, I replied he hw not But he said a mghty 
good thing about mathematics, that sounds something 
like it, and you found it, not on the orrgunal, but quoted 
by Dr Thomas Reid I will tell the company what he 
did say, one of these days 
If I belong to a Society of Mutual Admuation ? 
~—I blush to siy that I do not at this present moment 
I once did, howeve: It was the first association to which 
I ever heard the term applicd, a body of scientific young 

1 
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men in a grent foreign city who admued their teacher 
and to some catent eich othcr Muiny of them deserved 
it, they have become famous suxce It amuses me 
to hcu the talh of one of those bemgs dcsuribed by 
Thache w— 


© Litters four do form his name — 


nbont a soviil development which belongs to the very 
noblust ~ta,e of avilization All generous compinis of 
artist, authors plilanthropists men of suicuce, ale, or 
ought to be, Societies of Mutudl Admuition A min of 
genius or wy kind of supcnorty is not debanicd from 
idmuim., the same quality in inother, nor the othe: from 
returning his admur ition =They may even associite to 
gether md continue to think Inghly of cach otha: And 
s0 of a dozin such men, 1f iny one plice 1s fortunate 
enough to hold so many The bemg referred to above 
wsuincs scverl false premises First thit men of talent 
neccssuily hite cach other Sc condly that intimite 
kuowlcd zc or habitual soci ition destroys our admur ation 
of peisons whom we csteemed lishly it a distance 
Thudly thit a cucle of clever fluows who mect together 
to dine and have a ood time have signed a constitution il 
compet to glorify themselves and to put down him andthe 
finction of the human rice not belonzing to their number 
houthly that 1 13 an outra,e that he 1s not asked to 
yon them 

Here the company laughed a good deal, and the old 
gentikmain who sits opposite sud,‘ Thats it! thits it!’ 

I continued, for I was in the talling vein As to 
eever peopl s hating exch other, I think a /iitle extia 
tilcnt does sometimes make people jealous They become 
irritated by peipetual attempts and failures, and it hurts 
their tempcrs and dispositions ©Unpretending mediocrity 
14 good, and genius 1s glorious, but a weak flavour of 
genius in an essentially common person 1s detestable It 
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spoils the grand neutrality of a commonplice c! aracter, 
as the rinsings of an unwwhed winc glass spoil adi wght 
of fin water No wondc: the poor fellow we spoke of, who 
always belongs to this class of slightly flavoutcd medio 
erities, 1s puszled ind vexed by the stringe sizht of a 
dozen men of cipacity woil ing and playin, together m 
harmony Ic and his fillows are alwiys fights With 
them familiuity nitur uly breeds contempt It they ever 
pruse ¢ach other s bid da wines or bol en winded novl , 
or spavined verses nobody ¢var supposed it was from ad 
mutition, 16 wis sunply a contrict betwecn themselves 
and a publisher or dealer 

If the Mutuals hive rc uly nothmg imong them worth 
admuung that alters the quo tion but it they are men 
with noble powers ind qualities kt me tell you that, 
next to youthful love nd fiumily ulections there 1s no 
hum in sentiment better than thit which umtcs the So 
cicti:s OF Mutual Aduurition And what would literature 
or art be without such associations P Who cin tell what 
we owe to the Mutuil Admnition Soccty of which 
Shakspeue and Ben Jonson and Be wumont and T letcher 
were members? Or %o that of which Addison and 
Steele formed the centic and which give us the Spectator P 
Or to that where Johnson, ind Goldsmith and Burke, 
and Reynolds and Betuchrh, and Boswell, most ad 
muing amons all admiucis met tozcther? Was there 
any gicat harm in the fact that the livings and Paulding 
wrote in compiny” or any unpirdonable cibil in the 
literary union of Verplanck and Bryant ind Sands and 
as many move as they chose to rssociate with them ? 

The poor creature docs not know what he 1s talking 
about, when he abuses this noblest of institutions Let 
him inspect its mysteries through the knot hole he has 
secured, but not use that orifice as a medium for his 
popgun Such a society 1s the crown ofa literary me 
taopohs, if a town has not matczial for it, and spit and 

1—2 
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good feeling enough to organize it, 1t 18 a mere caravan 

sary, fit for a man of genius to lodge im, but not to live 
in Foolish people hate and dread and envy such an as 

sociation of men of varied powers and influence, because 
it 1s lofty, serene, impregnable, and, by thc necessity of 
the case, exclusive Wise ones ate prouder of the title 
MS M A than of all their other honours put to 

gether 

~———~ All generous minds have a horror of wht are 
commonly called “facts | They are the brute beasts of 
the intellectual domain Who does not know fellows 
that always hive an all conditioned fact or two which 
they lead afte: them into decent comprny lithe so many 
bull dogs, ready to let them shp .t every ingenious sug 
gestion, or convenient geneializition, or pleasant fancy ?P 
I allow no “ficts at this tible WhatP Because 
bread 15s good and wholesome and necessary and nourish 
ing, shall you thrust a crumb into mj windpipe while I 
am talhing P Do not these muscles of mine icprescnt a 
hundred loaves of bicad? and 1s not my thought the 
abstract of ten thousand of these crumbs of tiuth with 
which you would chohe off my specch P 

[The above remark must be conditioned and qu tified 
fo. the vulgat mmd = The readcr will of course under 
stand the precise amount of seasonmg which must be 
added to it before he adopts 1t as one of the axioms of 
his hfe The speaker disclums all i1esponsibility for its 
abuse in incompetent hands ] 

This business of conversation 18 4 very serious matter 
There are men thit it woikens one to talk with an hou 
more than a days fasting would do Maik this that I 
am going to say, for 1t 1s as good as a working profes 
sion il mans advice, and costs you nothing It 1s better 
to loce a pint of blood from your vems than to have a 
nerve tapped Nobody measuics your neivous force as 


OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE 5 


it runs away, nor bandages your brain and marrow after 
the opcration 

There are men of esprt who are excessively exhausting 
to some people They are the talkers who have what 
may be called yerky minds Then thoughts do not 1un 
im the natural order of sequence They say bnght things 
on all possible subjects, but their zizzigs rach you to 
death After a jolting half hour with one of those jerky 
companions, talking with + dnll fiend affords great 
whef Itis ike taking the cvt in your lap afte: holding 
a squirrel 

What a comfort a dull but kindly personis to be sure, 
at times <A ground gliss shade over a gas limp does 
not bring more solace to our dazzled eyes than such a one 
to our minds 

Do not dull people bore you ?’ said one of the lady 
boarder.—the same that sent me her autograph book last 
week, with a request for a few onginal stanzas, not 
remembering that ‘ The Pactohin pays me five dollais 
a line for everything I write in its columns 

“Madam, sid I (she and the century were in their 
teens tozether), “all mgn ate bores except whcn we want 
them There never was but one man whom I would 
tiust with my latch | ey 

* Who might that fwoured person be P 

« Zimmermann 
The men of genius that] fincy most have erectile 
heads like the cobra di capello You remember what 
they tell of William Pinkncy the gteit pleader how in 
his eloquent parovysms the vems of his neck would swell 
and his face flush and his eyes glitter, untal he seemed ou 
the verge of apoplexy The hydraulic arrangements for 
supplying the braim with blood are only second in impor 
tance to its own organization The bulbous headed 
fullows that steam well when they are at work are the 
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men that draw big audiences and give us mariowy books 
and pictuics = It 1s a good sizn to have ones fect grow 
cold when he is wiitine A great write: and speaker 
once told mc that he often wrote with his fret im hot 
water but forth: add his blood would have run into his 
head a3 the mamury sometimes withdraws mto the bul 
of 9 thermometer 

—— You dont suppose that my remuls mad at 
tlas tible ae The so many postige stamps, do you eich 
to be only once utturd? It you do you are mistal cn 
He must be a poor crevtine thit does not often repeat 
himself Imisine the author of the excclent piece of 
advicc, ‘ Know thysclfi never alludin, to thit sentament 
wun dunn, the course of 4 protiicted existence! Why, 
the truths a min canis iubout with hun uc his tools, 
and do you thin] a carpenter is bound to use the same 
planc but once to smooth al notty bowd with o1 to hang 
up his himmer iter st has diiven its fustunl PT shall 
neve: repeit a convarsition but im iderv often I shall 
use the sime types when I lhe but not commonly the 
same stereotypes A thou ht is often onijimil though 
you hwe uttacd it vhundied types — Ithis come to you 
over a new route, by a ncw ind express trun of associa 
tions 

Sometimes but rarcly, one miy be canght malung the 
sime speech twice over and yet be held blameless ‘Thus, 
aceitun lecturer after porformmg m an mlind aty, 
where dwells a de¢/c+atiire of note, wis invited to mect 
her and othas over the sour teuup She pleasantly 
referred to his miny wanduings im his new occup ition 
“Yeo, he replicd, “Iam lle the Huma, the bird that 
never lights, being alwys in the cars, as he 1s always on 
the wmg Years elapsed ‘The Iccturer visited the 
pune plice once more for the sume purpose Another 
social cup after the lecture, and a second meeting with 
the distinguished lady “ You are constantly going from 
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place to place, she sud “ Yes, he answend “TI am 
lke the Huma, «nd finished the sentence w before 

Whit henors, when it flashed over him that he had 
made this fine speech word for word, twice over! Yet 
it wis not trac ws the lidy perhips might hive funly 
inferred, thit he had cmbellished his conver ition with 
the Huma duly during thit whole intervil of years On 
the contruy he hid never once thou ht of the odious 
fowl until the recunrence of precisely the same cucum 
stinces brouzht up preciscly the supe ader He ousht 
to hue becn proud of the wou wy of his mental adjust 
ments Given crtun fictors ad a sound brun should 
Uways evolve the same tired product with the certamty 
of Bibbiges calculating m whe 
Whit a situe by the wy 1s that machine on 
the maic mathematiuin! A Faiuilensteim monster a 
thing without bDrims and without heut, too stud to 
mike a blunda thit turns out results hile acom sheller, 
and never gtows any wisci or better, thou,h 1 giind a 
thousand bushels of them! 

T have in immense resp. ct for a min of tilcnts plus 
‘the mathematics But the crlculiting powcr alone 
should scem to be the leit human of quulties, and to 
hive the smallest unount of reason in it = simce » michine 
cin be mide to do the work of thice or four cucul ators, 
and better than my one of them Soinctimes I hive been 
tioubled thit J had not 1 decper imtintive app chension 
of the relitions of numbers But the triumph of the 
eyphering hand orm his consoled me — I always fancy 
Tem hea the whe Is checking in a calculitors brain 
The power of dealin, with numbers 1s a hind of “ det whed 
lever arringement, which may bc put mto a mehty 
poor watch I suppose it 1s about a» common as the 
powcr of moving the ears voluntamly which 1s a mode 
rately 14rc endowment 

—— Inttle localized powcis, and little narrow sticaks 
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of spetialized knowledge, are things men are very apt to 
be conceited about Nature 1s very wise, but for this 
encouraging principle how many small talents and httle 
accomplishments would be neglected! Talk about con 
ceit as much as you like, xt 13 to human chanretcr what 
salt 13 to the ocein, it keeps 16 sweet, and 1cndeas it 
endurable iy rather, it » hhe the nituradl unguent 
of the sea fowls plumage, which enables him to shed the 
rain that falls on him and the wave in which he dips 
When one has had add his conceit taken out of him when 
he has lost a/7 his allusions, his feathers will soon soak 
through, and he will fly no more 

**So you admire concited people, do youP sd the 
young lady who had come to the city to be finished off 
fo.—the duties of life 

IT am «afraid you do not study logic at your school, my 
dew It does not follow that I wish to be pickled in 
brine because I lie a salt water plunge at Nahant IT 
iy that conceit i» just i natuial a thing to human minds 
as a centre 1s to a cucle But little minded peoples 
thoughts move in such small curcks thit five mmutcs 
conversation gives you an arc low, enough to dctcimine 
their whole curve An ue in the movement of a luge 
intellect docs not sensibly differ trom a stiught line 
Even if 16 hwe the third vowel as 1ts ecntre, 16 docs not 
soon betray it The highest thou ht, thit 15, 15 the most 
seeemingly unpcrsonal , 1t docs not obviously amply any 
individual centre 

Audacious self esteem, with good ground for 16, 18 
always imposing What resplendent beauty that must 
have been which could have authorized Phryne to “ peel 
in the way she did What fine speeches ate those two 
“ Non omnis morvar, and “T have taken all hnowlcdyge 
to be my province! Even in cominon people, conceit 
has the vntue of maling them cheerful, the man who 
thinks his wile, his baby, his house, his horse, his dog, 
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and himself severally unequalled, 1s almost sure to be 
a good humoured person, though hable to be tedious at 
times 





What are the great faults of conversation P Want 
of ideas, want of words, want of manners are the principal 
ones, I suppose you think I dont doubt 1t, but I will 
tell you what I have found spoil moire good tiks than 
anything else long arguments on special points between 
people who differ on the fundamental principles npon 
which thesc points depend Nomen cin haves itistactory 
relations with each other until they have agirecd on cer 
tain wltzmata of belief not to be distuibed in oidinary 
conversation, and unless they have sense enough to trace 
the secondary questions depending upon these ultim ite 
behefs to tnur source In short, just as a written con 
stitution 1s essential to the best sucial order, 50 a code of 
finalities 1s a necessiry condition of profitable talk between 
two persons Talking 3s lke playin, onthe hirp there 
1s ag much in laying the hind on the st:imgs to stop 
thur vibr tions as in twanging them to biimg out ther 
music 





Do you mein®to siy the pun question 1s not 
cleuly settled in your minds P ct me lay down the 
liw upon the subject Life and language are alike 
sacred Womuieide and ver decede—thrt is violcnt treat 

ment of a word with fital results to its legitimate mean 

ing, which 1s its hfe—are alike forbidden Manslaughter, 
which 1s the meaning of the one, 1s the same as mans 
laughter, which 1s the end of thc other <A pun 14 pramd 
facie an msult to the person you are talking with It 
umphes utter mdiffercnce to or sublime contempt for his 
remaths, no matter how serious I speik of total de 

privity, and one says all that 1s written on the subject 1s 
deep raving I have committed my self respect by talk 

ing with such a person I should like to commit him, 
but cannot, because he 1s a nuisance Or I speak of 
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geolozical convulsions, and he ashs me what was the 
cosine of Novhs ark, also whether the Deluge was not 
a deal huge: than any modern inundation 

A pun does not commonly justify a blow in return 
But uf a blow were given for such cause and dcath ensued, 
the ywy would be judgcs both of the ficts ind the pun, 
and might if the litter were of an a sravited chu acter, 
retuin a verdict of justifiable homicide ‘Thus im a case 
lately decided before Miller J, Doe presented Roe a 
subscuiption piper md ured the clums of suffering 
humunty Roe replied by whin, When chirity wis 
hke 1 topP It wis in evidence that Poe picscrved a 
digmficd silence Roe then sud ‘ When it begins to 
hum Doc then—and not till then—strack Roe, and 
his head hippening to hit v to nd volume of the Monthly 
Rig bax md Stolen Miseclliny, intcnse mon tification 
ensued with a fital result The chef lud down his 
notions of the liw to his biothe justices whe unin 
mously rephcd = Jest so.) The chiet 1 jomed, that no 
man should jyost so without boing pun hed for it, and 
charged for the prisoner who wis uquitted, and the pun 
oidercd to be burncd by the shcfift Lhe bound volume 
was forfeited as a deodand, but not clamed 

People who mike puns ue lhe winton boys that put 
coppers on the railoid trals They amuse themoclves 
and other cluldien but then little tuck may upset a 
frught trim of convcisition for the sake of a battured 
witticism 

I wall thank you, B F, to bring down two books, of 
which I will muk the places on this slip of paper 
(While he 15 gone, I mvy say that this boy, our land 
lady s youngest, 1s called Brngamin Franxuin, after the 
celebiated philosopher of that name A highly meuited 
compliment ) 

I wished to refer to two eminent authorities Now be 
so good as to listen The great moralist says “‘lo 
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tifle with the vocabulary which is the vehicle of social 
intercourse 1s to tamper with the currency of human in 
tilligence le who would violite the sanctities of lis 
mother tongue would invade the recesses of the prteinal 
till without remorse, and repeat the banquet of Satuin 
without an mdigestion 

And, once more, listen to the historiun = The Puri- 
tans hated puns ‘Lhe bishops were notoriously addicted 
to them The Lords Temporal curried them to the verge 
of hcense Mycsty itself must hive its Royal quibble 
Ye be burly, my Lod of Butlash, said Queen Eliza 
beth, ‘but ye shill make Iess stir im our revlm thin my 
Lord of Lexeste. The gravest wisdom and the Inghest 
breed ng kent their sanction to the practice Lord bicon 
playfully declucd himsclf a descendant of O, the King 
of Buhin Sa Pluibp Sidney with Ins last bieath, re 
proxched the soldier who brought hin water, for wasting 
a Cisque ful upon a dyin, man A courtier, who siw 
Othello parformed ut the Globe Theitie, remarked, that 
the blackamoor wis a biute, and not a man ‘ [hou 
hist reason iephed a great Lord recording to Phito lus 
saying , for this be adwo ke cd unmal with frathers 
The {ital habit became universal ‘Lhe languaje wis 
corrupted. The infection spreid to the national con 
science Political double dealings naturally grew out ot 
verbil double inciminys ‘Lhe tecth of the new dragon 
were sown by the Cadmus who introduad the uphabet 
of equivocation What was levity in the time of the 
Tudors grew to regicide and rcvolution in the age of the 
Stuarts 

Who was that boarder that just whispered something 
about the Macaulay flowers of literature ?--There was a 
dead silence —I said calmly, I shill henceforth consider 
any interruption by a pun as a hint to change my board 
ing house Do not plead my example It Z have used 
any such, 1t has been only as a Spartan father would 
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show up a drunken helot We have done with 
them 





Tf a logical mind ever found out anything with 
its logic P—I should say that its most frequent work was 
to build a pons astnorum over chasms which shrewd 
people can bestride without such a structure You can 
hire logic, in the shape of a lawyer, to prove anything 
that you want to prove You can buy treatises to show 
that Napoleon never lived, and that no battle of Bunker 
hill was ever fought The greit minds are those with a 
wide span, which couple truths relited to, but far re 
moved from, each other Logicians cariy the surveyor s 
chain over the track of which these are the true explorers 
I value a man mainly for his primary relations with 
truth, as I understand truth,—not for any secondary 
artifice in handling his ideas = Some of the shai pest men 
in argument aie notoriously unsound in judgment I 
should not trust the counsel of a sinart debater, any more 
than that of a good chess player Either may of course 
advise wisely, but not neccessarily because he wrangles or 
plays well 

The old gentleman who sits orposite got his hand up, 
as a pointer lifts his forefoot, at the expression, “ his re 
lations with truth, as I understand truth md when I 
had done, sniffed audibly, and sud I talked hke a tran 
scendentalist Fo. his part, common sense was good 
enough for him 

Precisely so my deai sir, I replied, common sense, as 
you understand zt We all have to assume a standard 
of yadgment sn om own minds, either of things or peisons 
A man who 19 willing to take anothers opinion has to 
exercise hts yudgment in the choice of whom to follow, 
which 1s often as nice a matter as to yudge of things for 
ones self On the whol, I hid rather yudge mens 
minds by compiring their thoughts with my own, than 
jadge of thoughts by knowing who utter them I must 
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do one or the other It does not follow, of course, that 
I may not recognise another man’s thoughts as broader 
and deeper than my own, but that does not necessarily 
change my opinion, otherwise this would be «at the meicy 
of every superior mind that held a different one How 
many of our most cherished beliefs are like those drinking 
glasses of the ancient pattern, that serve us well so long 
as we keep them in ou hand, but spill all if we attempt 
to set them down! I have sometimes compared conver 
sation to the Italin game of mora, m which one player 
lifts his hand with so many fingeis extended, and the 
other gives the number if he cin I show my thought, 
another his, if they agiec, well if they diffir, we find 
the largest common fictor if we cin but it any rate 
avoid disputing about remainders and fractions, which 15 
to real talk what tuningan instiument 1s to playmg on 
it 





What if, insterd of talking this mormng, I 
should read you a copy of verses, with critical rem irhs 
by the author? Any of the company can retire that 
like 

AIBUM VERSES 


When Eve had Id her lord away 
And Cain had killed his brother, 
The stars and flowcis the pocts say, 
Agiced with one another 
¢ 


To cheat the cunning tempicr s ait, 
And teach the 1ace its duly 

By hccping on its wicked he iré 
Lheir eyes of hpht and beauty 


A million slecplees lids they say, 
Will be at lcust a warning 

And so the flowers would witch by day 
‘Lhe stars fiom eve to moining 


On lnll and prairie field and lawn, 
Ther dewy cyes upturning 

The flowers still watch from reddenmeg dawn 
Till western shics are burning 
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Alas! each hour of daylight tells 
A tale of shame so ciushing 

That sume turn d white as sca bleached shells, 
And some are always blushing 


But when the pnaticnt stars look down 
On all their ii discovers— 

The trutor ssmilc the murdeicr s flown, 
‘Lhe lips of lyin, lovers— 


Th y try to shut their saddemmg cycs, 
And in the vam cndeavour 

We sce thom twin} ling m the slices 
And so they wink for vel 


What do you think of these verses my finnds P—TFs 
that prc im impron ptuP sud my Jindlidy s di hta 
(Mt 19+ Tender eyed blonde Long, rin, lets Cameo 
pn Gold peneil case on a cli Locl et ~— Biaeelct 
Album = Autograph book  Accordeon Reads Byron, 
‘upper, and Sylyvimus Cobb junior, while ha mother 
mithes the puddings Siys Yes? when jou tell her 
anything )—Our et non ma petite —Ycs and no my 
Guild = kive of the seven vorscs wore wiitten off hind, 
the otha two took 1 week —thits ware hincing round 
the desk in 1 razged forlorn unrhymed condition 1 long 
as that All pocts will tell you just such stories = C est 
le DIRNICR pas qui coule Dont you hnow how hard it 
18 for some people to gct out of 1 room ufter ther visit is 
reuly over? They want to be off and you want to have 
them off but they dont ] now how to manage 16 One 
would think they had been built in your parlour or study, 
and were waiting to be launched I hwe contrived a 
sort of ceremoniil inclined plane for such visitors, which 
being lubricated with certun smooth phiwes, I back 
them down metaiphori ally spetking stern foremost ito 
their “native element, the grit ocein of out doors 
Well, now, there are poems as hard to get 11d of as these 
roral visitors ‘They come in glibly, use up all the ser 
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viceable rhymes, day, ray, beauty, duty, s/ies, eyes, 
other, brother, mountain, fountarn, and the like and so 
they go on until you think if i» time for the wind up, 
and the wind up wont come on any tcims = So they hie 
about until you get sick of the sight of them, and end by 
thrusting some cold scrap of a final couplet upon them 
and tuning them out of doors I suspect a good many 
‘impromptus could tcll just such a story as the vwbove 
—Wue turmng to om Iindlidy I uscd an lusts ition 
which pleased the compiny much at the time, ind has 
since bccn highly commended ‘Madim I sud “you 
ein pour thice gillk id three quuters of honcy fiom 
that pint jug, if xt 1s full,im Jess thin one mmute, buat, 
madun you could not empty that list quuter of 9 gill, 
thou,h you were turncd into emuble Ticbe, and held the 
vessel upside down for 2% thousiid yeas 

One _cts tred to death of the old old thymce such as 
you se in that copy of verses —which I dont mein to 
abuse, or to praise cithar T alwiys fcel a5 if I were a 
cobbler putting new top Ieathcrs to wn old pur ot boot 
soles and bodies, whcn I am fittin, scntimcnts to these 
vencr ible jin les ® 

youth 
mornin? 


truth 
warnin,, 


Nine tenths of the “Juvenile Poems -wiitten spring 
out of the above musical and sucg¢stive comcidences 

*YesP said our landlidy s daughter 

I did not address the followmyz remark to her and I 
trust, fiom her limited range of reiding she will never 
see it, I said it softiy to my next neighbour 

When a young female weirs a flat circular side curl, 
gumined on each temple,—when she walks with a male, 
not aim in arm, but his arm azainst the back of hers,— 
and when she says “ Yes® with the note of interroga 
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tion, you are generally safe in asking her what wages she 
gets, and who the “feller ws you saw her with 

“What were you whispering? said the daughter of 
the house, moistening he: hips as she spoke, in a very 
engiging manner 

“wis only laymg down a principle of social diaz 
nosis ” 

“ Yes P’ 

———= It, 13 curious to see how the same wants and tastes 
find the sime implemcnts and modes of expression in all 
times and places The young ladies of Otahe te, i» you 
may seein ‘ Cooks Voyiges had a sort of ciinoline ar 
rangeinent fully equal m 1idius to the largest spieid of 
our own lidy baslcts When I fling 2 By Stite shawl 
over my shoulders I am only tiking 4 lesson from the 
climite that the Indiin had learned before me A 
blanket shwl we call it, ind not a plaid, and we wear it 
like the wborigines, and not like the Ihghlindeis 
We are the Romans of the modern world —the 
great assimiliting people Conflicts and conquests are 
of course necessary accidents with us, as with om proto 
types And so we come to thaf style of weapon Our 
army sword is the short stiff poimted gladius of the 
Romans, and the Ameiican bowic hinfe 1s the sime tool, 
modified to mect the duly wints of civil society I 
announce at this tible an axiom not to be found in 
Montesquieu o1 the journ is of Conzess — 

The race that shortens its weapons lengthens its 
boundaies 

Corollary It was the Polish dance that left Poland 
at last with nothing of hcr own to bound 





* Dropped fiom her nerveless piasp the shattered spear ! 


What business had Sarmatia to be fighting for liberty 
with + fiftcen foot pole between her and the bicasts of 
her enennes? If she had but clutched the old Romin 
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and young American weapon, and come to close quarters, 
there might have been a chance for her, but it would 
have spoiled the best passage in the “ Pleasures of 
Hope’ 
Self made men P—Well, yes Of course every 
body hkes and respects self made men It 1s a great 
dew better to be made in that way than not to be made 
at all Are any of you younger people old enough to 
remember that Irishmans house on the marsh at Cam 
bridgeport, which house he built from drain to chimney 
top with his own handsP It tooh him a great many 
years to build it, and one could sec that it was a little 
out of plumb, and a little wavy in outline, and a little 
queer and unceitain in general aspect A regular hand 
could certainly have built a bette: house, but it was a 
very good house for a self made carpenter s house, and 
people praised it, and said how remarkably well the 
Irishman had succeeded They never thought of praising 
the fine blochs of houses a little farther on 

Your self nade man, wluttled into shape with his own 
jack knife, deserves more credit, if that 15 all, than the 
1egulur engine tuined article shaped by the most ap 
proved pattern, and French polished by society and travel 
But as to saying that one 1s every way the equal of the 
other, that 1s another milter The right of strict socal 
discrimination of all things and petsons, according to 
thar merits native or acquired, 18 one of the most 
precious republican privileges I take the liberty to 
exeicise it, when I suy, that other things being equal, 
in most relations of life I prefer a man of family 

What do I mean by a man of family P—Oh, Tl give 
you a general idea of what I mean Let us give him @ 
fist rate fit out, 1t costs us nothing 

Four or five generations of gentlemen and gentle- 
women, among them a member of his Mayesty’s Council 
for the Provmcc, a Governor or so, one or two Doctors 
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of Divinity, a member of Congress, not later than the 
tame of top boots with tassels 

Family portraits The member of the Council, by 
Smibert The gieat merchant uncle, by Copley, full 
length, sittmg m his arm chair, in a velvet cap and 
flowered robe, with a globe by him, to show the range of 
his commercial transactions, and letters with large red 
seals lymg round, one directed conspicuously to The 
Honourable, & &c Great-grandmother, by the same 
artist, brown satin, lace, very fine, hands superlative, 
grand old lady, stiffish but imposing Her mother, artist 
unknown, flat, angular, hanging sleeves, parrot on fist 
A pur of Stuarts, viz 1 A superb full blown, mediaval 
gentleman, with a fiery dash of Tory blood in his veins, 
tempered down with that of a fine old rebel grandmother, 
and warmed up with the best of old India Madeira, his 
face 18 one flame of ruddy sunshine, his ruffled shirt 
rushes out of his bosom with an impetuous generosity, 
as if 1t would drag his heart after it, and his smile 1s 
good for twenty thousand dollars to the Hospital, besides 
ample bequests to all relatives and dependents 2 Lady 
of the same, remarl«ble cap, kigh waist, as in time of 
Empire, bust ala Josephine wisps of curls, like celery 
tips, at sides of forehead, complexion clear and warm, 
like rose-cordial As for the mimatures by Malbone, we 
don t count them in the gallery 

Books, too, with the names of old collegeestudents in 
them,—family names ,—you will find them at the head 
of their respective classes in the days when students 
took 1a1k on the catalogue fiom their parerts condition 
Elzevirs, with the Latimized appellations of youthtul 
progemtors, and Hic liber est meus on the title page 
A set of Hogarth s original plates Pope, original edition, 
15 volumes, London, 1717 Barrow on the lower shelves, 
in folio Tuillotson on the upper, in a little dark platoon 
of octo decimos, 
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Some family silver, a string of wedding and funeral 
rings, the arms of the family curiously blazoned, the 
same in worsted, by a maiden aunt 

If the man of family has an old place to keep these 
things in, furnished with claw footed chairs and black 
mahogany tubles, and tall bevel edged mirrors, and stately 
upright cabincts, his outfit 1s complete 

No, my fiends, I go (always, other thmgs bemg 
equal) fo. the man who inherits family traditions and the 
cumulative humanities of at least four or five generations 
Above all things, as a child he should have tumbled 
about ma hbrary All men aie afraid of books, who 
have not handled them from mfancy Do yow suppose 
our dear didasralos over there ever read Pols Synopsis, 
or consulted Castell: Lexicon while he was giowmg up 
to then statureP Not he, but virtue pwsed through 
the hem of the: parchment and leather garments whenever 
he touched them s the precious drugs sweated through 
the bats handle in the A1abian story I tell you he i 
at home wherever he smells the mvigorating fragrance of 
Russia leather No self made man feels so One may, 
it 18 true, have all the arf€ecedents I have spoken of, and 
yet be + boor or a shabby fellow One may have none of 
them, and yet be fit for councils and courts Then let 
them change places Our social arrangement has this 
great beauty, that its strita shift up and down as they 
change specific gravity, without being clogged by layers 
of prescription But I still insist on my democratic 
liberty of choice, and I go for the man with the gallery of 
family portraits against the one with the twenty five cent 
“daguerreoty pe, unless I find out that the last 1s the better 
of the two 

———~ I should have felt more nervous about the late 
comet if I had thought the world was ripe But it 18 
very green yet if I am not mistaken, and, besides, there 
is a great deal of coal to use up, which I cannot bring 


comme Dh 
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myself to think was made for nothing If certain things 
which seerh to me essential to a millennium had come to 
pass, I should have been frightened, but they haven t 
Perhaps you would like to hear my 


LATTER-DAY WARNINGS 


When legislators keep the law, 

When banks dispense with bolts and locks, 
When berries whortle , rasp and straw 

Grew bigger downwards through the box, 


When he that sellcth house or land 
Shows leak im roof or flaw in right — 
* When habe:dashers choose the stand 
Whose window hath the broadest hght,— 


When preachers tell us all they think, 
And paity leaders all tl ey mean — 

When what we pay for tuat we drink, 
From real grape and coffve bean 


When lawyers take what they would give, 
And doctors give what they would take,— 
When city fathers cat to live 
have when they fast for conscience sake,— 


When one that hath a horse on sale 
Shall bring his ment to the proof 
Without a hie for every nail 
That holds the iron on the hoof,— 


When in the usual place for mps 
Our gloves are stitched with special care, 
And guaidcd well the whalebone tipa 
Whore fust umbrellas need repair — 


When Cuba s weeds have quite forgot 
The power of suction to resist, 

And claret bottles harbour not 
Such dimples as would hold your fist,— 


When pubhshers no longer steal, 

And pay fo. what they stole before,— 
When the first locomotive’s wheel 

Rolls through the Hoosac tunnel’s bore ,— 
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Tilt then let Cumming blaze away, 
And Miller’s sats blow up the globe; 

But when you see that blessed day, 
Then order your ascension robe ! 


The company seemed to lke the verses, and I promised 
them to read others occasionally, if they had a mind to 
hear them Of course they would not expect it every 
morning Nerther must the reader suppose that all 
these things I have reported were said at any one 
breakfast-tzme I have not talen the trouble to date 
them, as Raspail, pere, used to date every proof he sent 
to the pinter but they were scatterxcd over several 
breakfasts, and I have said a good many more things 
since, which I shall very possibly print sometime or 
other, 1f I am urged to do it by judiuous friends 

I finish off with readmg some veises of my friend the 
Professor, of whom you may perhaps hear more by and- 
by The Professor read them, he told me, at a farewell 
meeting, where the youngest of ou: gieit Historians met 
a few of his many friends at their invitation 


Yes, we knew we must lose kgm —though friendship may claim 
To blend her green leaves with the laurels of fame, 

Though fondly, at parting we call him our own, 

Tis the whispor of love when the bugle has blown 


As the nder that rests with the spur on his heel,— 

As the guardsman that sleeps in his corselet of atcel, 
As the archer that stands with his shaft on the stiing, 
He stoops from lus tou to the garland we bring 


‘What pictures yet slumber unborn in his loom 

Till their warriors shall breathe and their beauties shall bloom, 
While tapestry lengthens the hfe glowing dyes 

That caught from our sunsets the stain of their skies! 


In the alcoves of death in the charnels of time, 
Where flit the gaunt spectres of passion and crime, 
There are triumphs untold, there are martyrs unsung, 
There are heroes yet silent to speak with his tongue 
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Let us hear the proud story which time has bequeathed 

From hps that are warm with the freedom they breathed! 

Let him summon its tyrants and tell us their doom, 

Though he sweep the black past hke Van Tromp with his broom ! 


* * * * * 


The dream flashes by, for the west winds awake 
On pampas on praiuie o er mountain and lake 

To bathe the swift bark, hike a sea girdicd shrine, 
With imcense they stole from the ruse and the pine 


So filla bight eup with the sunlight that gushed 

When the dcad summer s jewcls were trampled and crushed 

THE TRUE Kyicut or Learnina —the world holds him dear,» 
Love bless him, Joy crown him, God speed his career | 
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II 


I rzatty believe some people save their bright thoughts, 
as being too precious for conversation Whit do you 
think an admuing friend sad the other day to one that 
was talking good thngs,—good enough to print? 
“ Why,’ said he, “you are wasting merchantable literature, 
a cash article, at the rate, as nearly as I can tell, of fifty 
dollars an hour The tilker took him to the window 
and asked him to look out and tell what he saw 

“ Nothing but a very dusty street, he said, “and a 
man driving a sprinkling machine through 1t 

“Why dont you tell the man he 1s wasting that 
water P What would be the state of the Inghways of 
life, 1f we did not drive our thought sprinklers thiough 
them with the valves open, sometimes P 

‘ Besides, there 18 another thing «bout this talking, 
which you forget It shapes our thoughts for us, the 
waves of conversation 1oll them as the surf rolls the 
pebbles on the shore Let me modify the image a little 
I rough out my thoughts in talk as an artist models rf 
clay Spoken language 1s 50 plastic,—you can pat and 
coax, and spread and shave, and rub out, and fill up, and 
stick on so easily, when you work that soft material, that 
therc 1s nothing like 1¢ for modelling Ont of it come 
the shapes which you turn into marble or bronze in your 
immortal books, if you happen to wiite such Or, to use 
another illustration, writing or printing 1s like shooting 
with a rifle, you may hit jour readers mind, or miss 
it, but talking is like playing at @ mark with the pipe 
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of an engine if xt 18 within reach, and you have time 
enough, you can t help hitting it’ 

The company agreed that this last illustration was of 
superior excellence, or, in the phrase used by them, 
“Fust rate I acknowledged the compliment, but 
gently rebuked the expression “ Fust rate,” “ prime,” 
“a prime article, “a supcrior piece of goods, “a hand 
some garment, “a gent m a flowered vest,’ —all such 
expressions are final They blast the lineage of him or 
her who utters them for generations up and down 
There 1s one other phrase which will soon come to be 
decisive of a mans social status, if 1t 18 not already 
“That tells the whole story = It 1s an expression which 
vulgar and conceited people particularly affect, and which 
well meaning ones, who know better, catch fiom them 
It 1s intended to stop all debate, ike the previous ques 
tion in the General Court Only it doesnt, simply 
because “that does not usually tell the whole, nor one 
half the whole story 
It 1s an odd idea, that almost all our people 
have had a professional education To become a doctor 
aman must study some thiee yeprs and hear a thousand 
lectures more or less Just how much study it takes to 
make a lawyer I cannot s1y but probably not more than 
this Now most decent people hcar one hundred lectures 
‘ sermons (discourses) on theology every year,—and 

18, twenty, thirty, fifty years together They read a 
great many religious books besides The clergy, how 
ever, rarely hear any sermons except what they preach 
themselves A dull preacher might be conceived, there 
fore, to lapse into a state of guasz heathenism, simply for 
wat of religious instruction And, on the other hand, 
an attentive and intelligent hearer, listening to a succes 
sion of wise teachers, might become actually better edu- 
cated in theology than any one of them We are all 
theological students, and more of us qualified as doctors 
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of divinity than have received degrees at any of the 
universities 

It 1s not strange, therefore, that very good people 
should often find it difficult, if not impossible, to keep 
their attention fixed upon a sermon treating feebly a 
subject which they have thought vigorously about for 
years, and heard able men discuss scores of times I have 
often noticed, however, that a hopelessly dull discourse 
acts enductrvely, as electiicians would say, m developing 
stiong mental currents JI am ashamed to think with 
what iccompaniments and variations and jiorzture I have 
sometimes followed the droning of a heavy speaker,—-not 
wilingly,—for inv habit 1 reverentiil,—but as a neces 
sary result of a shght contimuous impression on the 
senses and the mind, which hLept both im action without 
furnishing the food they required to work upon = If you 
ever saw a crow with a king bird after him, you will get 
an image of a dull speaker anda lively listener The 
bird in sable plumage flaps heavily along his straight- 
forward course, while the other sails round him, over 
him, under him, leaves him, comes back again, tweaks 
out a black feather, shgpts away once more, never losing 
sight of him, and finally reaches the crows perch at the 
same time the crow does, having cut a perfect labyrinth 
of loops and knots and spnals while the slow fowl was 
painfully working from one end of his stiaigzht line to the 
other 

[I think these remarks wét'e received rather coolly A 
temporary boarder from the country, consisting of a 
somewhat more than middle aged female, with a parch- 
ment forehead and a dry little “frsette shingling it, a 
sallow neck with a necklace of gold beads, a black dress 
too rusty for recent grief, and contours im basso-relievo, 
left the table prematurely, and was reported to have been 
very virulent about what I said So I went to my good 
old minister, and repeated the remarks, as nearly ag I 
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could remember them,tohim He laughed good naturedly, 
and said there was considerable truth m them He 
thought he could tell when people s minds were wander 
ing, by their looks In the earlier years of his ministry 
he had sometimes noticed this, when he was preaching ;~— 
very little of late years Sometimes, when his colleague 
was preaching he observed this kind of imattention, but 
after all, 1( was not so very unnatural I will say, by 
the way, that 1t 13 a rule I have long followed, to tell my 
worst thoughts to my minister, and my best thoughts to 
the young people I talk with ] 
I want to make a literary confession now, which 
I believe nobody has made before me You know very 
well that I write verses sometimes, because I have read 
some of them at this table (The company assented,— 
two or three of them im a resigned sort of way, as I 
thought, as if they supposed I had an epic in my pocket, 
and was gomg to read half a dozen books or so for their 
benefit) I continued Of course I write some lines or 
passages which are better than others, some which, com- 
pared with the others, might be called relatively excellent 
1t is in the nature of things th I should consider these 
relatively excellent lines or passages as absolutely good 
So much must be pardoned to humanity Now I never 
wrote a “good line in my life, but the moment after 1¢ 
was written it seemed a hundred years old Very com 
monly I had a sudden conviction that I had seen if 
somewhere Possibly I may have sometimes uncon- 
sciously stolen it, but I do not remember that I ever 
once detected any historical truth in these sudden con- 
victions of the antiquity of my new thought or phrase 
I have learned utterly to distrust them, and never allow 
them to bully me out of a thought or line 

This 18 the philosophy of 16 (Here the number of 
the company was diminished by a small secession) Any 
new formula which suddenly emerges in our consciousness 
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has its roots in long trains of thought, it 1s virtually old 
when it first makes its appearance among the recognised 
growths of our intellect Any crystalline group of 
musical words has had a long and still period to forgn in 

Here 1s one theory 

But there 1s a larger law which perhaps comprehends 
these facts It 1s this the rapidity with which ideas 
grow old in our memories is mm a direct ratio to the 
squares of their importance Their apparent age rons 
up miraculously, lke the value of diamonds, as they 
inciease in magnitude A great calamity, for instance, 
1s as old as the trilobites 1n hour after 1t has happened 
It stains backward through all the leaves we have turried 
over in the book of life, before its blot of tears or of 
blood 1s dry on the page we are turning For this we 
seem to have lived, 1 was foreshadowed in dreams that 
we leaped out of in the cold sweat of terror, in the 
“dissolving views of dark day visions, all omens 
pointed to it, all piths Ied to 1t After the tossing 
half forgetfulness of the first sleep that follows such an 
event, it comes upon us afresh, as a surprise, at waking, 
in a few moments ites old again,—old as eternity 

[I wish I had not said all this then and there I 
might have known better The pale schoolmistress, 1n 
her mourning dress, was looking at me, as I noticed, 
with a wild sort of expression All at once the blood 
dropped out of her cheeks as the mercury drops from a 
broken barometer tube, and she melted away from her 
seat like an image of snow, a slung shot could not have 
brought her down better God forgive me! 

Atter this little episode, I continued, to some few that 
remained balancing teaspoons on the edges of cups, 
twirling knives, or tilting upon the hind legs of their 
chairs until ther heads reached the wall, where they 
left gratuitous advertisements of various popula: ocog- 
metics | 
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When a person 1s suddenly thrust into any strange, 
new position of trial, he finds the place fits him as if he 
had been measured for 16 He has committed a great 
crime for mstance, and 1s sent to the State Prison The 
traditions, prescriptions, limitations, privileges, all the 
sharp conditions of his new hfe, stamp themselves upon 
his consciousness as the signet on soft wax,—a single 
pressure is enough Let me strengthen the image a 
little Did you ever happen to see that most soft spoken 
and velvet handed steam engme at the MintP The 
smooth piston slides backward and forward as a lady 
might slip her delicate finger in and out ofarmg The 
engine lays one of z¢s fingers calmly, but firmly, upon a 
bit of metal, 16 18 a coin now, and will remember that 
touch, and tell a new race about it, when the date upon 
it 1s crusted over with twenty centuries So if 1s that 
@ great silent moving misery puts a new stamp on us in 
an hour or a moment,—as sharp an impression as if it 
had taken half a lifetime to engrave it 

It is awful to be in the hands of the wholesale pro- 
fessional dealera in misfortune, undertakers and jailers 
magnetize you in a moment, and , ou pass out of the 
individual hfe you were living, into the rhythmical move 
ments of their horrible machimery Do the worst thing 
you can, or suffer the worst that can be thought of, you 
find yourself in a category of humanity that stretches 
back as far as Cam, and with an expert at your elbow 
who has studied your case all out beforehand, and 1s 
waiting for you with his implements of hemp or ma 
hogany I believe, 1f a man were to be burned in any 
of our cities to morrow for heresy, there would be found 
a master of ceremomes that knew just how many fagots 
were necessary, and the best way of arranging the whole 
matter 

~-——- So we have not won the Goodwood cup, au con 
ératre, we were a “bad fifth, uf not worse than that, 
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and trying it again, and the third time, has not yot 
bettered the matter Now I am as patriotic as any of 
my fellow citazens,—too patriotic, m fact, for I have got 
into hot water by loving too much of my country, in 
short, 1f any man, whose fighting weight 1s not more than 
eight stone four pounds, disputes it, I am ready to discuss 
the pomt with him I should have gloried to see the 
stars and stripes in front at the finish I love my 
country, and I love horses Stubbss old mezzotint of 
Echpse hangs over my desk, and Herring s portrait of 
Plenipotentiary—whom I saw run at Epsom—over my 
fireplace Did I not elope fiom school to see Revenge, 
and Prospect, and Little John, and Peacemaher run over 
the rice course where now yon suburban village flouishes, 
in the year eighteen hundred and ever so few? Though 
I never owned a horse, have I not been the proprietor of 
six equine females, of which one was the prettiest little 
*Morgin that ever stepped? Listen, then, to an opmion 
I have often expressed long bcfore this venture of ours in 
England Horse racong 1s not a republican institution , 
horse frotéeng 1s Only very rich persons can keep race- 
horses, and everybody hnows they are kept mainly as 
gambling implements All that inatter about blood and 
speed we wont discuss, wc understand all that, useful, 
very —of course,—great obligations to the Godolphin 
“Arabian andthe rest I say racing horses ave essen 
tiully zumbling implements, as mnch as roulette tables 
Now I 1m not preaching at this moment, I may read 
you one of my sermons some other morning, but J 
maintain that gambling, on the great scale, 1s not repub- 
lican It belongs to two phiscs of society—a cankered 
over civilization, such as exists in mch aristocracies, and 
the rechless Ife of borderers and adventurers, or the sem 
barbarism of @ civilization resolved into 18 primitive 
elements Real republicannm 18 stern and severe, its 
essence is not in forms of government, but in the ommipo- 
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tence of public opinion which grows out of it This 
public opinion cannot prevent gambling with dice or 
stocks, but 1t can and does compel it to keep compara 
tively quiet But horse racing 1s the most public way of 
gambling, and with all its immense attractions to the 
sense and the feelings—to which I plead very susceptible 
the disguise 1s too thin that covers it, and everybody 
knows what 1t means Its supporters are the Southern 
gentry ~~ fine fellows, no doubt, but not republicans 
exactly, as we understand the term—a few Northern 
millionaires more or less thoroughly millioned who do 
not represent the real people, and the mob of sporting 
men, the best of whom are commonly idlers, and the 
worst very bad neighbours to have near one in a crowd, 
or to mect in a dark alley In England, on the other 
hand, with its aristocr itic stitutions, racing 1s a natural 
mowth enough, the pasion for 1t spreads downwards 
throngh all classes from the Quecn to the coste: monger 
London 1s hke a shelled corn cob on the Derby day, and 
there 1s not a clerk who could raine the money to hire a 
saddle with an old hack under it that can sit down on his 
ofce-stool the next day without wi ving 

Now just compaie the 1xer with the trotter for a 
moment The racer 1s meidentally useful, but essen- 
taally something to bet upon, as much as the thimble 
riggers “little joker © The trotter 1s essentially and 
daily useful, and only imeidentally a tool for sporting 
men 

What better reason do you want for the fact that the 
racer is most cultivated and reaches his greatest perfec 
tion in England, and that the trotting horses of America 
beat the worldP And why should we have expected 
that the pick—if 1t was the pick—of our few and far- 
between racing stables should beat the pick of England 
and France? Throw over the fallacious time-test, and 
there was nothing to show for it but a natural kind of 
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patriotic feeling, which we all have, with a thoroughly 
provincial conceit, which some of us must pléad guilty to 

We may beat yet As an American, I hope we shall 
As a motalist and occasional sermonizer, I am not so 
anxious about 1t Wherever the trotting horse goes, he 
carries in his train brisk omnibuses lively bakets carts, 
and therefore hot roll», the jolly butchers waggon he 
cheerful gig the wholesome aftcinoon drive with wife and 
child—all the forms of moral exccllence, except truth, 
which docs not agree with any hind of horse flesh The 
racer brings with him gambling, cursing, swearing, 
drinking the eating of oy ters, and a distaste for mob- 
caps and the middle aged virtues 

And by the way let me beg you not to call a trotting 
match a race, and not to spcak of a “thorough bred as 
a “blooded horse, unless he has been recently phle 
botomized I consent to your siymg “blood horse, if 
you hke Also, if next yeu we scnd out Posterior and 
Posterioress the winners of the great national four mile 
race in 7 184 and they happen to get beaten, pay your 
bets, and behave like men and gentlemen about it, if you 
hnow how 

[I filt a great deal poe after blowing off the il- 
tempcr condensed in the above paragraph ‘lo brag 
httle—to show well—to crow gently, if 1n luck—to pay 
up, to own up and to shut up, if beaten, ate the vutues 
of a sporting man, and I can t say that I think we have 
shown them in any great perfection of late ] 
Apropos of horses, do you know how impor- 
tant good jockeying 1s to authors? Judicioua manage- 
ment, letting the public see your animal just enough, 
and not too much, holding him up hard when the 
market 1s too full of him, letting him ont at just the 
right buying intervals, alway gently feeling his mouth, 
never slackmg and never jerking the rem ,~—this 1s whet 
I mean by jockeying 
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When an author has 2 number of books out, a 
cunning hand will keep them all spmning, as Signor 
Blitz does his dinner plates, fetching each one up, as 1t 
begins to “ wabble, by an advertisement, a puff, or a 
quotation 

Whenever the extracts fiom a living writer begin 
to multiply fast in the papers, withont obvious reason, 
there 1s a new book or a new edition coming The 
extracts are gi ound bart 

Literary life 1s fall of curious phenomena I 
don t know that there 1s anything more noticeable than 
what we may call conventional reputations There is a 
tacit understanding in cvery community of men of letters 
that they will not disturb the popular fallacy respecting 
this or that electro gilded celebrity There are various 
reasons for this forbearance ones old, one 1s nch, one 
18 good natured , one 1s such a fwourite with the pit that 
it would not be safe to hiss him from the manage: s box 
The venerable auguis of the hterary or scientific temple 
may smile faintly when one of the tribe 1s mentioned, 
but the farce 1s in general hept up as well as the Chinese 
comic scene of entreating and 1 iploring a man to stay 
with you, with the implied compact between you that he 
shall by no means think of doing 1t A poo. wretch he 
must be who would wantonly sit down on one of these 
bandbox reputations A Prince Rupert» drop, which 1s 
a tear of unanncaled glass, lasts indefinitely, uf you keep 
if from meddling hands but bieak its tail off, and it 
explodes and resolves itvelf into powder These celebri 
ties I speak of are the Prince Ruperts drops of the 
learned aad polite wold See how the papers treat 
them! What an array of pleasant kaleidoscopic phrases, 
which can be avranced in ever so many charming pat 
terns, 13 at them service! How kind the “ Critical 
Noties —-where small authorship comes to pick up chips 
of praise, fragrant, sugiry, and sappy—always are to 
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them! Well, life would be nothing without paper credit 
and other fictions, so let them pass current Dont 
steal their chips, dont puncture their swimming 
bladders, dont come down on their pasteboard boxes, 
don t bieak the ends of their brittle and unstable reputa 
tions you fellows who all feel sure that your names will 
be household words a thousand years fiom now 

‘A thousand years 18 a good while, said the old 
gentlLman who sits opposite, thoughtfully 
Where have I been for the last three or four 
days? Down ut the Island, deer shooting —How many 
did I bag P I brought home one buck shot —The Island 
i» where? No matter It i the most splendid domam 
that any man loohs upon in these latitudes Dlue sea 
around it, and 1unning up into its hcat, so that the 
httle bout slumbers lhhe a baby in lip, while the tall 
ships arc staipping, naled to fight the hurricane outside, 
and storm stay sails banging and flying miibbons Trees, 
m stretches of milis, beeches, oals most numerous ,~— 
many of them hung with moss looking lhe bearded 
Druids, some coilcd in the clasp of huge dar] stemmed 
giape vines Opcn patclees where the sun gets in and 
£0es to sleep, and the winds come so finely sifted that 
they are as soft 1. swans down Rocks scrttercd about 
—Stonehenge hike moncliths Fiesh wite: lakes, one 
of them, Marys lake, ciystal clear {nll of flashing 
pickerel lying under the lly pads like tigers in the 
jungle Six pounds of ditto killed one moning for 
breakfast Eco fect 

The divinity student looked as if he would hke to 
question my Latin No, sir, I said,—yon need not 
taouble yourself Thereis a bizher law in grammar, not 
to be put down by Andrews and Stoddard Then I went 
on 

Such hospitality as that Island has seen there has not 
been the like of in these our New England pierer 
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There 13 nothing m the shape of kimdness aad courtesy 
that can make Ife beautiful which has not found its 
home in that ocean principality It has welcomed all 
who wcre woithy of welcome, fiom the pale clergym im 
who came to breathe the sea air with its medicmal silt 
and iodine, to the great statesman who turned his back 
on the affairs of cmpne and smoothed his Olympian fore 
head, and flashed his white teeth in mertiment over the 
long table, where his wit was the hecnest and his story 
the best 

[I don t believe any man ever talhcd lke that in this 
world I dont beheve J till cd just so, but the fact 15, 
Mm reporting one s conversation one cannot help Blaer mg 
i} up more or less, rong out ciumplcd pargraphs, 
starching imp ones and crimpme and pluting a little 
sometimes, 1t 1» as nituril as prinling at the looking 
glass } 





How can a man help writing poetry in such a 
place? Everybody docs wtite poetry that goes there 
In the state archives kept in the hbrary of the Lord of 
the Isle, are whole volumes of unpublished versxke—some 
by well hnown hands and otherg, quite as good, by the 
last people you would thin] of 4s versific1s —men who 
could pension off all the genuine poets in the country, 
and buy ten acres of Boston common, if 1¢ was for sale, 
with what they had left Of course I hid to wnte my 
little copy of verses with the rest, here it i, 1f you will 
hear me read 1t When the sun is in the west vessels 
sailing in an easterly dnection look bright or dark to one 
who observes them fiom the north or south, according to 
the tack they are sailing upon Watching them from one 
of the windows of the gicat mansion, I saw these perpetua 
changes, and monalized thus — 
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SUN AND SHADOW 


As T look from the isle o er its billows of green, 
To the billows of foam crcsted bluc, 

Yon bark, that afar im the distance 1s seon, 
Half dreaming, my eyes will pursue 

Now dark in the shadow, she scatters the spray 
A» the chaff in the stroke of the flail 

Now white as the sca gull she flies on her way, 
The sun gleaming bi1,ht on her saul 


Yet her pilot 1s thinking of dangeis to shun,— 
Of breakers that whitcn and roar 

Tfow little he cares 1f 1n shadow or sun 
Lhey see him that pave fiom the shore! 

He looks to the beacon that looms from the reef, 
To the rock that 19 under his Ice, 

As he drifts on the blast lil e a wind wafted Icaf, 
O er the gulfs of the dcsulate sea 


Thus drifting afar to the dim vaulted caves 
Where life and its ventures arc laid 
The dieamers who , ize while we battle the waves 
M 1y see us in sunshine or shade 
Yet true to our course though our shadow giew dak, 
We Il trim our bruad sail as before 
And stand by the rudder that governs the bark, 
Nor ask how we look from the shoic! 


Insanity 15 often the logic of an accurate mind 
overtusked Good mental machinery ought to break its 
own wheels and levers 1f anything 1s thrust among them 
suddenly which tends to stop them or reveise their 
motion A weak mind does not accumulate force enough 
to hurt itself, stupidity often saves a man from gomg 
mad We frequently see persons m insane hospitals, 
sent there in consequence of what aie culled relrgzous 
mental disturbances I confess that I think better of 
them than of many who hold the same notions, and keep 
ther wits and appear to enjoy life very well, outside of 
the asylums Any decent person ought to go mad, uf he 
really holds such or such opmions It is very much ¢* 
his discredit, in every point of view, if he = not What 
aaa” 
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18 the use of my saying what some of these opinions are P 
Pcrhaps more than one of you hold such as I should 
think ought to send you straight over to Somerville, if 
you have any logic in your heads or any human feeling 
m your hearts Anything that 1s brutal, cruel, heathen 
ish, that makes life hopeless for the most of mankind and 
perhaps for entire races,—anythmg that assumes the 
necessity of the extermination of mstincts which were 
given to be regulited,—no matter by what name you 
call it —no matter whether a fakir, or a monk, or a deacon 
believes 1t,—1f received, ought to produce insanity va 
every well regulated mind That condition becomes a 
normal one, undcr the circumstances I am very much 
ashanicd of some people for retuning then 1e1son, when 
they know perfectly well that 1f they were not the most 
stupid or the most scliish of human beings they would 
become non compotes it once 

[Nobody understood this but the theological student 
and the schoolmistress ‘They looked intelligently at 
each other, but whethur they were thinking about my 
paradox or not I am not clar—It would be natural 
enough Strimger things haw happened Love and 
Death enter bouding houses without ishing the price of 
board, or whether thcre is room for them Alas, these 
young people are poor and pallid! Love should be both 
rich and rosy, but must be cither rich or rosy Talk 
about military duty! What 1s that to the warfare of a 
married maid of all work, with the title of mistress, and 
an American female constitution, which collapses just m 
the middle third of life, and comes out vuleanized India 
rubber, 1f 1t happen to live through the period when 
health and strength are most wanted F] 
Have TI ever acted 1n private theatricals ? Often 
I have played the part of the ‘Poor Gentleman, before 
a great many audiences,—more, I trust, than I shall ever 
face again I did not wear a stage costume, nor a wig, 
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nor moustaches of burnt cork, but I was placarded and 
announced as a public performer, and at the proper hour 
TI came forward with the ballet dancers smile upon my 
countenance, and made my bow and acted my part I 
have seen my name stuck up in letters so big that I was 
ashamed to show myself in the place by dayhght I have 
gone to a town with a sober literary essay in my pochet, 
and seen myself everywhere announced as the most despe 
rate of buffus,—one who was obligcd to restrain himself 
mn the full exercise of his powers, from prudential consi 
derations I have been though as many hudships as 
Ulysses, in the pursuit of my histitonic vocation I have 
travelled in cars until the conductois ul knew me hke a 
brother I have run off the rails, and stuck all mght 
in snow drifts, and stat behind females thit would hive 
the window open when one could not wink without his 
epelids freezing together Perhaps I shall give you some 
of my experiences one of these days,—I will not now, 
for I have something else for you 

Private theatricals 1s 1 have figured in them m country 
lyceum halls, are one thing —and _ puivate theatricals, as 
they may be seen in certain gilded ind fiescoed saloons 
of our metropolis, are another Yes it 1s pleasant to see 
real gentlemen and ladies, who do not think 1t necessary 
to mouth, and rant, and stride, like most of our stage 
heroes and heroines, in the characters which show off 
their graces and talents, most of all to see a fresh un 
rouged, unspoiled, highbred young muden, with a hthe 
figure, and a pleasant voice, acting mm those love dramas 
which make us young again to look upon, when real 
youth and beauty will play them for us 
Of course I wrote the prologue I was asked to 
write I did not see the play, though JI knew there 
was a young lady i it, and that somebody was 1n love 
with her, and she was in love with him and somebody 
(an old tutor, I believe) wanted to interfere, and, very 
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naturally, the young lidy was too sharp for him The 
play of course ends charmingly, there 1s a general recon 
ciation, and all concerned form a line and take each 
othe: s hands, as people always do after they have mide 
up then quaiels —and then the curtain fills —it 1t does 
not stich, as 1t commonly does at private the rtrical exhi 
bitions, in which cise a boy 1s detailed to pull 1t down, 
which he does, blushing violently 

Now then fot my proloyue I am not gomg to 
chin,,c my casuras and cadences for anybody, so 1f you 
do not lile tne herow or imbic trimcete biachy catalectic, 
you had better not wait to hear it 


THIS IS IT 


+ 


A Prologue? Well of course the lathes know — 
Thave iny doubts No mattcr —here we co! 
What isa Prok jue? Uct our lutor teach 
Pro means boforehind /ogos stands for speech 

is hike the harpors prelude on the striimn,s 
The prima donna s courtesy crc she sings = 
Prologucs im metre ue to other pr 0s 
As worsted stochin,s are to cn ine hose 


“The worlds astarc —as Shak€peare sud onc day; 
The stage a world—was whit be meant to say 

The outside world sa blunder thats char, 

Tho real world that Nature meant 15 here 

Here cvery founding finds its lo t mamma 

rach rogue repentant melts his stern pipa 

Miseis relent the pendthaifls debts are paid, 

The cheats are taken im the traps they laid, 

One aticr onc the troubles all arc past 

Vill the hfth act comes meht sue up at last 

When the young couple old tulks rogues and all, 
Join hands so happy at the curtain ¢ fall 

Hore suffermg virtuc ever finds rehef 

And blac! browed rufans always come to gmef 
When the lorn damsel with a frantic screcch, 

And cheeks as huelcss as a brandy peach, 

Cries ‘ Help, kyind Heaven! and drops upon her knees 
On the green—baize —benc ath the (canvas) trees,— 
Sev to her ade avenging Valour fly — 

* Ha! Vilam' Draw! Now, Icrrattorr, yreld or die {” 
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-—-When the poor hero flounders in despair, 

Some dear lost uncle turns up millionanc — 

Clasps the young scapegrace with paternal joy, 

Subs on his neck, “ My boy’ My spor'! MY BOY'!!? 


Ours then sweet friends the real world to night, 
Of love that conquers 1n disast< rs spite 

Ladies attend While woctul carcs and doubt 
Wrong the soft passion in the world without 
Though toitune scowl, though prudence interfere, 
One thing 1s certain Love alk triumph here! 
Lords of crcation, whom your ladics rule — 

The world s great masters whcn you ie out of schol — 
Learn the bricf moral of our evenmg s play 

Man has his will —but woman has her way! 
While man s dull spimt toils in smoke and fire, 
Woman s swift mstinct threads the clectru wie — 
The magic bracc! st stretched beneath the waves 
Beats the black piant with his score of slaves 

All earthly powers con{css your sovercign art 

But that one rebc! —woman s wilful he art 

All foes you master but a womans wit 

Lets dayhght throu,h you ere you know you re hit 
So just to picture what her art can do 

Hear an old story made as good as new 


Rudolph professor of the headsman s trade, 

Ahke was famous tor his arm and blade 

Onc day a prisoner Justice had to hill 

Knelt at a bloch to tut the artist s skill 

Bare armed swuart visagcd gaunt and shaggy browcd, 
Rudolph the headsman rose above the crowd 

His faichion hghtened with a sudden gleam, 

As the mike s armour flashes in the strcam 

He sheathed his blade, he turned as if to go 

The victim knelt still waiting for the blow 

§ Why strkest not? Perform thy murderous act ” 
The prisoner said = (TL1s voice was slightly crac! d) 
‘ Friend, I have struch, ihe artist stiaight replied 
Wait but onc moment, and yourself decide 


He held his snuff box,— Now then if you please '” 
The Hrisoner sniffed, and with a ciashin sneeze 

Off his head tumbled —bowled along the floo. — 
Bounced down the steps —the piisoner said no more! 


Woman! thy falehron is a ghttering eye, 
If death lurks in it, O how sweet to die! 
Thou takest hearts as Rudolph took the head, 
We die with love, and never drcam we re dead! 
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The prologue went off very well, as I hew No 
alterations were suggested by the lady to whom 16 was 
sent, so far as I know Sometimes people criticise the 
poems one sends them, and suggest all sorts of improve 
ments Who was that silly body that wanted Burns to 
alter “Scots wha hae, so as to lengthen the last lune, 


thus P— 
“Zidward'’ Chains and slavery! 


Here 18 a little poem I sent a short time since to a 
committee for a ccrtaim celebration I understood that 1t 
was to be a festive and conviviil occasion, and ordered 
myself accordingly It seems the president of the day 
was what 1s called a “teetotiller © I received a note 
from him in the following woids, containng the copy 
subjoined, with the emend itions annexed to it 

“ Dear Sir,—Your poem gives good satisfaction to 
the committee The sentiments expressed with reference 
to liquor are not, however, those generally enteitained by 
this community, Ihave therefore consulted the clergy- 
man of this place, who has made some sli ht changes, 
which he thinks will remove allgobyections, and keep the 
valuable portions of the poem Please to inform me of 
your charge for said poem Oui meuns are lunited, etc, 
etc , etc 

* Yours with respect.” 


HERE IT IS,-WITH THE SLIGHT ALTERATIONS! 
Come! fil] a fresh bumper,—for why should we go 


lngwood ¥ 
While the saetar still reddens our cups as they flow ? 
decoction 
Pour out the rr-jaiees still bnght with the sun, 
dye stuff 


Till o er the brimmed cryatal the rubies shall run. 
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half mpened apples 
The purple-gicbed-elusters their life dews have bled, 
taste sugar of lead 
How sweet 18 the breath of the fragraace 
rank poisons wines {!t 


For summer s last-reses he hid in the wanes, 
stable boys smoking long nines 


That were garnered by matcers-whe-iaugshed-thre the rnex 


scowl how] scoff sneer 
Then a aaie and a glass and a teast and a eree, 
_strychnine and winsky and ratsbane and bcer 
For ¢ a 
In cellar, in pantry 10 attic, in hall 
Down down with the tyrant that masters us all! 
sorant- tat tethe ofan sell 








The company said I had been shabbily treated, and 
advised me to charge the committee double—which I did 
But as I never got my pay, I dont know that 1t made 
much difference I am a very paiticular person about 
having all I write printed as I write it I requie to see a 
proof, a revise are revise, and a double 1c revise, or fourth- 
proof rectified impre.sion of all my productions, especially 
verse A missprint lillsasensitive autho: An intentional 
change of his text muifers him No wonder so many 
poets die young! 

I have nothing more to report at this time, except two 
pieces of advice I gave to the young women at table One 
relates to a vulgarism of language, which I grieve to say 
is sometimes heard even fom female lips The other 1s 
of more serious purport, and applies to such as contem 
plate a change of condition—matrimony in fact 
The woman who “calc lates 18 lost 
Put not your trust in money, but put your money 








an trust. 
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natured, I should have shown up the little great man, who 
had once belaboured me 1n his feeble way But one can 
generally tell these wholesale thieves easily enough, and 
they are not worth the trouble of putting them in the 
pillory I doubt the entire novelty of my remarks just 
made on tclling unpleasant truths, yet I am not conscious 
of any larceny 

Neither make too muh of flaws and occasional over 
statements Some persons seem to think that absolute 
tiuth, in the form of ngidly stated propositions, 18 all 
that conversation admits This 1s precislly as if a 
musician should insist on having nothing bunt perfect 
chords, and simple melodies —no diminished fifths, no 
flat sevenths, no flourishes, on any account Now 1t 13s 
fair to say, that, just as music must have all these, so 
conversation must have its partial truths, its embellished 
truths, its exaggerated truths It 1s in its higher forms 
an artistic product, and admits the ideal element as much 
as pictures or statues One man who 1s a little too 
hiteral can spoil the talk of a whole tableful of men of 
esprit — Yes, yousay, ‘ but who wants to hear fanciful 
peoples nonsense P Put the facts to it, and then see 
where 1t18 ~——Certainly, fa man is too fond of a paradox, 
if he is fighty and empty—if instead of striking those 
fifths, and sevenths, those harmomous discords, often so 
much better than the twinned octaves, m the music of 
thought,—1f, instead of striking these, he jangles the 
chords, stick a fact into him hkea stiletto But remem 
ber that talking 13 one of the fine arts—the noblest, the 
most important, and the most difficuli—and that its 
fluent harmonies may be spoilt by the mtrusion of a 
single harsh note Therefore conversation which 1s 
suggestive rather than argumentative, which lets out the 
most of each talker s results of thought, 1s commonly the 
pleasantest and the most profitable It 18 not easy, at 
the best, for two persons talking together to make the 
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most of each other’s thoughts, there are so many of 
them 

[The company loohed asif they wantcd an explanation ] 

When John and Thomas, for instance, are talhing 
together, 11153 natural enough that among the six there 
should be mote or less confusion and misapprehension 

[Our landlady turned pile~no doubt she thought 
there was ascrew loose in my intellects—and that involved 
the probable loss of a boarder A severe looking person, 
who weais a Spanish cloik, and asad check, fluted by the 
passions of the mclod: ima whom T underst umd to be the 
professional rufhan of the neizbouring thetic alluded, 
with a certam lifting of the biow diawing down of the 
corners of the mouth, and somcw hat raspmg voce dz petto, 
to Falst ifs nine men in buchiam Everybody looked 
up I belcve the old gentlman opposite wis afi ud I 
should ative the carvmg | mte, at anv 1ite, he slid it to 
one side, as it were carclusly 

I think, [ said J can mike it plan to Benjamin 
Fianhklin here, that there are at Icast six personalitigs 
distin tly to be recognised a» trhing part im th tt dialogue 
between John and Ihemas 


1 The real John known only to his Maker 
2 John sidcal John never the real one and 
oftcn very unlike bim 


Three Jobus 3 Thomas s ideal John never the rcal John, 
nor Johns John but often very unlike 
either 


3 The real Thomas 
Three Thomas¢s {2 Thomas s idcal Lhomas, 
3 Johns 1d¢al Thomas 


Only one of the thiee Johns 1s taxed, only one cin 
be weighed on a platfoim balance, but the other two are 
just as important in the conversation Let us suppose 
the real John to be old, dull, and ill looking But as the 
Highe: Powers have not conferred on men the gift of 


46 THE AUTOCRAT 


seeing themselves in the troe ight, John very possibly 
conceives himself to be youthful witty md fiscimating, 
and talks from the point of view of this idcal Thomas, 
again, believes him to be an artful rogue, we will say, 
therefore he 28, so far as Thomas s altitude in the conver 
sation 18 concerned, an artiul rozue, thouzh really simple 
and stupid The same conditions apply to the three 
Thomases It follows that until a min cin be found 
who knows himself as his Maker knows him, or who sees 
himselt as others see him, there must be at cast six 
pelsons engaged in every dialogue between two Of these, 
the least important philosophicilly speakmg is the one 
that we have called the 1exl person No wondu two 
disputants often get angry when there are six of them 
talking and hstening all at the sime time 

[A very unphilosophical appliaition of the above 
remaiks was made by 1 youn, fillow, answering to the 
name of John, who sits ncar me at table ° A certain 
basket of peaches a rire vegitable, little ]Tnown to 
bagi ding houses, was on its way to me va this unlettered 
Johannes Le appropriited the three that remained in 
the basket, remarking that there was just one apiece for 
him = I convinccd him that his practical inference wis 
hasty and logical, but in the meantime he had eaten the 
peaches | 
The opinions of relatives as to a mins powers 
are very commonly of little value, not merely because 
they sometimes overrate their own flesh and blood, as 
some may suppose, on the contrary, they are quite as 
likely to underiate those whom they have grown into 
the habit of considering like themselves The advent of 
genius is like what flouists style the breaking of a 
seedling talip mto what we may call high caste colours, 
—ten thousand dingy flowers, then one with the divine 
streak or, uf you prefer it, hke the coming up in old 
Jacob s garden of that most gentlemanly little fit, the 
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Secl el pear which I have sometimes seen n shop windows 
Tt 18 a surprise,—there 1s nothing to account for it ~All 
at once we find that twice two make fre Niture 18 
fond of what are culled “cift enterprises ” This hitle 
book of hfe which she has given mto the hinds of its 
join possessors 1s commonly one of the old story books 
bound over agun Only once in a gicat while there 1s a 
ptutely poem in it o1 its leives are illummmated with the 
glories of at, o1 they cnfold a draft for untold valucs 
signed by the milion fold nlhonnane old mother hersclf 
But stianjas are commonly the fust to find the “ gift 
that came with tne littl book 

It may be questioncd whcthor anything can be 
conscious of its own flavour  Whicther the musk deer, 
or the civet cat, or ever 1 still morc eloquently silent 
animal that might be mentioned 1s aware of any personal 
peculiarity, may well be doubted No min knows his 
own voice m&ny men do not | now then own profiles 
Lycry one remembers Cirlyles famous “ Char wtceristics 
article, allow for exaggcrations, ad there 1 a great deal 
in his doctrine of the self unconsciousness of gemus = It 
comes under the giewt law just stated This mcapacity 
of knowing its own traits 13 often found in the family as 
well as im the individual So never mind what you 
cousins, brothe:s sisters, uncles, aunts and the rest say 
about that fine poem vou have written, but send it 
(postage paid) to the editors, uf there are iny, of the 
* Ailintic, —which by the way, 1s not so called, because 
it 13 @ notzon, as some dull wits wish they had said, but 
are too late 
Scientific knowled.e, even in the most medest 
persons has mingled with it a something which partakes 
of insolence Absolute, peremptory facts are bullies, and 
those who keep company with them are apt to get a 
ballying habit of mind ,—not of manners, perhaps; they 
may be soft and smooth, but the smile they carry has a 
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quiet assertion in 1t, such as the Champion of the Heavy 
Weights, commonly the best natured, but not the most 
difident of men, wears upon what he very inelegantly 
calls his “mug $$ Take the man, for mstance, who 
deals in the mathematical sciences There 1s no elasticity 
in a mithematical fact, if you bring up against it, it 
never yiclds a hairs breadth everything must go to 
pieces that comes in collision with it What the mathe 
matician knows being absolute unconditional, incapable 
of suffering question, it should tend in the nature of 
things, to breed a despotic way of thmhing So of those 
who deal with the palp ible and often unmistakeuble facts 
of external nature, only in a Ics» degree Every proba 
bility—and most of our common, working behets are 
probabilitiis—is provided with buffers at both ends, 
whuh bieakh the force of opposite opimons clashing 
against 1t, but scientific cuitunty has no spring in it, no 
courtesy, no possibility of yiclding All this must react 
on the minds which handle these torms of truth 
O you need not tell me that Messis A and B 
are the most giacivus, unassuming people in the world, 
and yet pie emiment in the 1anggs of sunce I am refer 
ring to I know that as well as you But mak this 
which I ain going to say once for all If I hid not force 
enough to project a principle full im the face of the half 
dozen most obvious facts which seem to contradict it, I 
would think only in single file from this day forward 
A rash man once, visiting a cutain noted mstitution at 
South Boston, ventured to expriss the sentiment that 
man 18 a lational bung An old woman who was an 
attendant in the Idiot School contradicted the stat. ment, 
and appealed to the facts before the speaker to disprove 
it = =The rash min stuck to his hasty generalization, not 
withstandn ¢ 

{[—— It 1s my desire to be useful to those with whom 
Tam associated in my daily relations I not unfre 
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quently practise the divine art of music in company with 
our landlady s daughter, who, as I mentioned betore, 1s 
the owner of an accordion Having myself 2 well 
matked barytone voice, of more than half an octave in 
compass, I sometimes add my vocal poweis to her execu 
tion of 


‘Thou thou reign st in this bosom ,’ 


not however, unless her mother or some other discrect 
female 1» present to prevent misinterpretation or remark 
I have also taken a good deal of interest in Benjamm 
Tranklin, before refried to, sometimes called B F, or 
moe frcquently Frink in imitation of that fclheitous 
abbreviition combining dignity ind convemence adoptcd 
by some of his betters My acquuntance with the brench 
languige 15 very unpiufict I having never studied at 
anywhere but in Pais, which is awkwad, a B F 
devotes himscif to it with the peculiar idvantige of an 
Alsuian teacher ‘The boy, I think, 1s doimg, well, 
betwecn us, notwithstanding The following 1» an un 
corrected French cxercise wiitten by this young gentle 
man His mother thinks it vey creditable to his 
abilities though being unacquainted with the French 
language, her yuadgment cannot be considered final 


Le Rat Des Sitons A Lecture 


Ce rat q. est un animal fort singuler Il a deux pattes de 
derriére sur lesquellcs ul marche ct dcux pattes do devant dont 11 
fait usagc pou tenir ies yournaux Cet animal a la peau noire 
pour le plupart et porte un cercle blanchatre autou de son cou 
On le trouve tous les jours aux dits salons, ou 11 demeure, digere, 
siya de quu: dans son mtericur, respire, tousse eternue dort 
et ronfle quelquefois ayant toujours le semblant de lire On ne 
soit pas sil a une autie gitc que gla Il alnn dune béte trés 
stupide mais tl est dune sagactté ct d une vitcsse extraordinaire 
quand 21 sagit de saisir un journal nouveau On ne sait pas 


4 
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pourquoi il it parceqn’al ne parart pas avo desidées 11 vocalise 
rarement, mais en revanche 11 sait des bruits nasaux divers I] 
porte un crayon dans une de ses poches pectorales avec lequel il 
fait des marques sur les bords des journaux et des livres, sembiable 
aux suivans —'!! Bah! Pooh! Il ne faut pas cependant les 
prendre pour des signcs dintelligence II ne vole pas, ordinaire 

ment, 11 fait raroment méme des echanges de parapluie et jamaw 
de chapcau parceque son chapeau a todjours un caractére speci 

fique On ne salt pas au juste ce dont 11 se nournt Feu Cuvier 
était davis que c etait de ] odeur du ewr des reliures, ce qu’on 
dit d étre une nourr'ture animale fort saine et pouchére IT) vit 
bien longtems Enfin 1] meure en laisant 4 ses héritiers une 
carte du Salon & Lecture ou il avait existé pendant sa vie On 
pretend quil revient toutes les nuits, aprés la mort, visiter | 

Salon On peut le voir dit on & minut dans sa place habituelle 
tenant le journal du sour, et ayant asa maim un crayon de charbon 

Le lendemain on trouve des caractércs inconnus sur les bords du 
journal Ce qui prouve que le spimtualisme est vrai, et que Mes 

sieurs les Professeurs de Cambridge sont des umbegilcs qui ne 
savent rien du tout, du tout * ’ 


(I think this exercise, which IT have not corrected o1 
allowed to be touched in any way, 1s not discreditable to 
BF You observe that he 1s acquiring a knowledge of 
zoology at the same time thrt he is leuning French 
Fathers of fanulies in moderate circumst wces will find it 
profitable to their childien, nd an economical mode of 
instruction, to set them to revising and amending this 
boy s exercise The passage was originally taken fiom 
the “ Histoire Naturelle des Betes Ruminans et Rongeurs, 
Bipedes et Autres, lately published in Paris This was 
translated mto English and published in London = It 
was republished at Great Pedlington, with notes and 
additions by the American editor The notes consist of 
an interiogation-mark on page 53rd, and a rvference 
(p 127th) to another book ‘‘edited by the same hand 
The additions consist of the,editor s name on the title 
page and back, with a complete and authentic list of said 
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editor’s honorary titles in the first of these localities 
Our boy translated the translation back mto French 
This may be compared with the ongmal, to be found on 
Shelf 13 Division X, of the Pubhe Library of thus 
metropolis | 
Some of you boarders ask me fiom time to time 
why I dont write a story, or a novel, or something of 
that hind Instead of answering cach one of jou sepr 
rately, I will thank youn to step up into the wholesale 
depirtinent for a few moments, where I deal in answeis 
by the piece and by the bale 

That every articulately speaking human bemg has in 
him stuff fo. ove novel in three volumes duodecimo has 
long been with me a cherished belief It has becn main 
tained, on the other hand thit many persons cannot 
write more than one nove] —that all after that are hkely 
to be failures —Life 1s so much more tremendous 4 thing 
in its hei hts end depths than any transept of 11 can 
be, that all records of human expcrience arc as so many 
bound kerbarca to the innumerable glowing ghstening, 
rustling, breathing, fragrance laden, poison sucking, life 
giving, death distilling leaves and flowcis of the forest 
and the prairies All we can do with books of human 
experience 1s to make them alive agin with something 
borrowed fiom our own lives We cin make a book 
alive for us just im proportion to its resemblance in 
essence or in form to ow: own experience Now an 
author s first novel is naturally drawn, to a gieat extent, 
fiom his personal experiences, that 1s, 18 a literal copy 
of nature under various plizht disguises But the 
moment the author gets out of his personality he must 
have the cicitive power, as well as the nartative art and 
the sentiment, in order to tell a living story, and this is 
rare 

Besides, there 1s great dunge: that a mans first hfe- 
story shall clean him out, so to speak, of his best thoughts 

4—2 
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Most lives, though their staeam 1s loaded with sand and 
turbid with alluvial wiste, drop a few golden grams o. 
wisdom as they flow along Oftentimes a single cradling 
gets them all, and after that the poor mans labour is 
only rewarded by mud and worn pebbles All which 
proves that I, as an individual of the human family, 
could wiite one novel or story at any rate, 1f I would 

w——— Why dont I, then P—Well, there are several 
reasons against 1t In the first place, I should tell all 
my secicts, and J mamtain that veise is the proper 
medium for such revelations Rhythm ind rhyme and 
the haimonus of musicul language the pluy of fincy, the 
fire of imigination, the flishes of passion, so hide the 
nakedness of a heart lud open, that hurdly any confession, 
transfiguied in the luminous halo of poctay 15 1epioached 
as silt exposure A beauty shows herself unde: the 
chandeliers, protected by the glitte: of her diamonds, 
with such a broad snow diift of white arms and shouldus 
laid bue that wue she unadorned and in plaim cilio, 
she would be unendur ible —in the opimon of the Indies 

Azain, lam ternbly vfrad I should show up all my 
fends I should hke to know Jf all story tellers do not 
do this® Now I am afiaid ul my fiends would not 
bear showmg up very well, for they have an werage 
share of the common werkness of humanity, which I am 
pietty ceitain would come out Ot all that have told 
stonics imong us there 1s hardly one I can recal who has 
not diawn too faithfully some hving poitiait that might 
better have been spared 

Once more I have sometimes thought 31t possible I 
might be too dull to wiite such a story as i should wish 
to write 

And finily, I thik it very hhely I sha/7 write a 
story one of these dys Don t be sui prised at any time, 
if you see me coming out with “ The Schoolmistiess, 1 
‘The Old Gentleman Opposite [Our schoolmustress 
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and our old gentleman that sits opposite Tad left the 
table before I said this] I want my glory fo. writing 
the same discounted now, on the spot, 1f you please I 
will write when I get ready How many people live 
on the reputation of the reputation they mijht have 
made ! 





I saw you smiled when I spoke about the pos 
sibihty of my bemz too dull to write a good story I 
don t pretend to know what you meant by it but 1 take 
occasion to make aremurk which may hereaite prove of 
value to some amony you—When one ot us who has 
becn led by native vanity o1 senseless flittcary to think 
him«lf or heisclf possessed of talent arzivis at the full 
and final conclusion thit he or she 1s 1euly dull, it is 
one of the most tranquillizmg and blessed convictions 
that cin entcr a mortals mind All our fulures our 
shortcomings our stiinge disappointments m the eflcct 
of ow efforts ue hfted from our bruised shouldas ind 
fall like Christian s pach at the feet of that Omnipotence 
which has seen fit to deny us the pleasant gift of ligh 
intelligcnee,—with which one look may ovaflow us in 
some wider sphere of bein$ 

How sweetly and honestly one sud to me the 
other day, “I hate books! <A gentlemain—singularly 
free from affictations—not leaned, of course but of 
perfect breeding which 18 often so much better than 
learning—by no means dull m the sence of knowledge of 
the world and soccty but certainly not clever eithcr in 
the arts or scienues—lus company 1s pleasing to all who 
hnow him I did not recogmse in him inferioty of 
literary taste hilf so distinctly 1s I did simplicity of 
character and fvarless achnowledgment of his imaptitude 
for scholarship In fact, I think there arc a great many 
gentlemen and others, who read with a mark to keep 
their place, that really “hate books,’ but neve: had the 
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wit to find if out, or the manliness to own it [Hntre 
nous, I always read with a mark | 

We get into a way of thinking as if what we call an 
“intellectual man was as a matter of course, made up 
of nine tenths, or thereabouts, of book learnmg and one 
tenth himself But even if he 1s actually so compounded, 
he need not read much Society 1s a strong solution of 
books It draws the virtue out of what 1s best worth 
reading, as hot water draws the strength of tea leaves 
If I were a prince, I would hire or buy a private hterary 
teapot, im which I would steep all the lcaves of new books 
thit promiscd well ‘Lhe infusion would do for me 
without the vegetable fibre You understand me, [ 
would have a person whose sole busmess should be to 
ivad day and night, and talk to me whenever I wanted 
him to I know the man I would have a quick witted, 
c it spoken, incisive fellow, hnows history, or at any rate 
has a shelf ful of books about it, which he can use 
handily, and the same of all useful arts and sciences, 
knows all the common plots of plays and novels and the 
stock compwy of chiracteis that are continually commyg 
on in new costumes, ein give you a erticism of an 
octavo in an epithet and a wink, ind you can depend on 
it, cares for nobody except fo. the vutue there 1s in what 
he says, dchghts in taking off big wigs and professional 
gowns, and in the disembalming and unbandaging of all 
hiteary mummies Yet he 1s as tender and reverential 
to all that bears the mark of genrus—that 1s, of a new 
influx of truth or beauty—a» a nun over her missal In 
short, he 1s one of those men that know everything 
except how to make a lhving Him would I heep on the 
square next my own royal compartment on lift’s chess 
board To him [ would push up another pawn, in the 
shape of a comely and wise young woman, whom he 
would of course take—to wife For all contingencies I 
would hberally provide In a word, I would, in the 
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plebeian, but expressive phiase “put him through”’ all 
the material part of life, see him sheltered warmed, fed, 
button mended and all that, just to be able to lay on his 
talk when I hkhed—with the privilege of ghutting 1t off at 
will 

A Club 15 the next best thing to this, strung lke a 
harp with about a dozen ringing intelligences each 
answering to some chord of the macrocosm They do 
well to dine togethtr once in awhile <A dinnei party 
made up of such clements 1s the list triumph of etviliza 
tion over bubansm Nature ind ait combine to charm 
the senses, the equatorial zone of the system 18 soothed 
by well studicd artifiies the faculties arc off duty, and 
fall into then natural attitudes you see wisdom in 
slippers and science in a short yrucket 

‘The whole course of convetsation depends on how 
much you can take for granted Vulgar chess players 
have to plif then gune out, nothing short of the 
brut whity of an actu chechmate satisfics their dull appre 
hensions But look at two masteis of that noble game! 
Whute stands well enough, so far 1s you can sce but 
Rid says, Mate in sixemoves ,—White looks-——nods ,— 
the game 1s over Just s0 m talking with first rate 
men, espeually when they are good natured and expan 
sive, as they are apt to be at table That blessed clur 
voyance which sees into things without opening them— 
that glorious license, which, having shut the door and 
driven the reporte: fiom its key hole, calls upon Truth, 
majestic virgin! to get off from her pedestal and drop 
her academic poses, and tahe a festive guland and the 
vacant place on the medeus lectus—that carnival shower 
of questions and replies and comments, large axioms 
bowled over the mahogany like bombshells from protes 
#1onal mortars, and explosive wit dropping its trains of 
many coloured fire, and the mischief making rain of 
bon bons pelting everybody that shows himseli—the 
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picture of a truly mtellectual banquet 1s one which the 
old Divinities might well have attempted to reproduce in 
their 








“Oh, ph, oh!” civd the young fellow whom 
they call John-——* that 1s ficm one of your lectures '” 

I know it, I replicd—I concede 1t, I confess it, I 
proclaim 1¢ 


‘ The trail of the serpent 1s over them all!’ 


All lecturers, all professors, all schoolmasteis, have ruts 
and grooves in their minds into which their convcrs ition 
as perpetually shidmg Did you never, in riding through 
the woods of a still June evening, suddenly feel that you 
had passed into a warm stratum of air, and in a minute 
or two strike the chill laye. of atmosphere beyond P Did 
you never in cleaving the green waters of the Back Bay, 
—where the Provincial blue noses are in the habit of 
beating the “ Metropolitan bot clubs —fiad yourself in 
a tepid streak, a nirtow, local gulf stream, a gratuitous 
warm bath a little undeidone, throngh whih your 
glistening shoulders soon flashed to bring you bwk to 
the cold reahties of full sea temperature P Just »o, m 
talking with any of the charicters above referred to, one 
not unfrequently finds a sudden change in the style o 

the conversation ‘Lhe Ih lustre cye, rayless as a 
Beacon street door plate in August, vl] at oncc fills with 
light, the face flings itself wide open hke the church 

portals when the bride and biidcgroom enter, the little 
man grows in stature befoiec your eyes hke the small 
prisone: with hair on end, bcloved yet dieaded of early 
childhood, you were talking with a dwarf and an imbe 

elle—you have a giant and a trumpet tongued angel 
before you! Nothing but a stieah out of a fifty 

doll lecture As when, at some unloohed for 
moment, the mighty fountain column springs into the 
ar before the astonished passer by—silver footed, dia 
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mond crowned, rainbow scarfed——from the bosom of that 
fur sheet, sacred to the hymns of quiet batrichians at 
home, and the epigrams of a less amiable and less 
elevated order of reptzlia in other latitudes 

——- Who was that person that was so abused some 
time since for saying that in the conflict of two races our 
sympathies naturally go with the higherP No matter 
who he wis Now look at what 1s going on in India— 
a white, supeio “Caucasiin race against a dark 
shinned, inferior, but still “Caucasian race—and where 
aic English and American sympathies P We cant stop 
to settle all the doubtful questions, all we know 1s, that 
the brute nature 1s sure to come out most strongly in the 
lower race, ind it 1s the general law that the human side 
of humanity should treat the biutal side as 1t does the 
same nature m the inferior animals—tamé if or crush it 
The India mail brings stoues of women and children 
outraged and murdeied, the royal stronghold 1s in the 
hands of the babe killers England takes down the Map 
of the World, which she has gndled with empire and 
moles a correction thus Deter Dele The avhad 
world says, Amcn 
Do not think? because I talk to you of many 
subjects briefly, that I should not find 1t much lavter 
wok to take each one of them and dilute 1t down to an 
essiy Borrow some of my old college themes and water 
my remarks to suit yourselves, as the Homeric herocs 
did with their melas ounos—that black, swect, sirupy 
wine (?) which they used to alloy with three parts or 
more of the flowing streim [Could it have been 
melasses, as Webster and his provincials spell it—or 
Molassa s, a5 dear old smattering, chattering, would be 
College President, Cotton Mather, has 1t in the “ Mag- 
nalia ? Ponder thereon, ye small antiquaties, who 
make barn door fowl flights of learning in “ Notes and 
Queries!”—ye Huistorical Secieties, m one of whose 
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venerable triremes I, too, ascend the etream of time, 
while other hands tug at the oars '——ye Amines of para 
sitical literature, who pyk up your grains of native- 
grown food with a bodkin, having gorged upon less 
honest fare, until like the great minds Goethe speaks of, 
you have “made a Golgotha of your pages '|——ponder 
thereon '] 

I e’o e you go this morning I want to read you 
a copy ofvwr«s You will understand by the title that 
they are wiitten m an imaginary character J dont 
doubt they will fit some family man well enough I 
send it forth 1s “Oak Hill projects a coat, on a prior 
grounds of conviction that it will suit somebody There 
1s no loftier wlustration of faith than this It believes 
that a soul his been clad in flesh, that tender parents 
hive fed and nurtured it, that 1ts mysterious compages 
or framework has survived its myriad exposures and 
reached the stature of maturity, that the Man, now self 
determining, has given in his adhesion to the traditions 
and habits of the race in favour of artificial clothing, 
that he will, having all the world to choose from, select 
the very locality where this auda¢ ous generalization has 
been acted upon It builds a garment cut to the pattern 
of an Idea, and trusts that Nature will model a mateuial 
shape to fitit There 1s a prophecy in eve1y seam, and 
its pockets are full of inspiration —-Now hear the verses 





THE OLD MANS DREAM 


* Oh for one hour of youthful joy! 
Give back my twentieth spring ! 

Id rather laugh a bright haired boy 
Than reign a grey beard king! 


“ Of with the wrinkled spoils of age ! 
Away with learning’s crown ' 

Tear out life s wisdom written page, 
And dash its trophies down! 
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One moment let my life blood stream 
From boyhood s fount of flame ! 

Give me one giddy reeling dream 
Of life all love and tame! 


—My hstening angel heard the prayer, 
And calmly smiling said 

“Tf I but touch thy silvcred hair, 
Thy hasty wish hath aped 


‘ But 1s therc nothing in thy track 
To bid thee fondly stay, 

While the swift seasons hurry back 
To find the wished for day ?’ 


«Ah truest soul of womankind! 
Without thee what were life ? 

One bliss I cannot Jcave behind 
Ill take—m y—precious-—wife ! 


——-The angel took a sapphire pen 
And wrote in rainbow dew 

* The man would be a boy again, 
And be a husband too! 


— © Andis there nothing yet unsaid 
Betore the change appears ?P 

Remember all then gifts have fled 
With those dissolving years! 


Why yes, for memory would recal 
My tond pateinal joys, 

I could not bear to leave them all, 
Ll take—my—girl—and-—boys! 


The smiling ange! dropped his pen,— 
Why this will nevcr do 
The man would be a boy again, 
And be a father too! 


And so I laughed —my laughter woke 
The household with its noise — 

And wrote my dream, when morning broke, 
To please the grey haired boys 
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IV. 


I am so well pleased with my boarding house that I 
intend to remain there, perhaps for years Of course I 
shall have a great many conversations to repoit, and they 
will necessarily be of different tone and on see 
subjects The talks are lke the bicakfasts —sometinfts 
dipped toast, and sometimes diy You must take them 
as they come How can I do what all thsce Ictters ask 
me toP No 1 wants serious and earnest thought, 
No 2 (letter smells of bad cigars) must have more jokes , 
wants me to tell a “good storey which he has copied 
out for me—(I suppose two Ictters before the word 
“ good’ refer to some Doctor of Divinity who told the 
story) No 3 (in female hand)—more poetry No 4 
wants something that would be of use to 1 practical man 
(prakctical mahn he probably prorounces it) No 5 
(gilt edged, sweet scented) —‘ moro sentiment, ’—* heart 8 
outpouring 

My dear fiiends, one and all, I can do nothing but 
report such remarks as I happen to have made at our 
breakfast table Their character will depend on many 
aceidents,—a good deal on the particular petsons in the 
company to whom they weie addressed It so happens 
that those which follow were mainly intended for the 
divinity student and the schoolmistress, though others, 
whom I need not mention saw fit to mterfere with more 
or less propriety, in the conversation This is one of my 
privileges as a talker, and of course, 1f I was not talking 
for our whole company, I dont expect all the readers of 
this penodical to be interested in my notes of what was 
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said Still, I think there may be a few that will rather 
like this vein,—possibly prefer it to a livelier one —serous 
young men and young women genezally, in lifes roseate 
pai enthesis from years of age to inclusive 

Another privilege of talking 18 to misquote —Of course 
it wasn t Proserpina that actually cut the yellow hair —~ 
but Jras (As I have since told you) it was the former 
lady s regular business but Dido had used herself unzen 
teelly, and Madaine d Enfer stood firm on the point of 
etiquette So the bathycolpian Here—Juno, in Latin— 
sent down Tis instead But I was mghtily pleased to 
se that one of the gentlemen that do the heavy articles 
for the celebrated Occanico Misccllany musquoted Cam 
bells line without any excuse Waft us home the 
message of course it ouht to le Wall he be duly 
eritetul for the conection P 
The more we study the body wd the mind, the 
more we fied both to be governed not by but according 
to laws, such as we obscive in the larier universe You 
think you hnow ul about walking —dont you nowP 
Well, how do you suppose your lower limbs are held to 
your body P They ge sucl ed up by two cupping vessels 
(“ cotylord —cup hhe—cavities ) and held there as long 
as you live, and Jonju At wy rate, you think you 
move them bichwaid and forwud at such a 1ate ag your 
will detcrmines dont youP On the contrary, they swing 
just av any other pendulums swing, at a fixed rate deter 
mined by their len,th Lou can alter this by muscular 
power, as you can tike hold of the pendulum of a clock 
and make it move faste: or slower , but your ordinary 
gutis fimed by the same mechamsm as the movements 
of the solu system 

[My friend the Profcssor, told me all this, 1 ferring 
me to certun German physioloists by the name of 
Weber for proof of the facts, which howevu he said he 
had often veificd I appropriated it to my own we, 
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what can one do better than this, when one has a friend 
that tells him anything worth remembering ? 

The Professor seems to think that man ind the general 
powers of the universe are in partnership Some one 
was saying that it had cost nearly half a millon to move 
the Leviathan only so far as they had got it alrerdy — 
Why, said the Piofessor,—they might have hired an 
TARTHQUAKE for less money '] 

Just as we find a mathematicr rule at the bottom of 
many of the bodily movements just so thought my be 
supposed to have its regular cycles Such or such 4 
thought comes round periodically, i its tun = Acciden 
tal suggstions, however +0 far interfere with the regular 
cydes, that we may fir2 them practically beyond our 
power of recognition Tahe all this for. what 1t 1» worth, 
but at any rate you will agree thit there are ccrtain par 
ticular thoughts that do not come up once a diy, nor 
once a week, but that a yeu would hirdl, go round 
without your having them piss though your mind 
Here 1s one which comes up at intervals in this way 
Some one speaks of it and there 13 an mstant aid eager 
smile of assent in the hstener or listeners Yes, mdeed ; 
they have often been struck by it 

All at once a conviction flashes through us that we 
have been wn the same piecise circumstances as at the 
present instant, once or many times before 

Oh dear, yes '—said one of the company,—everybody 
has had that feeling 

The landlady didn t know anything about such notions, 
it was an idee 1 folhs heads, she expected 

The schoolmistress said, m a hesitating sort of wry, 
that she knew the feeling well, and didnt like to expen 

»ence it, 1t made her think she was a ghost, somctimes 

The young fellow whom they call John, said he knew 
all about it, he had just hghted a cheroot the other day, 
when a tremendous conviction all at once came over him 
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that he had done just that same thimg ever so many 
times before I looked severely at him, and his counte 
nance immediately fell—on the side foward me I cannot 
answer for the other, for he can wink and laugh with 
either half of his face without the other half s knowing it 
I have noticed—I went on to say—the followmg 
circumstances connected with these sudden impressions 
First, that the condition which seems to be the duplicate 
of a former one i» often very triviil,—one that umght 
have presented itrelf a hundred times Secondly, that 
the impression 1s very evanescent and that 1t 1s rarely, if 
evc1, recalled by any voluntary effort, at least after any 
time has elipsd Thirdly thit there 1s a dismclination 
to record the circumstinecs and a sense of inciprcity to 
reproduce the stite of mind im words Fourthly, I have 
often felt that the duplicate condition had not only oc 
cuncd onee before, but that it was familiir and, as it 
secmed, halitail Lastly, I have had the same convic- 
tion» in my dreams 

How do I account fo. 1t°?—Why, there are several 
ways that I can mention, and you miy take your choice 
The first 15 that which the young lady hinted at —that 
these flashes are sudden recollections of a previous exis 
tence I dont believe that, for I remember a poor 
student I used to know told me hc had such a conviction 
one day when he was blacking his boots, and I cant 
think he had ever lived in another woild where they use 
Day and Martin 

Some think that Dr Wigan s doctrine of the brain’s 
being a double organ, 1ts henuspheres working together 
like the two eyes, accounts for 1t One of the hem. 
sphercs hangs fire, they suppose, and the small interval 
between the perceptions of the nmble and the sluggish 
half seems an indefinitely long period, and thercfore the 
second perception appeais to be the copy of another, ever 
so old But even allowing the centie of perception to 
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be double, I can see no good reason for supposing this 
indefimte lengthening of the time, nor any analogy that 
beats it out It seems to me most likely that the com 
cidence of circumstances is very partial, but that we take 
this partial resemblance for identity, as we occasionally 
do resemblances of persons A momentary posture of 
circumstances 1s so fir lle some preceding one that we 
accept 1t as exactly the same, just as we acc ost a stranger 
occasion lly, mistahing him for 1 fiiend The apprrent 
similaity may be owing, perhaps quite w much to the 
mentil stite at the time, w to the outward circumstances 
Hire is another of these curiously 1ecurrmg 
remaiks I have said it and heud it many times, ind 
occasionuly met with somcthing hike 1t in books —some 
where in Bulweors novels, I think and in one of thie 
woihs of Mi Olmsted T know 

Memory, vmagination old sentiments and associa 
tions, are more readily reached thioughethe sense of 
sMLLL than by almost any other channel 

Of course the prrticulu odours which act upon eich 
persons susceptibilities difflr —Oh yes! I will tell you 
some of mine The smell of plagphorus is one of thum 
During a year or two of adolescence I used to be dib 
bling in chemistiy a good deal, and ws about that time I 
had my little aspuations and passions like another, some 
of these things got mixcd up with each other orice 
coloured fumes of nitrous icid, and visions as bright and 
tiansient , reddening litmus pape, and blushing checks »— 
eheu I 





“Soles occidere et redire possunt, ’ 


but thcre 1s no reagent that will redden the faded roses 
of erghteen hundred and spare them! But as I 
was saying phosphorus fires this trun of associations 1n 
an instant, its lumimous vapours with their penetrating 
odour throw me into a trance it comes to me in a double 
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sense “trailing clouds of glory | Only the confounded 
Vienna matches, ohne phosphor geruch, have woin my 
sensibilities a little 

Then there 1s the marrgold When I was of smallest 
dimcusions and wont to 11de rmprcted between the knees 
of fond puentil pair, we would sometimcs cross the 
bridg« to the next villace town and stop opposite a low, 
brown, “gambicl roofed cottage Out of it would come 
one Silly, sista of its swuthy tenant swaithy herself, 
shady upped sad voiced, and, bendy over her flower 
bed, would githar + posy ws she ¢ dled it, for the little 
boy Sally lies in the churchyud with a slab of blue 
shite at her head lichen ciusted, and Jeanmg a little 
within the last few yeus Cottage girden beds posics, 
gicnidier like rows of scedlin,, onions—stateliest of vege 
tibles—all ire gone, but the bicath of a marigold brmgs 
them all bach te me 

Pohips the*hab ererlasting, the fragrant ammortelle 
of our itumn ficlds has the most suggestive odour to 
me of all those that set me diecvming I can hardly 
dcsuiibe the sti inee thoughts and emotions that come to 
mo w T[ imhile the ama of its pude dry rustling 
flowers A somé@thing 1¢ has of sepulchral spicery as uf 
it hid been brought from the core of some gicat pyramid, 
wha it had Jam on the breast of 1 mummuicd Pharaoh 
Somethin, too of immortuity in the sad funt sweetness 
hngamg so long in its feless pets Let this dues not 
tell why it tills my cyes with tears and carries me im 
blissful thought to the banks of asphodel that border the 
River of Life 
I should not have tuked so much about those 
personil suseeptibilitics af I had not a remark to make 
about them which I beheve is a new one It 1s this 
There may be a physical 1eason for the strange con- 
nexion between the sense of smell and the mind The 
olf wtory nerve-——so, my fiend, the Piofessoi, tells me 
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is the only one dnectly connected with the hemispheris 
of the biam, the puts m which as we have every re ison 
to buheve the intellectual processes are performed To 
speak more tiuly the olficlory ‘nerve 1s not a nerve rt 
all, he says but + part of the bram in intimate connection 
with its interior lobes Whether this an ttomie i arranie 
mcnt 1s it the bottom of the facts I have mentioned I 
will not decide, but 16 15 curious cnonyh to be worth 
remembenns Contrast the sense of tast. 1s a source of 
suecestive anpressions with thit of smell Now the 
Professor assures me thit you will find the nerve of 
taste his no immedi tte connection with the bi un propa 
but only with the prolongation of the spinal cord 

(The old gentleman opposite did not pry much atten 
tion IT think to this hypothesis of mime But while I 
was epe thing bout the scusc of smcll he nestled about im 
lus sc tt and presently suceeeded in getting out a lu,e 
red bandinna hindkerchief Then he Iuéhed v little to 
the otha side and after much tribulation at last exvti 
cited wn ample round snuff box TI looked ws he opened 
wboand felt for the wontcd pugil—mont raippec and 4 
Tonks bean lymg therein T gnade the minual sign 
understood of all mankind that use the precions du t vd 
presently my bram, too, responded to the long unuscd 
stimulus ———- Oh_—sdboys thit were, ictuil piprs and 
possible giaindpipas, some of you with ciowns like 
billiard balls, some im lochs of sible silvered ind some 
of silver sibled,—do you 1emembcir as you dose over 
this those after dinners at the Trow Picies when the 
Scotch pluded snuff box went round and the dry Lundy 
Foot tickled its way along into our happy scnsoria P 
Then it was that the Chambertin or the Clos" Vong: ot 
cime in slumbermg in its straw ciidle And one 
unons you--do you remember how he would have 2 bit 
of ce iways m his Burgundy, and sit tinklng 1t against 
the pides o1 the bubble lke glass, saying that he was 
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hearing the cow bells as he used to hear them, when the 
decp brerthing kine came home it twilzht from fhe 
huchlcberry pasture, in the old home a thous ind leiucs 
tow rds the sunset P] 

Ah me! what strains and stiophes of unwiitten verse 
pulsite through my soul when I open a ecrtan closet m 
the ancient house whae IT wis born! On its slilves 
uscd toe lie bundles of swect marjoi un md pennyroy 
and livendcr and mmt and citinp, there apples were 
stored until thoi seeds should grow blick which h wpy 
period thie were shup httle milk tecth always ready to 
intigp ite, there perches lay im the dal thinking of the 
sunshine they had lost, until Nhe the hearts of siunts 
that dicam of heaven m then soitow they gicw fiagi wt 
as the bieulh of wicls = The odorous echo of 1 score of 
dead summuis lingcis yet in those dim reecsses 
Do I rememser byrons linc about ‘ stukimg 
the clectiic @hun P—lo be sue I do T sonxctiuncs 
think the less the hint th tt stus the ancomatic muhimery 
of associ ition the mor easily this moves us = What cm 
be more trivial than thit old story of opening the fohoa 
hal speue that used go lie m some anvint English 
hill and finding the flikes of Christm is pastry between 
its aves shut upin them perhaps 1 hundicd yea» 120” 
And, lo! as one Jloohs on these poor iches of a bygone 
generation the universe chingis m the twinkling of an 
eye, old George the Sccond i» bich again ind the elder 
Pitt 1s coming into power and Gencial Welfo i» a fine, 
promising young man, and ove: the Channel they ue 
pulling the Sicu: Damiens to meces with wild horses, 
and acioss the Atlaytic the Indims ae tomahiwking 
Hirams ind Jonathans and Jonwes at Fot Witham 
Henry , all the dcad people who have bee. in the dust 
so long—even to the stoul armed cook that made the 
pistry—aie alive again, the planct unwinds a hundred 
of its lummous coils, and the precession of the equinoxcs 

J—2 
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ig retraced on the dial of heaven! And all this for a bit 
of pie crust ! 
I will thank you for that pie,—said the pro 
vohing young fellow whom I have named repeat«dly 
He looked at 1t for a moment and put his hands to his 
eyes as if moved—-I was thinking,—he said indis 
tinetly —— 

——— How? What i tP—said our landlady 
I was thinking —said he,—who was kmg of 
England when this old pie wis baked, and 1t made me 
feel bid to thmk how long he must hive been dead 

[Our landlady 1s 1 decent body, poo, and a widow, of 
course, cela va sans dire She told me hei story once, 
16 was as if 2 grain of coin that had becn gzound and 
bolted 1 id tired to individualize itself by a special nirrt 
tive There wis the wooing and the wedding—the start 
in life—the dis ypointiment—thce children she hid buried 
—the stinggle against fite—the dismartling of Iife, 
first of its small luxuies and then of its comforts—the 
broken spiritsp—the altered chiracter of the onc on whom 
she leaned—and at last the death that came and dicw the 
black curtain between her id al} her earthly hopes 

I never laughed at my landlady afte: she had told me 
her story, but [ oftcn cried—~not those patticiing teus 
that 1un off the eives upon our neighbou1s grounds, the 
stellicedium of self conscious sentunent, but those which 
steal noiselessly through their conduits until they reach 
the cisterns lyimg round about the heart—those ters 
that we weep inwardly with unchanging fcatures ,—such 
I did shed for her often when the umps of the boarding 
house Infeino tugged at her soul with thew red hot 
pincers | 

Loung man—I said—the pastry you speak hghtly of 
15 not old, but courtesy to those who labour to serve us, 
especially if they are of the weaker scx, 1s very old, and 
yet well worth retammg May I recommend to you the 
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following caution, as a guide, whenever you are dealing 
with a wom in, o1 an artist, or 7 poet >—1f you are hind 
ling an editor or politician 16 1s supetfluous advice I 
take 1t from the back of one of those little Fiench toys 
which contain pasteboard figmes moved by a small 
1unning stieim of fine sand, Benjamin Fianklin will 
trauslite it for you “ Quorgu elle sort tres solidement 
monté&, el faut ne pas BRUIALISIR la machine —1 will 
thank you for the pie if you plese 

[I tool more of it than wis good for me—as much as 
85°, I should thmk,—ind hid an indigcstion im conse 
quence While I wis suffcring from it I wiote some 
sadly despondmg poems and a theological essay which 
took a very melancholy view of ucation Whin I got 
better I labelled them all Pic crust, and laid them by 
as scare crows and solemn warnings I hwea number 
of books on my shelves that 1 should lke to libel with 
some such tifle, but as they hive gicat nimes on 
their title piges—doctors of divinity, some of them, 1% 
wouldn t do | 
My fiend the Professo. whom T have men 
tioned to you once oretwice, told me yestudty that 
pomcbody had been abusing him in some of the yc urnals 
ef his callmy JI told him that I didnt doubt he 
deserved 16, that I hoped he did diserve «a httle abuse 
oceasionuly, and would for a numbe: of years to come, 
that nobody can do anything to make his neizhbours 
wiser or better without bemg lable to abuse for it, 
especiilly that people hated to have thar little mistakes 
made fun of, and perh ips he had been domg something of 
the kmd—The Professor smiled -—Now sud 1 hear 
what I am going to say It will not tike many years 
to bring you to the period of lif. when men, at least the 
majority of wiiting and talking men, do nothing but 
praise Men, lke peiches and pears, grow sweet a little 
while before they begin to decay Idont know what it 
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is—wh ther a spontaneous chinge, mental o1 bodily, or 
whethc it 1 through expom nee of the thanklessncss of 
enticul honesty,—but 11 » a fwt, that most wiites, 
exucpt sour md unsuccessful ones, gct tired of finding 
flt at about the time when they ve begmaing to grow 
od Asa cena thmg I would not give a gieat deal 
for the fur woids of a cutic, uf he is hinself am author, 
over hfty yens of age At thnty we ne all trying to 
cut our names mn biz letters upon the wills of this tcne 
ment ol lie, twenty yeus lita we hive eared it, o1 
shut up om jyuhlnives Then we arc reidy to hilp 
othas and cue Iess to linda any, because nobody s 
elbows ue iow wiy So Iam glid you hive a h'th 
life left you will be such wine enough m 2 few yeus 
‘ome of the softenng cfliets of advimcng age 
have struch me very much m what I hie heird m seen 
here ind clsewhere — I yust now spole of the sweetening 
process thit wethors undaigo Do you hifow thit in the 
giaduil pissige fiom miunty to helplessness the 
hasshe 6 charters sometimes have a pevod in whirh 
they ue gemle md phiad w» young childicnP T have 
head 1 sud bat 1 cinnot be sponsor for its truth, that 
the fumous chicftun Lochiel wis rocked mm a cradle hhe 
a baby, im his o'd ize An old min, whose studies hid 
been of the severest scholistic hind uecd to love to hou 
little nw czy stories read over wd over to hn One 
who siw the Dule of Wellmgton am hip list years 
desuihes hin as very gentle in his aspect and demcanou 
Ticmember a person of smgulaly stern and lofty bearmg 
who became 1emukably grwious and casy in all his ways 
m the litter period of his life 

And that leads me to svy that men often 1cmind me 
of pears in then wiy of coming to matuiity some are 
ripe at twenty, Lhe human Jargonell s, ind must be 
midc the most of, for ther diy 1s soon over Some 
come into thew perfect condition late, like the autumn 
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kinds, and they last better than the summer frmt And 
some, that, hhe the Winter Nclis have bien hard ind 
uninviting until all the rest have had than sewon cet their 
glow and perfume long itter the frost and snow have 
done thew woist with the orchards Beware of 1ish 
eritiasms, the rough wd stimgcnt fruit you condemn 
may be an vatunin on a winter pear, and that which you 
picked up beneith the sunc boulh in August muy hive 
becn only its worm citen windfills Milton was 1 
Sunt Gamunwith co: utof the rose de Lardy Citherme 
Raich, yuicy, lively, fiagrumt rassct slinned old Ch iucer 
wis an Haster Bumic, the buds of + now summa were 
swelling when he mpened 
There 1 no power I envy so much—~ud the 
divimty studcnt—as thit of seemge maiboiis and mihing 
compurons J dont undastmd how it » thit some 
minds arc continually coupling thon shts or objects that 
sec not in ee Least aclicd to cach other until al at 
once they ue putin acatun hoht md you wonder thit 
you did not uUwayy see th t they were w lle is a pan 
oftwins It rppeus to me a sort of mp iculous cit 

[Ife is ritha a mec goung mim, md LE think hw an 
appreuiition of the h Ghat meutal qualities rum ukable 
for one of lis yous and tiunumes I try his head occ. 
sionally is houscwivcs tiv ese give i an intelectual 
slike, wd hold it up to the hot so to speu to see uf 
it hias life im it wtual or potcntiil, or only contains 
lifeless albumen | 

You call 1t se) aeu7ous, I rephed —tos inz the expres 
sion with my fuiil cmincme 1» little smartly, 1 few 
Two mcn are wilking by the polyphlusba in ocean one 
of them having a small tin cup with which he can scoop 
up a gill of sev witer when he will, and the other nothing 
but his hands, which will hardly hold water at il,—and 
you call the tan cup a mu iculous possession! It 16 the 
ocean that is a muacle, my infint apostle! Nothing 1s 
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clearer than that all things are in all things, and that just 
accordjng to the intensity and extension of our mental 
being we shall see the many in the one and the one m 
themany Did Sir Isaac think whit he was saying when 
he mide des speech about the ocean, the child and the 
pebbles, you know? Did Le mem to speak shghtinily 
of a pebble P—of 1 spherial solid which stood sentinel 
over its computment of spe betore the stone that 
became the pyramids hid grown solid, and has w itched it 
until now '—1 body which Inows all the cunents of 
foice thit traverse the globe, which holds by iivisible 
thicids to the rmg of Situin and the belt of Orion '—a 
body froin the contemplation of which in archang:! could 
infor the entire morgwic universe as the simplst of 
corollaries '~—9 throne of the all pu tdmg Duty, who has 
guided its every atom since the rosay of heaven was 
strung with beaded stars ! 

So—to xetuin to our wilh by the oceag—if all that 
poetry has dreuned all that ins uuty has 1ived, all that 
maddening narcoti»s have driven throu.h the biainsof men, 
or smothced passion nursed in the fincws of women—if 
the dreains of colleges and convents and boarding » hools— 
if every human fecling thit sighs, or smiles, or curses or 
shuieks, or groans, should bing all their mnumcrable 
Images, such as come with every hurtiwd heart be t the 
epic which held them all,though its letters filled the zodiac, 
would be but 1 cupful to the ocean of similitudes and 
analo ies that rolls through the univctrse 

[Ibe divimty studcnt honoured himself by the way im 
which he reccived this le did not swallow it at once, 
neither did he reject it , but he took 16 as a pichcicl takes 
the bait, and carried 1t off with him to his hole (in the 
fourth story) to deil with at his leisure ] 

Here 18 another remirk made for his especial 
benefit There 1s a nitural tendency in many persons to 
run thor adjectives together in triads, as 1 have heard 
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them called,—thus He was honourable, courteous, and 
brave, she was graceful, pleasing, and virtuous Di 

Johnson 1s famous for this I think 1¢ wis Bulwer who 
paid you could separate a pape: m the “ Ramble: into 
three distinct essays Many of our writers show the 
the same tendency, my friend, the Professor, espeuilly 

Some think it 1s in humble imitation of Johnson, some 
that it 1» for the sike of the stately sound only I dont 
think they get to the bottom of 1t It 1s, I suspect, an 
instinctive and voluntary effort of the mind to present a 
thought 01 mage with the three dimensions that belong 
to every solid,—an unconscious handling of an idea as if 
ut had length, breadth, and thickness It 1s a great deal 
easier to say this thin to prove 1t and 1 great deal easier 
to dispute it than to disprove it Bunt mind tlis the 
more we observe and study, the wider we find the range 
of the automatic anu instinctive prmauples im body, mind, 
and morals, agd the narrower the limits of the sc lf deter- 
mining conscious movement 

I have often scen piimoforte players and singers 
make such stringe motions over thei instruments or 
song books that I wantgd to laugh at them ‘ Where 
did our fiends pick up all these fine ecstatic ausP I 
would say tomysclf Then 1 would remember My Lady 
m “ Martitge ala Mode, and amuse myself with thinking 
how affuctation was the sure thing in Hogarths time 
and in our own But one day I bought me a camry- 
bird and hung him up m a cage at my window Jy and- 
by he found himself at home, and began to pipe his 
little tunes, wd there he wis, sure enough, swimming 
and wiving about, with all the droopings and liftings and 
languishing side-tuinings of the head that I had laughed 
at And now I should hhe to ask, Wro taught him all 
this P—and me, thiough hin, that the foolish head was not 
the one swinging itself fiom side to side and bowing and 
nodding over the music, but that other which was passing 
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ily shallow and sclf satisfied yuadgment on a creature made 
ol finer clay than the fiime which canied that same head 
u on its shouldets ? 
Do you want an image of the human will or 
che self determining primaple as comprued with is pic 
arrangcd and impass ible acstiictions 2? A drop of w itu 
imprisoned in a crystal Lou may ce snch » one mn any 
wines tlogted collection «Onc littl fluid puticle in the 
aystilline prism of the solid universe ! 

am Weoilcn mori oblheitions? No, not weaken 
but define them When [T preach thit scamon I spoke 
of the other du, I shu havc to hry down some prumcples 
not fully recognised in some of yom trat books 

I should have to belin with on most formidable pre 
liminary You siw an artide the otha diy in one of 
the yournas pahaps in which some old doctor o1 othe 
sud quictly thit patients vce very apt t6 be fools and 
eowads Buta giuitminy of the clergy#iains piticnts 
aie not only fools wid cow uds but also jinis 

[Immense setisttion it the tible Sudden retirement 
of the angular femalo in osidited bombizine  Move- 
mint of adhesion wthey sry in the Chamber of Dc putics, 
on the put of the young flow they call John 
Falling of the old jcntlemin opposites lower jaw— 
(cravitation 15 begimiing to oct the better of him) = Our 
Jandlady, to Benjanmn Franklin, bir] ly—Go to school 
ught off, theres a good boy! School misticss cuuoUus, 
tihes 1 quich clince va divinity stident Divinity 
student sh litly flushcod dtaws his shoulders bach a littl, 
as if a big falschood—oi truth—had hit him im the fore 
head = Myself calm 7 

——— I should not mike such a speech as that, yon 
hnow, without having pretty substantial endorscrs to fall 
bach upon, in case my credit should be disputed Will 
you run upstaus, Benjamm Franklm ‘for B F had zot 
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gone right ofl of cours) ind brig down + small volume 
fiom the Icft upper corner of the ght hand shelves P 

[Look at the precious hittle blich, mbbed backed, ele in 
typed, vellum papered 32mo “ Drsrpiri Luasmt 
Cotrogura AmstJodam: Typ Ludovur Liaw 
1650 Various nimes written on tif'e paige Most con« 
spicugu this “Gul Cookeson E Coll Omn Amm 1725 
Oxon 





O Wilhim Coohkeson of All Souls College, 
Oxford——thin writine as I now wr te, now in the dust, 
where T shall he— is this hne all thit remamy to thee of 
eathly remembi ce? ‘Thy name is it Icast once more 
spohen by laamg mon, 1s ita pleasume to thee? Thou 
shilt shue with me my Iith diweht of immoitahty— 
its wicl its rionth its ycu—whitcver it may be, and 
then we will go together into the solemn atclives of 
Obhivions Unert dojued Ini ny J 

If fou ‘daak T have used 1 ther stiong language, 
I shall hive to 1c1d somcthmeg to you out of the book of 
this keen and witty scholu the gicit kiasmus—who 
“laid theeg, of the Reform vtion which Luther hatched ’ 
Oh, vou never cid hiedaufiagium or “Shlipwicch, did 
you? Of comse not for if you had I dont think yon 
would hwe giucn me cicdit—or disciedit—for cntire 
ong ity im that speech of mine Tht Men are cow ude 
in the contemplation of futniity he ulustrates by the 
exti ordinary antics of many on board the sinking vessel , 
that they aro fools, by their piaymg to the sea, and 
making promiscs to bits of wood fiom the true cross, and 
all minner of stmilw nonsense, that they are fools, 
cowards, and hars all at once by this stay (I wall put 1 
mto rough English for you) “I couldn t help laughing 
ta how one fullow bawlmg out, so that he might be sure 
to be hcaird, a promise to St Christopher of Pans—the 
monstrous statue in the grcat church there—that he 
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would give him a wax taper as big as himself “ Mind 
what you promise! said an acquaintance that stood near 
him, poking him with his elbow, ‘ you couldnt poy for 
it, if you sold all your things at auction ‘ WIold your 
tongue, you donkey! said the fellow—but softly, so that 
St Christophe: should not hear him—‘ do you think Im 
m earnest? IfI once get my foot on dry giound catch 
me giving him so much as a tallow candle! ’ 

Now, therefore, remembering that those who have been 
loudcst in their tuk about the eit subject of which we 
were sperking, have not necessinly been wise, brave, and 
fiue men, but, on the contiary, have very often been 
wanting in one or two or all of the qualities these words 
mmply, I should expect to find a good many doctrines 
current in the school» which I should be obliged to call 
foolish, cowardly, and false 
So you would abuse other peoples beliefs sir, 
and yet not tcll us your own creed !—said the divinity 
student, colouring up, with a spit fo. which I liked him 
all the better 
I have a creed,—I replied ,—none better, and 
none shorter It 1s told in two words,—the two fist of 
the Paternoster And when I say these words I mean 
them And when I compired the human will to a diop 
in a crystal, and said I ment to define moral obligations, 
and not weaken them, this was what I intended to 
express that the fiuent, self determining power of human 
beings 18 a very strictly limited igency in the universe 
The chief planes of its enclosing solid are, of course, 
organization, education condition Organization may 
reduce the power of the will to nothing, as mm some 
idiots , and from this ze.0 the scale mounts upwards by 
slight gradations Education is only second to nature 
Imagmme all the infants born this yea. in Boston and 
Timbuetoo to change places! Condition does less, but 
“Give me neither poverty nor riches’ was the prayer of 
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Agur, and with good reason If there 1s any improve 
ment in modern theology, 1t 1s in getting out of the 
region of pure abstractions and taking these every day 
wothing forces into account The great theological 
question now heaving and throbbing in the minds of 
Christian men 1s this 

No, I wont talk about these things now My remarks 
mi,ht be repeated, and it would give my fiends pain to 
see with what personal imcivilities 1 should be visited 
Besides, what business his 1 mere boude: to be talking 
about such things at 9 breakfast tableP Let him make 
puns To be sure, he was brought up among the 
Chistian fathers, and lowaned his alphabet ont of a 
quarto ‘Conalium Tridcntinum = Ile has also heard 
miny thousind theological lectures by men of various 
denommitions «nd it 1s not at all to the credit of these 
teachers if he 15 not fit by this time to eaprcss an opinion 
on theolo ica matters 

I know well cnough thit there are some of you who 
had i gictt deal rather sce me stand on my head than 
use 1t for my purpose of thought Does not my friend, 
the Proftssor, reccive git lvast two letters a wech, re 
questing lim to 

—on the strength of some youthful antic of 

his which no doibt vwithorzes the intelliz nt con- 
stituency of iutogiiph huntus to address him 4s a 
harlequin P 

—— Will Tewmt be savige with you for wanting to 
laugh aud I like to male you laugh well enough whes 
Tem But then obscive this af the sense of the 
ridiculous t» one side of in impicssible niture it w very 
wall butat that is all there in a man, he had better 
have bicn in ape at one, and so have stood at the head 
of his profession = Laughter ind tc us are meant to turn 
the wiiccls of the sum machincy of sensibility, one 18 
wind puwcr, and the other watcr power, that 1s all I 
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have often, head the Profissor tik «bout hysterics as 
beng Nature s cleverest Wlustr ition of the recip oc ul con 

vertubility of the two stites of which these acts ire the 
manifestations, but you m.y seo it every diy in childicn, 
and if you wint to chohe with stifkd tens wt si ht of 
the transition, as 16 shows itsclf in oldcr years, go and 
see Mx Blake play Jesse Rural 

It is a vay dwycrons thing for a htaary min to 
indulge his Jove for the ridiculous  Pcople Linh aith 
him just so long w he amuses tham, but aft he attempts 
to be serious, they must still have then liush, and 50 
they laugh @é lum = There 1s in addition however, 1 
deeper rcison for this than would it first appew = Do 
you know thot you fel » httle supeno: to cvers min 
who mikes you Janwh, whether by miain, fies o7 
veistsY Are youawue thit you hive 1 ples nt sense 
of patronizing him, when you condiscend so fu as to Iet 
him turn somerscts, liter o: htawy fie your royal 
dcheht? Nowif.min cin only be allowed to stind on 
a dais or rused plitform and Jooh down on Ins neh 
bour who is excitmy lay tucnt for him Oh itis dlught! 
—fust rate performincc '—and ql the rest of the fine 
phrases Butif ul it once the performer ash» the cn 
tleman to come upon the floor, and, stepping upon the 
platform, begs to talk down it him,—ah, that wasu t 
mn the programme ! 

I have never forgotten what hippened when Sydney 
Smith—who, as everybody hnows, was an exceedingly 
sensible man, and a gentleman, cvery ich of him— 
venturcd to pireuwh + scrmon on the Duties of Royalty 
The “ Quarterly, “so savage and tartarly came down 
upon him m the most contemptuous style, 15 “1 joker 
of jokes, a ‘diner out of the first water 1m one of luis 
own phiases, sneering at him, insulting him, as nothmg 
but a toady of a court, sneaking behind the anonymous, 
would eve: have been mean enough to do to a man of 
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his position and gems or to any decent person even 
If I were giving advice to v young fcllow of talent with 
two or thiee ficcts to his mind, I would tell lim by ul 
means to keep his wit in the bul ground until after he 
had made a reputation by his more solid qualities And 
so to in actor /famlet fist, and Bob Logic afterwards, 
if vou litle but dont thimkh, as they say poor Liston 
used to thit people will be 1cady to low that you em 
do anything great with Afacheth s digger alter flouiish 
ing vbout with Pauwd Pry, umbielli Do you know, 
too thit the m yourty of men look upon all who ch ulcnze 
ther attention —for v while, at ler t—» bi jus md 
nuisancesP They Uwrys tiv to oct off 1 cherply 19 
they cin, and the che wpest of all things they cin give 
lituruy man—pudon the forlorn pk iantry '—15 the 
funny bone Thit ws ail very well so fur vs 16 goes, but 
satisfies no min, and males 1 good many wyiy, w I 
told you on veforma occasion 

—— Oh mdud, no'—1 am not ahared to mike 
youl h occwondly LT thml T could read you some 
thing I hive in my desk which would probublh muo 
yousmile Perhaps T will reid it one of these days, if 
vou ue piticnt with me when I am sentiuncntal and 1c 
fiective, not gust now ‘Lhe ludicious his its place m 
the umverse if is not » huniin invention, but one of 
the Divine idcis ilustrited in the protic yokes of 
kittens and monkeys long before Armstoph incs or & hak 
speaie How curious it is thit we Uways consider solem 
mity and the ibscnce of all gy surpriscs and encounter 
of wits as csscntiul to the idea of the futme life of those 
whom we thus deprive of hilf ther ficulties ind then 
eall blessed! There aie not v fiw who, cven in this 
life, scum to bo prepu az themselves for that smilcless 
eternity to whih they look forward by bimshing all 
gucty fiom thor heuts and all joyousness from then 
counteninces I meet one such in the staeet not un- 
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frequently, a person of intelligence and education, but 
who gives me (and all that he passes) such a rayless and 
chilling look of recognition,—something as if he were 
one of Heaven s assessors, come down to “doom eve1y 
acquaintance he met —that I have sometimes bcgun to 
sneeze on the spot and gone home with a violent cold, 
dating from that instant I dont doubt he would cut 
hw kittens tul off, if he caught her playmg with it 
Please tell me, who taught her to play with it? 

No, no'—give me a chance to tik to you my fulow 
boarders, and you need not be aliaid that I shiul have 
any scruples about entertammy you if I can do it, 1 
well a8 giving you some of my scious thoughts, and 
pethaps my sidder fanerxs J know nothing in Lnglish 
or any othcr literature more sdinuable thu that sents 
ment «{ Sir Thoma Liowne “hvERY MAN TRULY 
LIVES, 80 TONG AS HI ACIS HIS NATURE OR SOME WAY 
MAKYS COOD TI] TACULTIIS OF HIMSETI ‘ 

I find the gicat thing in this world 1s, not so much 
wheie we stand, as mm whit dinection we we moving 
To icach the port of heaven we must sul somctimes with 
the wind and somctimes 1% unste 1,—but we must sul 
and not diift, nor he at anchor ‘There 1 one very sid 
thing im old friendships to every mmd that is really 
moving onwad = Itis this that one cannot help using 
his culy friends as the scunin uscs the los—to mak 
his pio,~ess  Lvery now and then we throw an old 
pchoohn ite over the stun with & string of thouht tied 
to him and look ~I am aha with a lind of luxutious 
and sanctimonious comp wsion—to sce the rite wt which 
the stimg reels off, wlile he les there bobbing up and 
down, poor fellow! and we are dashmg along with the 
white form and bright spukle at our bows ,—the rufficd 
bosom of pro pouty ind progicss with a spiiz of diamonds 
stuck im it! But this is only the sentimental side of 
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the matter, for grow we must, if we outgrow all that 
we love 

Dont misunderstand that metaphor of heiving the 
log IThg you It 3s merely a smut wry of saying 
thit we cinnot avoid me suring our rate of movement by 
those with whom we have long ben 1n the habit of com 
puing ourselves, and whcn they once become stationary 
we can get our reckoning from them with punful ae 
curacy We se just whit we were when they were 
our peers, and can strike the biuance litween that and 
whatever we may fecl oursclves to be now No doubt 
we may somctimes be mistaken If we chonze our 
Jast simile to that very old and fumiin one of 1 fleet 
lowing the harbour and suling m compiny for some 
distant 1egion we cin gct whit we want out of it 
There 1s one of our compinions —hei sticimets were 
torn into rags before she hid got into the open sea, then 
by and by hér suls blew out of the 10pcs one after 
another, the waves swept her dech and as ni ht came 
on we Icft her a seemme wiecl, w we flew under our 
pyramid of canvas But lo! vw diwn she is still m 
s1hit,—1t may be maw ince of us Some dcp ocean 
erent his been moving her on stron, but silent,— 
yes stron.er thin these nomy winds thit pull our sails 
until they are swollen as the chec] s of yubilint che ubim 
And when at last the blick stcam tu with the sheleton 
arms which comes out of the mist scone: or atc and 
takes us all in tow, giapples her and gocs off pinting and 
groaning with her, it 1s to that harbour whee all wiecks 
are refitted, and where, alis! we, toweling in our piide, 
may never come 

So you will not think I mean to speck lightly of old 
friendships because we cannot hilp mstituting compari 
sons between our present and formcr s lvcs by the aid of 
those who were what we were, but aic not whit we are 
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Nothing strikes one more, in the 12¢e of life than to sce 
how many give out im the first half of the course 
‘ Commencement day always reminds me of the start 
for the “ Duby, when the beautiful high bred thiee 
year olds of the seawon are brought up for tual That 
diy is the sturt, and life is the rie Here we are at 
Cambridge, and a class is just “ graduating Poot 
Harry! he was to have been there too, but he has paid 
forfuit, step out here mto the giiss bwh of the church , 
ah! there iis — 


“HuNc TAPIDEM POSUFRUNT 
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But this is the stut and here they are —coits bight as 
silk and mancs 15 smooth 15 eaw lustrale cin mobke 
them dome of the best of the colts are pr mced round, 
a fuw minutes «ich, to show their paces What 1s thit 
old gentleman cryinz about? and the oldelidy by him, 
and the thice guls, what ie they al covering then eyes 
for P Oh that is ther colt which his just been tioticd 
up on the stazc Do they really think those little thin 
legs cin do anything in such a slashing swecpstthes 2% 18 
coming off m these next forty yearsP O, this tertible 
gift of second sight that comes to some of us when we 
begin to look through the silvered 1ings of the areus 
senilis ! 

Ten years gone First turn im the race A few 
broken down, two or three bolted Several show in 
adv ince of the ruck Cassoch, a blick colt, seems to be 
ahead of the rust, those black colts commonly get 
the start, I have noticed, of the others, in the first 
quartur J/efcor has pulled up 

Twenty years Second corner turned Cassock has 
diopped from the front, and Judea, an iron grey, has the 
leid = But look! how they have thinned out! Down 
flat,——five,—six,—how manyP They he still enough ! 
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they will not get up again in this race be very sure! 
And the rest of them, what a “tailing off ! Anybody 
can see who is going to win,——perhaps 

Thrty years Tlurd corner tuincd Dues, bright 
sorrel, ridden by the fellow in a yellow jacket, beging to 
make play fast, 1s getting to be the favourite with 
many Lut who 1s that other one that has been 
lengthening his stzide from the first, and now shows close 
up to the front P Dont you r1emember the quiet brown 
colt Asteroid, with the star in his forehead? That 3s 
he, he 1s one of the sort that lists look out for him! 
The blich ‘ colt, 8s we used to call him, 18 mm the back 
ground taking yf easily ina gentle trot There 1s one 
they used to call the #v/7y, on account of a certam fem1 
nine air he had, well up, you see, the #é7y 18 not to be 
despised my boy! 

forty years More dropping off,—but places much 
as before 

Fifty years Race over All that are on the course 
ale coming in at awik, no more running Who 1s 
aheadP AheadP What! ind thc winning post a slaly 
of white or grey stone standing out from that turf where 
there 1s no more jocheying o1 straining for victory! 
Well, the world mirhs their places in its betting book, 
but be sure that these matter very little, if they have run 
as well as they knew how ! 

——~ Did I not say to you a little while ago that the 
unlvelse swam in in ocean of similitudes and analogies P I 
will not quote Cowley, or Burns, or Wordsworth, just now, 
to show you what thoughts were suggested to them by the 
simplest natural object, puch as a flower or a leaf, but I 
will read you a few lines if you do not object, suggested 
by looking at a section of one of those chambered shells 
to which 1s given the name of Peaily Nautilus We need 
not trouble ourselves about the distinction between this 
und the Paper Nautilus, the 4» gonauta of the ancients 
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The name apphed to both shows that each has long been 
compared to a ship, a3 you may see more fully in 
Webster s Dictionary, or the “ Encyclopaedia,’ to which 
he refers If you will look into Rogets Bridgewater 
Treatise, you will find a figure of one of these shells, and 
a section of 1t The last will show you the series of en 
larging compaitments succcssively dwelt in by the ammal 
that inhabits the shell, which 15 built ina widening spnal 
Can you find no lesson in tlus ? 


THE CHAMBERFD NAUTILUS 
Tius 1s the ship of pear], which poocts feign 


Sails the unshadowed main — 
The venturous bark that flings 
On the sweet summer wind its purple d wings 
In gults enchanted, where the sircn sin,s, 
And coral reefs he bare 
Where the cold sea maids nse to sun thew streampo hair 


Its webs of living gauze no more unfurl, 
Wrecked is the ship of peail! 
And every chambercd cell, 

Where 1ts dim dreaming hfe was wont to dwell, 

As the frail tenant shaped his growinf shell, 
Before thee hes revealed — 

Its wised ceiling rent, 1ts sunless crypt unsealed f 


Year after year beheld the silent toil 
That spread his lustrous coil, 
Still, as the spiral grew, 
He left the past year’s dwelling for the new, 
Stole with soft step its shiming archway through, 
Built up its :dle door, 
Stretched in his last found home, and knew the old no more 


Thanks for the heavenly message brought by thee, 
Child of the wandering sea, 
Cast from her lap forlorn! 
From thy dead hps a clearer note 1s born 
Than ever Triton bluw from wreathéd horn! 
While on mine ear 1t rings, 
Through the deep caves of thought I hear a voice that mngs - 
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Build thee more stately mansions, O my soul, 
As the swift seasons roll! 
Leave thy low vaulted past! 
Let each new temple nobler than the last, 
bhit thee from heaven with a dome more vast, 
Till thou at length art free 
Leaving thine outgrown shell by life s unrestimg sea 
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V 


A Lyric conception—my friend the Poet said—hits me 
like a bullet in the forehead IThive often had the blood 
diop from my cheeks when it struc], and felt that I 
turned as white as death Then comes a aecping of 
centipedes running down thc spme—then a ganp and a 
great jump of the heart —then a sudden flush and a bi it 
ing in the vessels of the head,—then along »igh,—and 
the poem 18 written 

It 1s au impromptu, I suppose, then, if you write it so 
suddenly,—I replied # 

No,—said ke,—fai fiom it I said wmtten, but I did 
not say copzed Every such poem has a soul and a body, 
and it 1s the body of it, or the copy, that men read and 
publishers pay for The soul of 4 is born in an instant 
in the poets soul It comes to him a thought, tangled 
in the meshes of a fw sweet words —woids that have 
loved each other fiom the cradle of the language, but 
have never been wedded until now Whethe: it will 
ever fully embody itself in a bridal tram of a dozen 
stanzas 01 not is uncertun, but it exists potentially from 
the instant that the poet turns palewith 1t =It.1s enough 
to stun and siare anybody, to have a hot thought come 
crashing into his bram, and ploughing up those parallel 
ruts whert the waggon trains of common ideas were jog 
ging along im their regular sequences of association 
No wonder the anvients made the poetical impulse 
wholly external Mivw dee Gea Goddess,—Muse,— 
divine afflatus,—something outside always J never 
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wrote any verses worth reading J cant I am too 
stupid IfTI ever copied any that were worth reading, I 
was only a medium 

{I was talking all this time to our boaders, you un 
derstand,—tellng them what this poet told me The 
company listened rather attentively I thought, consider 
ing the literary character of the remarks ] 

The old gentlcman opposite ul at once ashed me if I 
ever read anything biter than Popes “ Espay on Man ? 
Had I ever perused McFingalP He was fond of poetry 
when he was + boy,—his mother tight him to siy many 
hitle pieces —he remembered one be wtiful hymn ,—and 
the old gentleman began, in a clear, loud voice, for his 
} bal s,— 


“Tho spacious firmamcnt on hi h, 
With all the blue ethcrcal sky 
And spangled hvavcens, ——~— 


He siopped as if startled by our silcnce, and a faint flush 
ran up beneath the thin white hans thit fell upon his 
check As I Jooked 10und, I ww 1emindcd of a show I 
once saw at the Museyn,—the Sleeping Be iuty, I think 
they cilled 1 The old mans sudden brcaking out in 
this way turned evcry fice towards him and cach kept 
his posture as 1f chanced to stone Our Celtic Bridget, 
o. Biddy is not a foohsh fat scullon to burst out c.ymg 
for a sentiment She 1 of the service able, red handed 
broad and high shouldiied type, one of those ung 
fimale servants who are known in public by their 
phous style of person, their stoop forwards and a head 
long and us 1t were precipitous walk —the waist plunging 
downwards into the rocking pelvis at every hcavy foottall 
Bridget, constituted for action, not for emotion, was 
about to deposit a plate heaped with something upon the 
table, when I saw the coaise arm stretched by my shoulder 
ariceted,—motionless as the aim of a tet1a cotta caryatid , 
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the couldn t set the plate down while the old gentleman 
was spe thing | 

He was quite silent after this, still wearing the shyht 
flush on his check Dont eve: thmk the poctry 1s dead 
in an old man because his forehead is wiinkled, or thit 
ins manhood has Icft him when his hand trembles! If 
they ever were theie they ae there still! 

By and by we got tilkmg again Does a poet 
love the verses wiittcn through him, do you think, sir? 
—said the divinity studcnt 

So long as they are warm fiom his mind carry any of 
his animal he it about them, J know he loves them,—I 
answered When they have had time to cool, he 13 move 
indiffurent 

A good deal as 16 18 with buckwheat cakes,—said the 
yourg fellow whom they call John 

The list words, only, reached the ear of the econom1 
cally organized femile im blach bomb izine* Buch 
wheat i» sl erce and high—she remirked [Must be a 
poor rel ition sponzing on our landlady — pays nothing,— 
so she must stand by the guns and be ready to repcl 
boarders | c 

I hiked the turn the conveisition had taken, for I had 
some things I winted to sty, and so, uter waiting a 
minute, I began wun —I dont thik the poems I read 
you sometimes cin be fauly appreciated, given to you as 
they are m the gicen state 
You dont know what I mean by the areen 
state? Well, then, I will tell you Certain things ue 
good for nothing until they have been kept a Jong while, 
and some are good for nothing until thcy have been lon s 
kept and wed Of the first wine 1s the Wlustiious and 
immortal example Of those winch must be kept ard 
used I will name three,—meersch ium pipes, violins and 
poems The meerschaum 1s but a poor aflair until 1t his 
durned a thousand offerings to the cloud compelling 
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deities It comes to us without complexion or flavour, 
~—born of the sea foam, like Aphrodite but colourless 43 
pallida Mors herself The fire is hghted m its central 
shrine, and gradually the juices which the broad leaves 
of the Gieat Vegetable had sucked up fiom an acre and 
eurdicd into a diachm are diffused through its thnsting 
pores Fust a discoloration, then a stam, and at last a 
uch, glowing, umbu tint spreadmg over the whole 
surfice Nature true to her old brown autumnal hue, 
you sce,—as true in the fire of the meerschaum as in the 
sunshine of October! And then the cumulative wealth 
of its friziant remini cenccs ! he who imhales its v pours 
tikes a thousind whifls in a single breath, and one 
cannot touch it without aw al enmg the old joys that hang 
around it aa the smell of flowers clings to the dresses of 
the dau,,hters of the house of kann! 

[Don t think I use a mectschium myself, for J do not, 
though I hase owned a cilumet since my childhood, 
which fiom a naked Pict (of the Mohawk spccies) my 
wandsire won together with a tomahawh and beaded 
knife sheath, payin, for the lot with a bullet mark on 
his mght cheek On the matcnal side I inherit the 
loveliest silve: mounted tobacco stoppcr you ever saw 
It 18 a littl box wood Triton, carved with charming 
liveliness and truth, I have often compaied it to a figure 
in Riphaels “ Triumph of Galatea ’ It came to me in 
an anuient shagicen case,—how old it 1s I do not know, 
—but 1t must hive been made since Sir Walter Ralagh s 
time If yon ate curious, you shill sce it any diy 
Neither will I pretend thit I am so unused to the more 
perishable smoking contrivance that a few whifls would 
make me feel ay if I lay in a ground swell on the Buy of 
Biscay I am not unrequainted with that fusiform, 
spnal wound bundle of chopped stcms and miscellaneous 
sncombustubles, the crgar, »o called of the shops,—which 
to ‘draw asks the suction power of a nursling infant 
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Hercules, and to relish, the leathery palate of an old 
Silenus I do not advise you, young man, even if my 
lustration stmke your fancy, to consecrate the flower of 
your life to painting the bowl of a pipe, for let me assure 
you, the stain of a reverie breeding narcotic may strike 
deeper than you think for I have seen the green leaf of 
early promise grow brown befoie ils time under such 
nicotian regimen and thought the umbeiéd meeischanm 
was dcailv bought at the cost of a brain enfeebled and a 
will enslaved ] 

Violins, too,—the sweet old Amati '—the divine Stradi 
varius! Played on by ancient maestros until the bow 
hand lost its power and the flying fingers stiffened 
Bequeathed to the prssionite young enthusiast whio 
made it whisper his hidden love and cry his inarticulate 
longings and scream his untold agonis and wul his 
monotonous despur Passed fiom his dying hand to the 
cold virtuoso who let 1t slumber in its c@se {cr a gene- 
ration, till, when his hoard was broken up 1t came forth 
once more and rode the stormy symphonis of royal 
orchestras, beneith the rushmg bow of ther lord wd 
leader Into lonely prisons wath amprovident artists, 
mto convents from which arose day and night, the holy 
hymns with which its tones were blended, and back 
again to orgies mm wh ch if Ieirned to howl and laugh as 
if a lexion of devils were shut up in it, then again to the 
gentle dilettante who calmed it down with easy melodies 
until if answered him softly as in the days of the old 
maestyos And so given into our hands, its pores all 
full of music, stamed, hke the meerschaum, thiough and 
through, with the concentrated hue and sweetness of all 
the harmonies which have kindkd and faded on its 
strings 

Now I tell you a poem muct be kept and used, like a 
meeischaum or a violin A poem 18 Just as porous ds 
the meerschaum ,—the more porous it 18 the better I 
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mein to sy that a genuine poem 1s capable of absorbing 
an indefinite amount of the essence of ou1 own humanity, 
~—its tendeiness, its heroism its regrets, rts aspirations, 
—so as to be gradually stained thiough with a divine 
secondty colour derived fiom ourselves So you s@@ it 
mu t tahe time to bing the sentiment of a poem into 
harmony with om nature by staining ourselves through 
every thou,ht md image our being can peneti ate 

Then agun as to the mere music of a new poem, 
why, who can expect anything more from that than from 
the music of a violin fiesh fiom the makers hands P 
Now you know very well that there are no less than 
hity eight different pieces im a violin These pieces are 
stiangers to each other and it takes a century, more or 
less to make them thoroughly acquainted At list they 
}carn to vibrate in harmony ind the instrument becomes 
an organic whole as if it were a greit seed capsule 
which had grown fiom a gudcn bed in Cremona, or elne- 
where Besidcs the wood 18 juicy and full of sap for 
fifty yeas or so, but at the end of fifty o. a hundred 
more gets tolerably dry and comparatively resonant 

Don ¢ jou sce that all flue is just as true of a poem P 
Counting cach word as a piece, there are more pieces m 
m average copy of verses thin in aviolm The poet 
has forced all these woids together, and fastencd them, 
and they dont understand it at first But let the poem 
be repeated aloud and muimured over in the minda 
fnuffled whisper often enough, and at length the parts 
become knit together m such absolute solidarity that you 
could not chinge a syllible without the whole worlds 
crying out against you for mcddling with the harmonious 
fabric Observe too, how the diying process takes plice 
in the stuff of a poem just asin that of the violm Here 
is a Tyrolese fiddle that 1s yust commg to 1ts hundredth 
buthday,—(Pedio Klauss, Tyioh, feut, 1760),—the sap 


92 THE AUTOCRAT 


is pretty well out of it And here 1s the song of an old 
pot whom Nera cheated— 


* Nox erat et coclo fulgebat Luna sereno 
Tnter minora sidcia 
Cum tu magnorum numen lesura deorum 
In verba jurabas mea 


Don’t you perceive the sonorousness of these old dead 
Latin phrascs P Now I tell you that every word fresh 
fiom the dictionary brings with 1f a certain succulence , 
and though I cannot expect the sheets of the “ Pactolian, 
in which, as I told you, I sometimes print my verscs, to 
get so diy as the crisp papyrus that held those words of 
Hon tius kliccus, yet you may be sure, that while the 
sheets are dimp, and while the lines hold their sap, you 
can { fairly judge of my performances, and that, 1f made 
of the true stuff, they will ring bette: after a while 
[There was silence for a buief space after my some 
what elrboate exposition of these self evident analogies 
Presently @ person turned towards me—I do not choose 
to designate the mdividual—and said that he rather 
expected my pieces had given pretty good “ sahtisfahe- 
tion —I hid, up to this monicnt, considered this com 
plimentary phiase as sacred to the use of secrctanes of 
lyceums, and, as 1 has been usually accompanied by a 
small pecumuy tcstrmomal, have acquned a certaim 
1elish for this modeiately tepid and unstimulating expres- 
sion of enthusiasm But as a reward for gratuitous 
services, I confess I thought it a little below that blood 
heat standard which a mans bicath ought to have, 
whether silent, or vocal and articulate I wanted for 
a favourable opportumty, however, before making the 
remaths which follow | 
There are single expressions, as I hava told you 
already, that fix a mans position for you before you have 
done shaking hands with bim Allow me to expand a 
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hittle There are several things, very shzht mm them 
kelves, yet implying other things not so unimportant 
Thug, your French servant has dévalisé your premises 
und got caught Eaxcusez, says the sergent de ville, as 
he politely relieves him of his upper: garments and dis 
plays his bust in the full diylight Good shoulders 
nough—a httle markhed—traces of smallpox, pcr haps— 
wut white Crac! fiom the sergent de ville s 
road palm on the white shoulder! Now look! Vogue 
'a galere’ Out comes the biz red V,—muk of the 
1ot non, he had bhistered 1t out pretty newly—hadn ¢ 
he P—the old rascal VOLLUR branded in the guleys at 
Marseilks' [Dont! What uf he his got something 
hke this P—nobody supposes I :nvented such a story ] 

My man John, who ud to diive two of those six 
equine fomales which I told you I had owned—for, look 
you, my fiends, simple though J stand hei, I am one 
that has been Qiven im his ]ernidge —not using that 
term, as liberal shepherds do, for any bittered old shabby 
renteel go cart, whxh his more thin one wheel, but 
meaning thereby a four wheeled vchile with a pole, my 
man John, I say, wis a retued soldier He retired 
unostentatiously, as many of Her Majesty s modest 
servants hive done before and since Johntold me, thit 
when an ofhcer thinks he recognizes one of these retiring 
heroes and would know if he his1cally been in the service, 
that he may restore him if possible, to a gratefal country, 
1e comes suddenly upon hun, and s1ys sharply “Strap! 
If he has eve woin the shoulde: stiap, he has learned 
the reprimand for its ill adjustment The old word of 
command flashes through his muscles, and his hand 
soes up in an instant to the plice where the strap used 
*o be 

[I was all the time prepating for my grind ecup, you 
understand, but 1 saw they were not quite ready for xt, 
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and so continued—always in illustration of the general 
principle I had laid down ] 

Yes, odd things come out in ways that nobody thinks 
of There was a legend that when the Damsh pirates 
made descents upon tne English coast, they causht a few 
Tartars occasionally, in the shape of Saxons who would 
not let them go, on the contrary, insisted on their staying 
and to mahe sure of it tieited them as Apollo treated 
Marsyas or as Batrtholinus has treated a fullow creature 
in his title page and having divested them of the one 
essentitl and perfectly fittmg garment indispensable in 
the mildest climates nuled the same on the church door 
a> we do the banns of marriage an terrorem 

[There was a Jauch at this among some of the young 
folks, but as I loohcd at our Iindlidy, I saw that ‘ the 
watcr stood in her eyes as it did in Christiana when 
the interpreta: whed her about the spider, and I fancied, 
bnt wisn t quite sure that the schoolmistess blushed, as 
Mcrcy did in the same conversation, as you remember ] 

Thit sounds hle a coc] and bull story said the young 
fcllow whom they cul John JI abstam fiom making 
Hamlet » rematl to Jforitio and contimued 

Not long since, the churchwardens weie repairm, and 
beautulyng an old Saxon church m a certain Enghsh 
village, and among other thimes thou,ht the doors 
should be attended to One of them puticularly, the front 
door, looked very bidly, crusted, 1s 1t were, and as 1f 16 
would be all the better for scripmgz There happened to 
be i mtcroscopist in the villige who had heard the old 
pirate story, and he took 1t mto his head to examine the 
aust on this door There was no mistrke about it, 1 
was 4a genuine histoial document, of the Ziska dium 
head pattern—a real cutis humana—strippced from some 
old Scandinavian filibuster, and the legend was true 

My friend, the Professor, settl-d an important historical 
and finanial question once by the aid of an excecdingly 
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minute fragment of a similardocument Behind the pane 
of plate glass which bore his name and title burned a 
modest lamp signifying to the passers by th it at all hous 
of the might the slizhtest favours (o1 fc vers) were welcome 

A youth who had freely partaken of the cup which cheers 
and lihewise imebruates followmg a moth lke unpulse 
very natuial under the cucumstances dashed his fist at the 
hieht, and quenched the meek Inmimuiry breaking through 
the plate gli s of course to reachit Now I don t want to 
go into minulte ittrble you know, but a naked hand can 
no mon go throu,h a pine of thick glass without leaving 
some of its cuticle, to siv the owt bchind it, than a 
butterfly cin go throu jh @ sausize machine without 
Joohing the worse for it =The Profissor gathered up the 
fivginents of g]iss and with them ceitaim very minntc but 
entirely sitisiactory documents which would have idcnta 

fud and hinged any rogue m Christendom who had 
parted with them ‘Lhe historical question Who did at ? 
ind the fininciil question Who payed for rt ? were both 
scttled before the mew lamp was hzhted the next evening 

You see my frend what nnmcnsc conclusions touch 

ing our lives cut fortunes and out sicred honour, mry be 
reached by means of vary insignificant premises ‘This 1s 
eminently true of minncis and forms of specch, a move 

ment or 1 phiase often tells you all you want to know 
abouta person Thus, Hows yourhealthP (commonly 
pronounced haa/th) insterd of How do you do ? or, How 
are your Or calling your httle dark entrya hall, and 
your old, rickety one hose wiggon a ‘ karidge * Or 
telling a person who lis been trying to phase you that 
he has given you pretty good “sahtisfihction”® Or 
saying thit you “remember of such a thing, or that 
you hive been “ stoppin’ at Deron Somebody’s—and 
other such expressions One of my friends had a little 
matble st ituette of Cupid in the pulour of hia country 
house, bow, arrows, wings, aftd all complete A visitor, 
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indigenous to the region, loohing pensively at the figure, 
asked the lady of the house “if that wis a stitoo of her 
deceased infantP What a delicious, though somewhat 
voluminous biogiaphy, social, educational and asthetic, in 
that brief question ! 

[Please observe with what Mochiavelliin astuteness 
I smuggled in the particular offence which 1t wis my 
object to hold up to my icllow boirdeis, without too 
prooni an attack on the individual at whose door it 
lay ] 

Phat was an exceedingly dull person who made the 
remaik, fix pede Hereulem He might as well have 
said, “ From a peck of apples you may judge of the 
barrel Ex trp, to be sur! Reid im tead Wr 
ungue minime digrtr pedis, Herculem, equsque pati em, 
matre n, avos et proavos, filios nepotes ef pronepotes ! 
Talk to me about your dos mod oro! ‘cll me ibout 
Cuvier s getting up a megatherium from a tooth, or 
Agassiz drawing a portrut of an undiscovered fish fiom a 
single scale! As the‘ O revealed Giotto—as the one word 
“mor betrayed the Stiatford atte Dowe taught Anglais,— 
so alla man s antecedcunts and possibilities are summed up 
in asingle utterance, which gives at once the gauge of his 
education and his mental organization 

Possibilities, sir P—sud the divinity student,—cin t a 
man who says JZaow ? arrive at distinction P 

Sir,—I repled,— in a republic all things are possible 
But the man with a future has almost of necessify sense 
enough to sce that any odious trick of speech or manners 
must be got md of Doesnt Sydney Smith siy that a 
public man in Englind never gets over a false quantity 
uttered mm early life? Our public men are i litle 
danger of this fatal misstep, as few of them are in the 
habit of introducing Latin into their speeches, for good 
@nd sufficient reasons But they are bound to speak 
decent English, unless, indted they are rough old cam 
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paigners, Take General Jachson or General Taylor, in 
which case, a few scars on Priscians heid are pardoned 
to old fullowswho have quite as many on thurown and a 
constituency of thirty empires 1s not vt all particular, 
piovided they do not swear in their Presidential Messages 

However, it 18 not for me to talk I have made iis 
takes enough m conversation and print I never find 
them out until they are steacotyped, and then I think 
they rarely ex ape me I have no doubt I shill make 
half.dozen shps before this breal fit 19 over, and 
remembcr them all before another Ilow onc docs tremble 
with rige it his own intense momentary stupidity about 
things he hnows pcfcctly well, and to think how he lays 
hunself open to the impertincnces of the capélatores 
verbor um, those us ful but humble scavengers of the 
languige, whose business it ws to pich up what might 
offund or injure, and 1emove it, hujjm., and feeding on 
it as thcy go '® I dont want to speak too shghtmgly of 
these verbal critics, how can J, who am so fond of 
talking about errors and vulguisms of speech? Only 
there 18 a diffurence between those clerical blunders which 
almost every man compits, hnowing bettcr, and that 
habitual grossnciss or meanncss of speech which 1s uncndu 
rable to educated persons, fiom anybody that wears suk 
01 bioidcloth 

[I write down the above remails this morning, 
January the 26th, making this record of the dite that 
nobody may think 3¢ was written in wrath on account of 
any puticulay grievance suflcred fiom the invasion of any 
individual scarabeus grammaticus | 
I wonder if anybody ever finds filt with any 
thing I say at this table when it 15 reperted P_ I hope 
they do Iamsuie I should be very certam that I said 
nothing of much siznificince, if they did not 

Did you nevei, 1m: walking 1n the field», come across a 
luge flat stone, which had lain, nobody knows oa long, 
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just where you found it, with the grass forming a little 
hedge as it were, all round 3, close to its edges, and 
have you not, m obedience to a hind of fecling that told 
you 1t had been lying ther long enough insinuated your 
stick o1 your fuot o1 your fingers under its edge and 
turned it over as 4 housewife turns a cake, when she 
says to herself “Its done biown cnough by this time P 

What an odd revilition, and what an unforescen and 
unple sant “‘surpiisc to a small community, the very 
existence of which you had not suspected, until the sudden 
dismay and svattiring among its members produced by 
your turning the old stone ovur! Blades of grass fl uttened 
down, colomless, mitted together, as uf they hid been 
bleached and noned ludeous ciawling creatures, some of 
thein colcopterous or horny shi lled—iuitl. bugs one wants 
to call them—some of them softer but cummngly spicaid 
out and compressed Like Lepme watches (Nature never 
loses a cach o1 a crevice, mind you, or 1 jo. t in a tavern 
bedstead, but she always his one of her flat pittern live 
timekeepers to slide into it) blich glossy erickcts, with 
then long filaments stiching out hke the whips of four 

horse stlige coaches, motionless slug lhe cre itmes 

young lirve perhaps more honble im ther pulpy stall 

ness than even in the mfernil wriggle of maturity! But 
no sooner 1s the stone turncd and the wholcsome hight of 
day let upon this comprcssed and blinded community of 
ereeping things, than all of them which enjoy the luxury 
of legs—and some of them have a good many—rush 
round wildly, butting each other and everything 1n thur 
way, and end in a general stampede for underground 
rctreats from the region poisoned by sunshine Neat year 
you will find the grass growing tall and green where the 
stone lay, the ground bird builds her nest where the 
beetle had his hole, the dandelion and the buttercup are 
growing there, and the broad fans of imsect angels 
open and shut over thei golden disks, as the rhythmic 


OF THE BRFAKFAST-TABLF 99 


waves of blissful consciousness pulsate through their 
glouified beng 
The young fellow whom they cill John saw fit 
to say, in his very familar way,—at which I do not 
choose to take offence, but which I sometimes think it 
necessary to repress,—that I was coming it rather strong 
on the butter flics 

No, I xephed, there 1s meaning in each of those 
mmages,—the buttafly as well 1s the others The stone 
is wmccnt enor The gras is human niture borne down 
and blexhced of ul its colour by it The shapes which 
are found bencath are the cr uty beings that thrive in dark 
ness, and the weika organisms hept halploos by it He 
who turns the stone ovit 18 whosoever puts the stiff of 
truth to the old lying incubus no mitter whetha he do 
it with a serious fue or a laushin, one = The next yew 
stinds fo. the comme time Then shill the nature 
which hid Pun blanched and broken tise m its full 
stiture md nitive hues in the sunshine = ‘Lhen shall 
Gods minstrels build then nests m the hcaits of a new 
born humanity Then shal bewty—Divimty trlaung 
outhnes and colour—le@ht upon the souls of nen a» the 
butterfly wma le of the bewutificd spnit rising fiom the 
dust sous fiom the shcll that held a poo. Jrub, which 
would never have found wings had not the stone been 
hifted 

You never necd think you can turn ovir any old false 
hood without a terible squuming and scattuing of the 
horrid hitle popul ition thit dwells under it 
Every reiul thought on every real subject knocks 
the wind out of somcbody or other As soon as his 
brcath comes back he very probably Legins to expend it 
m had words These are the best evidence a man can 
have that he has sud something it was timc to say 
Dr Johnson was disappomted in the effect of one of his 
pamphlets “I thimk I have not been as hed enough 

poeaeY 
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for it,’ he said =“ attack 1s the reaction, I never think 
I have Int hard unless it rebounds 

————~ If a fellow attacked my opinions in print, would 
I reply? Not I Do you thmk I dont understand 
what my fiend, the Proftssor long ago called the hydro 
static paradox of controversy ? 

Don t hnow what that meins P—Well, I will tell you 
You know, that if you hid a bent tube one arm of 
which was 8f the size of a pipe stem, and the other big 
enough to hold the ocean, wate: would stand at the same 
height mn one as mm the other Controversy equalizis 
fools and wise men in the same way,-~and the fools know 
ut 

—— No, but I often nad whit they say about 
other: people There ue rbout a dozen phrises which all 
come tumbling along tozethear, Ile the tongs and the 
shovel, and the poker, ind the biush and the bellows, in 
one of those domestic avalanches that evarfbody Lnows 
If you get one you get the wholc lot 

What ae they P—O, thit depends + good deal on Jiti 
tude and longitude = Lypithcts follow the wothcrmal lnes 
pretty wcurately Groupmg ther: im two families, one 
finds himself a lever, gewi ul witty wise biilhant spark 
ling, thoughtful distinguislcd, celebrated, dlustizous 
scholar ind pcrfect gentleman, ind tust writer of the age 
or a dull, foolish, wiched, peit, shillow ignorant, inso 
lent, tratorous, blick hearted outcast, and disgrace to 
civilization 

What do I think determmmes the sct of phrases a man 
gets P—Well, I should say a set of influcnecs something 
like these —Ist, Relationships, politicul rebzious, social, 
donustic 2nd Oysteis, m tue form of suppors  iven to 
gentlemen connected with criticisin I believe in the 
school, the college, and the ckryy, but my sovercign 
logic for regulating public opinion—which means com 
monly the opinion of half a dozcn of the critical gentry— 
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18 the following Major proposition Oysters au naturel 
Minor proposition The same “scalloped Conclu 
sion =Thit———(here insert entertamez s name) 1s clever, 
witty, wise, brilliant,—nd the rest 

—— No it wnt exactly brmbery One man has 
oysters, and wotha: epithcts It 1s an exchinge of hos 
pitalities, one gives 4 “spreid on linen, and the other 
on prper,—thatis all Dont youthmk you and I should 
be apt to do just s0, 1f we were im the critical JineP =I 
am sure I couldn ¢ 1cs1s¢ the softening mfluences of hos 
pituity I dont lle to dine out you ] now,—TI dine so 
well vt our own table four landlady looked radi int | and 
the compiny 1s so plasint [a rusting movement of 
satisf iction umons the boarders], but if I did partake of 
a mans salt, with such additions as that article of food 
requires to make it palatable I could never vbuse lim, 
and if I had to spevk of him, I suppose I should hang 
my set of j:8elnge epithets round him hhe 1 string of 
sleigh bells Good freling helps society to make hars 
of most of us,—not bsolute hars, but such carck ss 
handles of truth that its shup comers get terubly 
rounded TI love tiuth es cluefest among the virtues, I 
trust it runs in my blood, but I would never be 1 critie, 
because I know I could not alwys tell 1} I might 
white a criticism of a booh that hippened to please me, 
that 1s another matter 
Listen Benjamm Franklin! This is for you, 
and such others of tender age as you mvy tell it to 

When we are a» yet small children, long before the 
time when those two grown ladies offer us the choice of 
Hercules, there comes up to us a youthful angel holding 
in his mght hand cubes like dice, and in hie Icit spheres 
like marbles The cubcs are of stainless ivory, and on 
each 1s written in letters of gold~TrutH The spheres 
are verned and streaked and spotted beneath, with a dark 
crimson flush above, where the light falls on them, and in 
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a certam aspect you can mike out upon every one of 
them the three letters L,I EL Theclnld to whom they 
are offtred very probibly clutches at both The spheres 
are the mo t convenint things in the world, they roll 
with the Jeist possible impulse just where the child 
would hive them The cabcs wil not roll at all, they 
have 1 grceit tient for standing still, and always heep 
right side up But very soon the young philosopher 
finds that things which xoll so easily we vary apt to roll 
ito the wionz coma, ind to get out of his wiv when he 
most wiuts than while he uways lnow where to find 
the others, which stiy where they are left Thus he 
Jerarns—thus we learn—to drop the stre hed and speckled 
globes of fulschood ind to hold fist the white angular 
blocks of truth But then comes Timidity and altcr her 
Good nature ind list of all Polite behaviour ill insisting 
thit truth must7o/2 o: nobody can do anything with it, 
and so the fist with her couse risp ind tif second with 
her broid file and the thid with her sill en sleeve, do 10 
round off ind smooth and polish the snow white cubes of 
truth thit when thcy have got 1 httle din,y by use, it 
becomes hud to tell thcm from the rolling spheres of 
false hood 

The schoolmistress was polite enough to say thot she 
was pleiscd with this and thit she wonld 1c id it to her 
little flock the next day Dut she should tll the chil 
dren, she sud, that there were better 1casons for tiuth 
than could be found m mcre expericnce of its convemience 
and the inconvenience of 1y1n¢, 

Yes,—I_ said,—but educition always begins through 
the senses and works up to the idea of absolute mzht and 
wrong Tho fhest thing the child has to Jearn about this 
matte: 1s, that lying 1s unprofitable,—afte: wards, that if 
is against the pewe and dignity of the universe 
Do I think that the particular form of lymg 
often seen in newspapers, under the title, “rom our 

* 
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Foreign Correspondent, docs any harm P——-Why, no,—I 
don t hnow that it does I suppose it doesn t really deeuive 
people any more than the ‘ Arabiin Nights or Gull 
vers Trwels do Sometimes the writers compile too 
carclessly, though, and mix up ficts out of geo. tphes 
and stories out of the penny papcis, so 1 to miskad 
those who are de-1rous of nform:tion TI cut a p ccc out 
of one of the pipes the other diy, whieh contuns a 
number of unprobibilitics wd IT suspect, musst ucments 
T will send up und gct 16 tor you if you would lke to 
hoa 1t —Ah, this is it 1t 1s headed 


“Our Sumarra CorresrpovdDENnce 


This islind 1 now th property of the Stamford 
family —hiaing been won it as sud, m viaffle by Sir 
Stuuford dum, the stocl gunblin m init of the 
South Sca S@ume ‘The history of this gentlinin may 
be found m= iw interesting scics of questions (anfoita 
nitcly not yct sword) contuned in the ‘ Notis and 
Quanus This ashind is entuely sunoundd by the 
occ in, which here contyns alu¢ mount of silme sub 
stince, aaystudlizin,, m cubes remal wble for then sym 
mctry and frequentl, dasply on ats surficc, during 
elm woither the runbow tints of the cclcli ited South 
Sea bubbles The summers uc oppresstvcly bot and 
the wintus very probibly cold) but this fut cinnot be 
asceitamed precisely as, for some peculiu aeison, the 
mowwy im these latitudes never shiunls is In more 
noithern regions and thus the thermomcter 15 1endered 
uscless mn winter 

«The principil vezet ible productions of the island are 
the pepper tree and the breid-friut tiee  Pcpper bung 
very whundintly produced,a benevolent socnty wis orga 
mized mt London darin, the last century for supplying 
the natives with vinegar and oysteis, as an addition to 
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that dehghtful condiment [Note received from Dr D 
Pj] Its said, however that, as the oysters were of the 
lund called naéeves m England the natives of Sumatra, 
in obedience to a natural mostinct, 1cfused to touch them, 
and confined themselves entirely to the crew of tho vessel 
in which they were brought over ‘This inform ition was 
reccived from one of the uldest inhibitints a nitive him 
self, and exuedmyly fond of mi sionuies He 1 sud 
also to be very shilful in the cussene pecuhar to the 
isl ind 

“During the seison of gathermg the pepper the 
persons cmployed ae subject to various incommodities, 
the chief of which i violaut and long continued stenuta 
tion, ot sneezing Such 1s pe vchemence of these 
attichs thit the unfortunate subyccts of them uc often 
driven bacl wards for gicat di tances it ammense speed, 
on the well hnown prmuple of the eoliple Not being 
able to sce where they are going these froor creatures 
dash thanselves to pieces ag unst the rocks o1 are prec 
pitited over the eclifls, and thus miny valuible lives are 
lost wmnudly <As dung the whole pepper harvest, 
they feed exclusively on this stiyulint they become cx 
eeedingly uritable The smallest myury 15 resented with 
ungovernable rage =A young man sufferin, from the 
pepper fever, as it is called, cudgell.d another most 
severcly for appropriating a super mnuited relative of 
tiifling vilue ind wis only preitied by having a present 
made him of a pig of that peculiu species of swine called 
the Peccavi by the C itholic Jews, who, 1 18 well known, 
abstain from swine s flesh in imitation of the Mahometan 
Buddhists 

“The bread tree grows abundantly Its branches are 
well Lnown to Furope and Ameria under the familiar 
name of maccaront The smaller twigs are called ver~ 
mecelly They have a decided an:mal flavour, ad may be 
observed i the soups contaming them Maccaroni, being 
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tubular, 13 the favourite habitat of a very dangerous 
insect, which 13 rendered peculiarly ferocious by being 
boiled The government of the island, ther forc, never 
allows 1 stich of it to be exported without being accom 
panied by a piston, with which its cwity may at any time 
be thoioughly swept out These atc commonly lost or 
stolen before the miccaroni aizives among us It there 
fore alwiys contuns many of those insects, which, how 
ever, generally die of old ige in the shops, so that acct 
dent» from this source are comparatively rarc 

“The fruit of the bread tice consists princap illy of hot 
rolls The buttered mufhn varicty 1s supposed to be a 
hy brid with the cocoa nut palm the cream found on the 
milk of the cocov nut exuding fiom the hybrid in the 
sh ipe of butter, just as tHe mpo fimt i» sphttm,, so as to 
fit 1 for the tea table, where 1t 15 commonly served up 
with cold : 

—— There,—I dont want to read any more of at 
You sce thit miny of these stiemcnts are mghly im 
probible—No, 1 shall not mention the piper —No, 
neither of them wrote 1t though it 1eminds me of the 
ptyle of these popular wiitus I think the fellow who 
wrote it must hwe been 1eiding some of thur stories, 
and got them mixed up with his history and geography 
T don t suppose Ac les —he sclls it to the editor, who 
knows how many squaies off ‘Sumatra 1s The editor, 
who sells it to the public By the way, the papers 
hive been very civil—hiven t they P—to the—the—what 
dye call it P— Northern Magazine —a1sn t if P—got up 
by some of those Come outaus, down Enet, as an oigan 
for their local peculiarities 
{he Professor has been to see me Came in, 
glorious, at about twelve o clock last mght Said he had 
been with “the boys On imquny, found that the 
boys were certain baldish and greyish old gentlemen 
that one sces or hears of in various important stations of 
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society The Profcssor 1s one of the same set, but he 
always talks as if he had been out of college about ten 
yews, wherers [Fach of these dots wis a 
little nod, which the compwy undcistood, as the redex 
will, no doubt ] He cils them somctimes “ the boys, 

and sometimes “the old felows = Cull him by the litter 
litle, and sce how he hkcs 16 —Well he came m List 
night glorious, as Twis saying = Of couse I don t nein 
vinously exalted he diimks httle wine on such occ sions, 
and 1» well known to ul the Pctars and Patiicls w the 
gentlman who always has indefimte quuntitics of blick 
tea to hill any extia glass of red cluet he may have 
swillowed But the Professor siys he uUways gets tipsy 
on old memories at these Sitherings = Te was I forget 
how many ycus old when he went to the meting , just 
turned of twenty now—he sud Ile mide vatiious 
youthful proposus to me, meluding 1 duct under the 
Iundlidy» div htas wmdow He had pxast leund a 
trick he sud of one of the boys of  ctting, a splondid 
bass out of a door pincl by rubbing if with the pulm of 
hishwd Offacd to sing Lheslyis buht accom 

panying himelf on the fiont doo. it I would go down 
and hclp in the chorus = Said there never was such 1 set 
of fellows 15 the old boys of the set he his becn with 
Judgrs, mayors, Congicssinen, Mr Spcalcis ke iders in 
scicnce, clurgymen bette: thin funous ind fimous too, 
poets by the half dozen singers with voices hhe mgels 
fininciurs wits three of the best laughers in the Common 

weilth engmeers aguicultuists —aill forms of tilent and 
knowledge he pretended were represented mm thit meeting 
Then he bgan to quote Byron about Santa Croce, and 
maintined that he could furnish out creation in all 
its ditails fiom thit set of his Tle would like to have 
the whole boodle of them (I remonstiated ig unst this 
word, but the Professor said it was a diibolish good 
word, and he would have no othcr,) with then wives and 
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children, shipwreched on a remote island just to see how 
splendidly they would reorganize society They could 
buld a city,—they have done it ~=make constitutions and 
laws, establish churches and lyccums, teich and practise 
the healing ait instruct m every deputment, found 
observatories, creite commerce ind manufactures, write 
songs and hymne and sig em, and male instruments 
to r.ccompiny the songs with lastly, publish a journal 
almost 1s jood as the ‘Northern Ma.azine, edited by 
the Come outas There wis nothing they wore not up 
to, fiom 2 chuistinmg to »whimsmg = the ut, to be sure, 
could never be culled for, unlcss some “stiangcr got in 
among, them 
T ct the Profcssor tall 15 Jong 18 he liked, 16 
didn% mike much diflerence to me whetha it was all 
truth, or putly made up of pul sheay ind similar ele 
ments All wt cnce he jumped up ind sud— 

Don t yougw int to he u what I just 109d to the boys P 

I have bad quistions of 1 simile chuactcr asicd me 
before occasionuly A main of uon mould miiht perhaps 
siy No! Tam not . min of non mould, and sud that 
T should be dch htcd 

The Professor then fad—with that slightly smg song 
cadence which 1s observed to be common im poets re iding 
then own verscs—the following stinzas, holding them 
at 1 foci distance of ibout two fect and a half, with an 
occasional movement bich o forwaid for better idyust- 
ment, the yppeai ince of which his been lhened by some 
impertinent youn,, folks to that of the act of playimg on 
the trombone Hs cyesight wis never better, I have 
his word for 1t 





MARE RUBRUM 


Flash out a stream of blood red wine | 
For I would drink to other days 

And biighter shall their memory shine, 
Seen flaming through 1ts crimson blaze 
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The roses dic, the summers fade 

But every ghost of boyhood s dream 
By Nature s magic power 1s laid 

To sleep beneath this blood red stream 


It filled the purple grapes that lay 

And drank the splcndours of the sun 
Where the long summer s cloudless day 

Is miniorcd in the broad Garonne 
It pictures still the bacchant shapes 

‘hat saw their hoardcd sunhght shed,— 

The maidens dancing on the grapes — 

Their milk white ankles splashed with red 


Beneath these waves of er:mson lie, 
In rosy fetters prisoned fast, 
Those flitting shapes that never die 
Tho swift winged visions of the past 
Kiss but the crystal s mystic 1iin, 
Fach shadow 1ends its flowery chain, 
Springs in a bubble 410m its brim 
And walks the chambers of the brain 


Poor Beauty! time and fortune s wrong 
No form nor fcature may withstand — 
Thy wrecks are scattered all along 
Like emptied sca shclls on the sand ,— 
Yet sprmbled with this blushing rin 
Lhe dust r1¢sto1c3 each blooming gul, 
As uf the sea shc lls moved again 
Thur ghstening lps of pink and pearl 


Here lics the home of school boy Ife 
With creaking stan and wind swept hall, 
And scaricd by many a truant knife 
Our old initials on the wall, 
Here rest—thur kcen vibrations mutc— 
The shout of voiecs known so well, 
The ringing laugh the wulmng flute 
The chiding of the sharp tungued bell. 


Here clad m burning robes, are laid 
Life s blossomed joys, untimely shod , 

And here those chcrished forms have strayed 
We miss awhile and call them dead 

What wizard fills the maddening glass ? 
What soil the enchanted clusters grew, 

That buried passions wake and am 
In beaded drops of fiery dew 
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Nay, take the cup of blood red wine ~ 
ur hearts can boast a warmer glow, 

Filled from a vintage more divine,-— 

Calmed, but not chilled by winter s snow ! 
To-night the palest wave we sip 

Rich as the priceloss draught shall be 
That wet the bride of Cana s hp — 

The wedding wipe of Galileo! 
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VI 


Sin has many tools, but a he 1s the handle which fits 
them all 





I thmh sn,—sud the divinity student —you 
must intend thvt for, one of the sayings of the Seven Wise 
Men of Boston you were sperking of the otha day 

I thank you, my young fiend —wis my reply ,—but 
I must say somethmng better thin that, before I could 
pretend to fill out the numba 

——— The schoolmisticss wanted to hnow how miny 

of these sayings there were on recoid, ind what, and by 
whom s1d ‘ 
Why kt us see —there 1s thatone of Benj imin 
Franklin ‘the gievt Bostoman after whom this lad 
was named To be surc he sud a grou mwmy wise 
things,—and I don t fecl sure he didn t borrow this,—bhe 
speaks as if it were old but then he applied 1t so 
neatly '— 

“ He that has once done you a kindness will be moue 
ready to do you another than he whom you yourself have 
obhged ’ 

Then there is that glorious Epicurean paradox, uttered 
by my friend, the Histonian, m one of his flashing 
moments — 

“Give us the luxur es of hfe, and we will dispense 
with its necessaties 

To these must certainly be added that other saying of 
one of the witticst of men — 

“Good Americans, when they die, go to Pans 
The divinity student looked grave at this, but 
said nothing 
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The schoolmistress spoke out and said she didn t think 
the wit meant any irreverence It was only another way of 
saying P iti918 a heavenly plice after New York oz Boston 

A jaunty looking pcrson, who had come m with the 
young {cllow they call John —evidently a stranger — 
said there wis one moie wise inans saying thit he had 
heud it was about ou plice but he didnt hnow who 
said it —A civil curiosity wis minifisted by the company 
to hen the fomth wise siymg = I heaid lim distinctly 
whispuung to the youn, fullow who brought him to 
dinnur Shad? Lield ct? To which the answer wis Go 
ahead '—Wall —he sud —this 1» whit I heud — 

* boston Stitc House w the hub of the solir system 
You conldnt pry that out of a Boston min uf you hid 
the tne of Ul crewion straightened out fo. a aowbu 

Su,—said T—Io am grititicd with your 1uuk It 
eapiesses with pleasing vivicity that which I bive somes 
times houd udtered with milignant dulness The satno 
of the remuk 1 esscentiuly tiue of Boston —and of ill 
othcr consider ablue—and inconsider vble—pl recs with which 
I have had the privilege of bemg icquaintcd Cochneys 
think London 1s the only place in the world = French 
men—you remembcr the linc about P inp, the Court, the 
Wold &e —I recollect well, by the way 1 sign in that 
city whuh ran thus ‘ Hotel de 1] Univers et des Etvts 
Unis, and 1s Pius es the universe to 1 Frenchman, of 
course the United States arc outside of 1t-—— See Naples 
and then die’ —It 1s quitc as bid with smaller places I 
have been about lecturing, you hnow and have found the 
following propositions to hold true of all of them 

1 The axis of the earth sticks out visibly through the 
centre of cach and every town or city 

2 If more than fitty years have passed simce its foun- 
dation, 1t 1s affectionately styled by the inhabitants the 
* good old town of (whatever its name may happen 
to be ) 

3 Every collection of its inhabitants that comes to- 
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gether to listen to a stranger 1» invariably declared to be 
a “remarkably intelligent audience 

4, The climate of the place 1s particulaily favourable 
to longevity 

5 It contains several persons of vast talent litile 
known to the world (One or two of them you may 
perhips chance to 1emember, sent short pieces to the 
“Pictoliin some time since, which were “1espectfully 
declined ) 

Boston 1s just like other plices of its size ,—only 
pethaps, considering its excellent fish mukct, pud fire 
deputment superior monthly publications and correct 
habit ot spelling the J nglish language 1¢ has some mght 
to look down on the mob of erties = Il tell you though 
if you wint to hnow it whitas the real oflunce of Boston 
It druis vliage water shed of its intellect and will not 
itself be draimed If it would only send away its first 
rate men, mstcad of its second rate ones, 610 offence to 
the well known exceptions, of which we are always 
proud ) we should be spared such epi.r unm itic remarks 
as that which the gentleman his quoted There cm 
never be a real mvtropolis in fhis county until the 
biggest ecutre can drain the les e: ones of then talent 
and wealth—I have observed, by the wiy, that the 
people who 1eally live in two great cities are by no means 
so jealous of cach other, 1 ae those of smaller cities 
situitid within the intellectual basin, or suction 7 ange, 
of one laige one, of the pretensions of any other Dont 
you xe why P Because their promising youn, author 
and rising liwyer and large capitalist have bcen diamed 
off to the nex,hbouring big eity,—then prettiest girl has 
ben exported to the same markct, all then ambition 
pots there, and all ther thin gilding of glory comes 
froin thue I hate little toad e wing cities 
Would I be so good as to specify any particular 
exauipl. P—Oh,—an exainple P_ Did you cver sve a bear 
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trapP NeverP Well shouldn’t you hke to see me put 
my foot mto oneP With sentiments of the highest con 
siderrtion I must beg leave to be excused 

Besides, some of the smaller cities are charming If 
they have 1m old church or two, a few stately mansions 
of formcr grandees, here and there an old dwelling with 
the second story projecting, (for the convemence of 
shooting the Indians knocling at the front door with 
thar tomahawhs )—if they have, scattered about, those 
mighty squire houses built something more than half a 
century ago, and starding lke architectmal boulders 
diopped by the former diluvium of weith whose refluen 
wave has left them as its monument,—if they have 
gardens with elbowed apple trees that push then branches 
over the igh board fence and diop their fruit on the 
sidewalk —if they have a httle grass in the side sticets, 
enough to betohen quwet without proclaammg decay,—I 
think I cou'd go to pieces, after my hfes work were 
donc, in one of those tranquil places, as sweetly as in any 
cradle that an old man muy be rocked to sleep in I 
visit such spots alwiys with infimte delight My friend, 
the Poet, says that rapjdly growmg towns are most un 
favoui ible to the imaginative and reflective faculties 
Let a man live in one of these old quiet places he says, 
and the wine of his soul, which 1s kept thick and turbid 
by the rattle of busy streets settles, and, as you hold at 
up, you may sec the sun through 1t by day and the stars 
by mght 

amen Do IT think thit the httle villages have the 
concert of the gicat townsP—I dont beheve there 15 
much difference You know how they 1ead Popes line 
in the smallest town in our State of Massachusetts P— 


Well, they read at 


All are but parts of one stupendous Huiy!” 


-———— Every person’s frelings have a font door and a 
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sile door by which they may be entered The fiont- 
door 1s on the strect Some keep it always open, some 
keep it latched, some loched, some bolted —with a 
chin that will kt you peep im, but not get in, and 
some nail it up, so thit nothing can prss its threshold 
This front doo. leads ito a passage which opens into an 
anteroom, and this into the mtcior apirtments The 
sidi door opens at once ito the sacred chambeis 

There 15 almost always at least one hey to this side 
door This 15 carried for years hidden in a mothers 
bosom Fathers brothers, sisters, and fiends, often, but 
by no means go universally have duplicates of 1 ‘The 
weddin, rmg conveys a right to onc, as, if none 1s 
given with it! 

If natwe or iceident his put one of these keys into 
the hands of a person who has the tortmimz mstmet, I 
em only solemnly pronounce the words that Justice 
utters over its doomed victim,—The Lord have meicy 
on your soul’ ‘ou will probably go mad within a 
reisonable time —or, 1f you are a man run off and die 
with your head on a curbstone, in Melbourne or San 
Fianeisco,—or, uf you ue a weman quatiel and break 
your heart, or turn mto a pile, jomnted petiifaction, th it 
movcs about as if it were alive, or play some rel life 
tragedy or other 

Be very careful to whom you trust one of these keys 
of the side door The fact of possessing one renders 
those even who are dear to you very terrible at times 
You can keep the wold out from your front door, or 
receive visitors only when you are ready for them, but 
those of your own flesh and blood, or of certain giades of 
mtimacy, can come in at the sido door, if they will, at 
any hour and in any mood Some of them have a scale 
of your whole nervous system, and can play all the gamut 
of your sensibilities in semitones,—touching the naked 
nerve pulps as a pianist strikes the keys of his instru 
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ment I am silisfied that there are as grew masters of 
this nerve playing as Vicuxtemp> or Thilberg im then 
lines of performance Married lite is the school m which 
the most accomplished irtists in this depirtment are 
found A delicate woman 1s the best instrument, she 
has such 1 magmificent compiss of sensibilities! Fiom 
the deep mward moan which follows pressure on thie 
micat nerves of mght, to the shup ery as the filamcnts 
of tiste are stiuch with a ciishin, sweep, is a 1inge 
which no other instrument possesscs A fiw exercises 
on 1 daily at home fit a min wondcrfully for his habitual 
labours, and 1efrcsh him immenscly 1s he tetuins from 
them No stiinia ean ect a pie many notes of 
{oiture out of a human soul, it tikes one that knows 16 
well,—puent, child brotha sista, mtimate Be very 
cuecful to whom you give a side doo: key, too many 
have them aleoady 

Yow remember the old story of the tender 
hented man, who plicd 1 frozen viper m Ins bosom 
ind wis stung by 1t when it bceune thawed P If we 
tike a cold bloodcd areiture into ow bosom, better that 
it should sting us asl we should die than that its chill 
should slowly stcal into om hearts, wum 16 we never 
ein! I have secn fices of womcn thit were fur to look 
upon, yet one could sce thit the icicles were forming 
round these womens hcarts I huew what freczng 
image lay on the white bie ists bencath the laces ! 

A very simple entel/ectwal mechimsm answeis the 
necessitics of friendship, id even of the most mtimate 
relations of hfe If a watch tells us the hour and 
minute, we cain be content to ciry 1t about with us for 
a lifctime, though 1t has no second hand and 1s not a 
repeater, nor a musical watch,—thongh 1t 1s not enrmelled 
nor jewelled,—in short, though it has little beyond the 
wheels required for a trustwoithy mstrument, added to a 
good face and a pair of useful hands sa ia whetl» 

m2 a 
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there are in a watch or a brain, the more trouble they 
ae to take cme of The movements of exaltation which 
belong to genius are egotistic by their very ratuie <A 
calm, clcir mind, not subject to the spisms and crises 
which are so oft.n met with m creitive or intensely per 
ceptive natures, 18 the best basis for love or firendship — 
Observe, I am tolling about mends I wont say the 
more intellect the less cipacity for loving for that would 
do wiong, to the underst nding and reison ,—but, on the 
othe, hind that the brain often 1uns away with the 
hearts best blood, which gives tho world a {uw pages of 
wisdom o1 sentiment o1 poctiy mstead of making one 
other heat happy I have no question 

If ones intimite in love o1 friendship cannot a does 
not share all ones intellectual tastes or pursuits, that 1s 
asmill matter  Intcllectual companions can be found 
easily m men and bools After all, if we thinl of ut, 
mo;t of the worlds loves and fiindshifs have been 
between people thit could not read noi spcll 

But to ridiate the heat of the aff-ctions mto 4 clod, 
which ibsoibs all thit 1» poured into 1t but never warms 
bene rth the sunshme of smiles ow the prcssure of hind or 
hip — thts is the giext maityidom of sensitive bem s,— 
most of all im that pcrpeturl auto da fe whue young 
womanhood 1s the sacihce 
Lou noticed, perhaps what I just saad about the 
love and ftiendships of literate persons,—that 1, of the 
luman 1ice, with a few caccptions here and thae I 
hihe boohs —I wis born and bred among them, and hive 
the esy feclng, when I yet mto their presence, that a 
stable boy his among horses I don’t think I undc- 
value them eithci as companions or as instructors But 
T ew’t help reme+mbermg that the worlds gieat men 
have not commonly been great scholars, nor its great 
scholus great men The Hebiew patriarchs had small 
hbiarws, I think, if any, yet they represent to our 
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imaginations a very complete idea of manhood, and I 
think, 1f we could ask in Abraham to dine with us men 
of letters next Saturdiy, we should feel honoured by his 
company 

What I wanted to say about books 1s this that there 
are times in which every active mind feels itsclf above 
iny and all human books 
1 think a man must have a good opmion of 
himself sir,—said the divinity studcnt,—who should foel 
himself above Shikspeare at any time 

My young friend,—I replied —the man who 1s never 
conscious of a state of feeling or of mtellectuul effort 
entirely beyond expression by my form of words what- 
soever 1s a mere creature of linguige I can hudly 
believe there are any such men Why, thmk for a 
moment of the power of music The nerves thit make 
us alive to it spread out (so the Profcssor tells mc) in 
the most sensi#ve region of the mariow, just where it 1s 
widening to ran upwards into the hemispheres It has 
its seit in the region of sense rither than of thought 
Yet it produces a continuous and, as it were, lojwal 
sequence of emotional ang intellectuu changes, but how 
diffuicné fiom trains of thought proper! how entirely 
beyond the reach of symbols !—Think of human passions 
as compaied with all phrises! Did you ever hear of a 
man growing lean by the reading of ‘ Romeo and 
Juliet,” o: blowing his brains out because Desdemona 
was maligned? There are 1 good miny symbols, even, 
that are more expressive thin words I remember a 
young wife who had to part with her husband for a time 
She did not write a mournful poem, mdeed, she was a 
silent person, and perhaps hardly said a wod about it, 
but she quietly turned of a deep orange colour with 
jaundice A great many people in this world have but 
one form of rhetonc for their progoundest experiences,— 
namely, to waste away and die When a man cun read, 
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his piroxysm of fueling 18 passmg when he can ead, 
his thought has slachened its hold —You talh about 
reiing Shakspeare, usmg him 1s an expression for the 
highest intellect, and you wonder thit my common 
person should be so picsumptuous as to suppose his 
thought can risc above the tcxt which hes before him 
But think a moment A childs reading of Shakspene 
iw» one thing, ind Coleridge » or Schk [el s revding of nm 
is another The satmation pomt of each mind diffits 
fiom thit of every othe: But I think 1618 as true for 
the small mind which ¢ im only tike up a httle as for the 
gieat one which tikes up much, that the suggested tr uns 
of thought and fucling ought awiys to rise vbove—not 
the author, bul the rcadcuz 5 mental viision of the author, 
whoever he may be 

I timk most 1ciers of Shiksperre sometimes find 
themselvcs thiown into cxalted imcntal conditions hhe 
those produced by music Then they gnay drop the 
book, to piss at once into the region of thought without 
woids We muy happen to be very dull folks, you and 
1, ind probably ac unkss there 1s some puticnla 
reason to suppose the contrary But we get glimpses 
now and then of a sphaie of spnituil po sibilitics, where 
we, dull 13 wo are now may sul in vast circles 1ound 
the luzest compass of cuthly intllhzenccs 
I confess there are times when I feel lhe the 
friend J mentioned to you some time ago,—I hite the 
vay sight of a book Sometimes it becomes almost 4 
physical necessity to talk out whit 1s in the mind, 
bifore putting anything else into it It 1s very bad to 
have thoughts and feelings, which were meant to come 
out in talk, strike an, as they say of some complaints 
that ought to show outw udly 

T always bubevcd in life rather than in books I sup 
pose every day of qgaith, with its hundied thousand 
deaths and something more of buths—with its loves and 
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hates, its trrumphs and defcats, its pangs and blisses, has 
more of humanity in 1t than all the books that were ever 
written, put together I bcheve the flowers giowing at 
this moment send up more fragrance to heaven than was 
ever exhiled from all the essences ever distilled 
Dont I read up various matters to talk about at 
this table or clsewhere P—No, that 1s the last thing I 
would do I will tll you my iule Talk about those 
subjects you have had long in your mind, and listen to 
whit others »iy about subjects you have studicd but 
rocontly Knowledge and timber shouldnt be much 
used till they ae s¢ iwoned 
Physiologists ind metiphysicians have had their 
attention turned 2 good de il of late to the automutic and 
involuntary actions of the mind Tut an idev into your 
intellence and fee if thie an how, a day, a year, 
without ever having occasion to 1cfur to 1 ~=When, at 
lust, you ictyn to 1f you do not fmd it as it was when 
acquucd Lt has domiuliited itsclf so to speik—become 
at home—cntercd into ications with your otha thoughts, 
and into zrated itself with the whole fibiic of the mind 
—QO: tike a simple ind finuhu example Dr Carpenter 
has adduced 1 You forget 1 name, in conversation 
go on tilking, without milimg any cffort to recat 
and yncsently the mind evolves it by its own involuntary 
and wneonscious action wliale you were puisuing another 
tiun of thought, and the name rises of itself to your lips 
Thee are some curious obsery itions I should like to 
mahe about the mentil machinery, but I think we are 
getting rather did wtic 
I should be giitified 1f Benjamin Franklin 
would let me know something of his progicss in the 
French language TI rather liked that exercise he read 
us the othe: day, though I must confess I should hardly 
date to translate it, for far some people m a remote city 
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where I once lived mght thnk I was drawing their 
portraits 
Yeo, Paris 1s a famous place for societies. I 
dont hnow whether the piece I mentioned from the 
French author was intended simply as Natural Hastory, 
or whether there was not a little malice in his descrip 
tion At any rate, when I gave my translation to B F 
to turn back again into French, one reason was that I 
thought 1t would sound a littl, bald in English, and 
some people might think 1t was meant to have some locil 
bearmg or other—which the author, of course, didn t 
mean, inismuch as he could not be wquainted with any 
thing on this side of the water 

[The above remarhs wee vddressed to the school 
mistress to whom I handed the paper after looking it 
over ‘The divinity student caine and read over her 
shoulder —vcery curious appaicntly, but his eyes wandered, 
Ithouzht Fancyin, thit her breathing was somewhat 
huiried and high or thovacie 1s my frend the Pro 
fessor culls it, I watched her a little more closely —It 1s 
none of my business —After al, 1t 15 the imponderables 
that move the world—he it, electyiuity love — Habet 7] 

This 1s the piece thit Benjamin Fianklin made into 
bowrding school French such as you see here, dont 
expect too much,—the mistikhes give a relish to it, I 
think 
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Ces Sociétés 1& sont uno Institution pour suppléer aux besos 
desprit et de cour de ces imdividus qui ont survecu & leurs 
émotions 2 | Cgard du beau sexe, ct qui n ont pas la distraction de 
l habitude de boure 

Pour dcvemr membre duno de cs Sométés, on doit avoir le 
moms de cheveux possible $l y en reste plusieurs qui resistent 
aux dépilatoires naturelles ot autres, on doit avoir quelques con 
Nawsances, nimporte dans quel genre ‘Dés le moment qu on 
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ouvre la porte de Ja Société, on @ un grand intérét dans toutes Jos 
choses dont on ne suit men Ainsi, un mucroscopiste démontre un 
nouveau fleror du tarse d un melolontha vulgaris Douze savans 
umprovis¢s, portans des besicles, et qui no connaissent ricn des 
msectes si ce nest les morsures du culex, se précipitent sur lin 
strument et voient—une grande bulle d air, dont us s emerveillent 
avec effusion Ce quiest un spectacle plein d instruction—pour 
ceux qui ne sont pas de ladite Société Tous les membres regar 
dent Ics chimistes en particulier avec un air d intolligence parfaite 
pendant quily prouvcnt dans un discours dune demiheuro que 
OS N? UL C® etc font quelque chose qu n est bonne & rien, mais 
qui probablement a une odeur tres désagréable, selon | habitude 
des produits chimiques Aprés ecla vient un mathematic n qui 
vous bourre avec des a+ ct vous rappoite enfin un a+y, dont 
vous n avez pas besoin ct qui ne chang nullement vos relations 
avec la vie Un naturaliste vous parle des formations spéciales 
dics ammmaux excessivement inconnus dont vous n avez jamais 
soupconné lexistence Ainsi il vous décrit les follecules de 1 ap 
pendix verimiformis dun dziqgueta: Vous ne savez pas ce que 
eest quun f@/licule Vous mc savez paa co que cust quun 
appendia vermiformis Vous navez jamais entcndu parler du 
dzigguctar Ainsi vous gaznc7 toutes ces connaissances & la fois, 
qui sattachcnt & votre esprit comme lcau adhére aux plumes 
duncanard Onconnait toutes lcs langues ex officio en deve 
nant membre d une de ccs Soci¢éics Ainsi quand on entend In¢ un 
Essai sur les dialectes Tchutchiens, on comprend tout ccla de 
suite, ct s instruit énormément 

Tl] y a deux especes dindividus quon trouve toujours & ccs 
Socités 1° Le membre 4 questions, 2° Le membre 4 “ Bylaws” 

La question est une specialii6 Celui qui on fait méuuer no fait 
jamais des reponses La question est une mamero trés commode 
de dire les choses suivantes “Me voila! Jo ne suis pas fossil, 
mol —je respire encore! J ai des 1dec3,—voyez mon intclhgence ! 
Vous ne croyicz pas, vous autres, que je savais quelque chose de 
rela! Ah nous avons un peu de sagacité, voyez vous' Nous ne 
sommes nullement la bete qu on pense! —Le farseur de questions 
donne peu dattention auw réponses quon fart, ce nest pas la 
dans sa specralrté 

Le membre a “ Bylaws ’ est le bouchon de toutes les émotiong 
mousseuses et généreuses qui se montrent dans la Socieid C ost 
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un empereur manque,—un tyran & Ja tioimtme ‘mturation C cst 
un esprit dur, borné exact, grand dans Ir3 petitesses pctit dans 
Ics grandcurs sclon k mot du grand Jefferson On nel aime pas 
dans la Socicté, mus on le respocte ct on le cramt Il ny a 
qu un mot pour co membre aucessus de “ Bylaws’ Ce mot est 
pour lui ce que]Om cst aux Hindous Cest sarchgion, inya 
rien anudela Co mot lh c est la Constitution! 

Lesdites Societés publicnt des feullctous de tems en tems On 
les trouve abandonncs 2 sa portc nus comme des cafins nou 
veaunos, faute de membrine cutaner ou méme papyricd: Sion 
eume Ie botamaque, on y trouve une me none sur Ics coquilles, 81 
on fat dcs ctudes zovlopiques on trouve un grand tas de g /—l 
ce qui doit étre infimment plus commod yue les encyclopr dies 
Ainsi 1] est clair comme la mctaphysique qu’on doit dcvemr 
membie d une Soc21¢té tele que nous di carvons 

Recctte pour le Deprlatoire Physvophilosophique 
Chaux vive lb ss Fau boullante Oy 
Dépilez avec Polisscz cnsuite 


———I told the boy that his trinslation into Fiench 
was credit tble to him =oaind some of the company wishin, 
to hew what there wis in the pure that mide me smile, 
I tuined 16 into Ienoh h for them, is well as I could, on 
the spot 

The landlidy s daughtir seemtd to be much imuscd 
by the idea that 1 depilitory could tale the plice of 
literary and scuentific accomplishments, she winted me to 
print the piece so that she mijlt send o copy of 16 to 
her cousin in Mizvomivh, she didnt think hed have to 
do imjthing to the outside of his heid to get into any 
of the socictics, he had to weal a wig once, when he 
played a pait in a tabullo 

No,—said I,—I shouldnt think of printing that in 
English Ili tell you why As soon as you gut 1 few 
thousand people together m 4 town, there 1s somebody 
that every sharp thing jou say is sure to hit What if 
2 thing was written in Paris or in Pckin P—that makes 
no diffrence Everybody in those cities, or almost 
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everybody, has his counterpart here, and in all large 
placcs —You never studied averages as I have had 
oceasion to 

Il) tell you how I came to hnow so much about 
avuages There wis one season when I was leciuuing, 
commonly, five evenings in the wech, through most of 
the lecturing period I soon found, as most sperkcrs do 
that it wis pleasanter to work one lecture than to heep 
pevcril in hind 
Dont you get sick to death of one Iccture P— 
sud the landlady s din hter—who hid a new dicss on 
that diy, ind was in spusts for conversation 

Iwi going to talk wbout averages,—I sud—but I 
hive no objection to telling you about lectures, to begin 
with 

A new lecture always has a certain excitement con- 
necicd with it delivery Once thinks well of it as of 
most thinzgfesh fiom his mind = Aftu a few delivertes 
of it, one gets tned and then disgusted with its icpeti 
tion Go on delivering it, and the disgust passes off, 
until afte: one has repertd it a hundied or a hundied 
ind filty times, he rather enjoys the hundrcd and first or 
hundicd and fifty fist'timc, before a new audience But 
tliis 14 on one condition—that he nevers lays the lecture 
down ind lets 2b cool If he does, there comes on a 
lo ithing for it which 1s intense, so that the sight of the 
old bittered manuscript 1s as bid as sea sickness 

A now Jecture 3s Just uke any othe new tool We 
usc it for a while with pleasure Then it blisters om 
hands and we hate to touch 1t By and by our hands 
get culous, and then we have no longe: any sensitiveness 
about 16 Butif we give it up, the calluses disappear, 
and if we meddle with it again, we miss the novelty and 
get the blisters —The story 1s often quoted of Whitefield, 
that he said a sermon was good for nothing until it had 
been preached forty tames A lecture doesn’t begin to 





124 THE AUTOCRAT 


be old until 1t has passed its hundredth delivery , and 
some, I thmk, have doubled if not quadupled, that 
number These old lectures are a mans best, com 
monly, they improve by age, also,—like the pipes, fiddles, 
and poems I told you of the other day One learns to 
make the most of their strong pomts and to carry off 
their weak ones,—to tahe out the really good things 
which dont tell on the audience, and put m cheaper 
things that do All this degiades him, of course, but it 
improves the lecture for general delivery A thoroughly 
popular lecture ought to have nothing m it which five 
hundred people cannot all take in a flash, just as 16 13 
uttered 





No, indeed,—I should be very sorry to svy any 
thing disrespectful of audiences I have been kindly 
treated by a great many, and may os¢asionally face one 
hereafter But I tell you the average intellect of five 
hundred persons, taken as they come, 18 not very ligh 
It may be »ound ind safe, so far as 1t goes, but 1¢ 1s not 
very rapid or profound <A lecture ought to be some- 
thing which all can understand, about something which 
interests everybody I think that, if any experienced 
lecturer gives you a different accdunt fiom this, it will 
probably be one of those eloquent or forcible speakers 
who hold an audience by the charm of their manner, 
whatever they talk about—even when they dont talk 
very well 

But an average, which was what I meant to speak 
about, 1s one of the most extraordinary subjects of ob 
servation and study It 1s awful in its uniformity, in 
its automatic necessity of action Two communities of 
ants or bees are exactly alike im all their actions, so far 
as we can see Two lyceum assemblies, of five hundred 
each, are so nearly alike, that they are absolutely undis 
fanguishable in many cascs by any definite maih, and 
there i» nothing but the place and time by which one can 


UT ane 
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tell the “1emarkably intelligent audience” of a town in 
New York or Ohio from one in any New oplandlbown 
of similar size =. Of_ course, if any principle of selection 
has come in, as in those special assoriations of young men 
which wwe common in erties, 1t deranges the umformity 
of the assemblage But let there be no such interfering 
circumstances, and one knows pretty well even the look 
the audience will have, before he goes Front seats a 
few old folks,—shiny headed,—slant up best ear towards 
the speihir,—drop oft asleep after a while, when the air 
begins to zct a little narcotic with carbonic acid Bright 
womens faces, young and muddle aged, a little behind 
these, but towird the front—(pick out the best, and 
lecture mamly to that) Here and there 1 countenance, 
sharp and scholatlike, and a dozen pretty female ones 
sprinl lcd about An indcfnite number of pairs of young 
people,— happy, but not always very attentive Boys, in 
the bwkgrdund, morc or less quict Dull faces here, 
there —in how many places! I dont say dull people, 
but fues without a ray of sympathy or a movement of 
expres ion «© They are what hall the lecturer These 
negative faces, with t&cu vacuous eyes and stony linea 
ments, pump and suck the warm soul out of lim ,—that 
is the clucf reason why Icctuicts grow so pale before the 
seison 1s over They render date; ¢ any amount of vital 
calouic, they act on ou: minds as those cold blooded 
creatuics I was talking about act on our hearts 

Out of all these mevitable clements the audience 1s 
gencritul —a great compound vertcbiate, as much lks 
fifty others you have seen 1s any two mammals of the 
same specics are like each other Hach audience liughs, 
and ewh cries m just the same places of your lecture, 
that 1s, 1f you make one laugh or ery, you mike all 
Even those little ifdesc1ibable movements which a lecturer 
takes cogmizince of, just as a driver notices his horse’s 
cocking his ears, are sure fo come im exactly the same 
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placg. of your lecture rlways I declare to you, that, as 
the monk said about the picture m the convent,—that he 
sometimes thought the hving tenants were the shadows, 
and the painted figures the realities,—-I have sometimes 
{lt as if I were a wandenng spuit, and this grevt un 

changing multivertebi ite which I ficed night after night 
was one ever listening ammal, which writhed along aftu 
me wherever I fled, and coiled at my feet every cvening, 
tuinmg up to me the simce sleepless eyes which I thought 
I had closed with my list drowsy incantation ! 

O yes! A thousand kindly and cowteous acts, 
—a thousand faces that melted mdividually out of my 
recollution 1s the April snow melts, but only to steal 
away and find the beds of flowers whose 1o0o0ls are 
memory but which blossom in poetiy and dreams Tain 
not ungrateful, nor unconscious of all the good fceling 
and intelligence cverywhere to be met with through the 
vist parish to which the lecture. ministers But when 
I set forth, leading a strung of my minds daughtu» to 
market, as the country folk fetch nm their stings of 
horses—pardon me, that was a coarse fellow who snecied 
at the sympathy wasted on an .nhippy lecture, as u, 
because he was decently pud for his services he had 
therefore sold his sensibilities Family men get dread 

fully homesich In the remote and bleik village the 
heart returns to the red blaze of the logs in ones fire 

place at home 





“There are his young barbarians all at play, — 


if he owns any youthful savages —No, the world his a 
million roosts for a man, but only one nest 

It 1s a fine thing to be an oracle to which an 
appeal is always made in all discussions The men of 
facts wait their tuin in gum silence, with that shght 
tension about the nostiils which the consciousness of 
carrying a “settler”? im the form ofa fuct o1 a revolver 
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eives the individual thus armed When a person 18 
reilly full of information, and docs not abuse 1t to crush 
conveisation, his part 1s to that of the 1eu talkers what 
the instrumental accompiniment 1s In a trio o1 quaitette 
of voc tists 

What do I mean by the zeal talkers P—Why, 
the people with fiesh idcis, of course, and plenty of good 
wum words to diess them m Facts always yield tho 
place of honour, in convers ition, to thoughts wout facts, 
but if 1 filse note 1s uttcred, down comes the fingc on 
the hey ind tho man of ficts asserts his tiue dignity 
I have known three of these men of facts, at leist, who 
were iways formidyple,— ind one of them wis tyranical 
Yes a min sometimes mikes 1 grand appearance 
on a particular ocersion but these mcn know somcthing 
about almost everything, and never mike mistakes —He ? 
Vencers in firstiate styl. The mahogany scvles off 
now and thc& mm spots, and then you see the chetp hght 
stuff —I found very fine m conversational informa 
tion, the other day when we were in company The talk ain 
upon mountans He ws wonderfully well acquainted 
with the leading fitwabout the Andes, the Apennines, 
and the Appilachiins, he had nothing particular to sy 
about Ararit, Ben Nevis and vaiious other mountains that 
were mentioned By and by some Iiivolutionary mecdote 
came up and he showed singular familiarity with the 
lives of the Adamses, and gave many details relating to 
Major Andié <A point of Natural History bemg sug 
gested, he gave an excellent account of the air bladder of 
fishes He was very full upon the subject of agriculture, 
but retired from the conversation when horticulture was 
introduced in the discussion So he seemed well ac 
quainted with the geology of anthracite, but did not 
pretend to know anything of other kinds of coal There 
was something so odd about the extent and limitations of 
his Lnowledge, that I suspected all at once what might be 
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the meaning of 16, and waited till I got an opportnmty — 
Have you seen the “New American Cyclopedia?’ said 
I—I have, he rephed, I received an early copy —How 
far does 1t go P—He turned red, and answered,——-To Ara 
guay —Oh, said I to myself, not qmte so far as Ararat, 
—that 1s the reason he knew nothing about 1t, but he 
must have read all the rest straight through, and if he can 
remember what 1s in this volume untal he has read all 
those that are to come, he will know more than I ever 
thonzht he would 

Since I had this experience, I hear that somebody 
else has related a similar story J didn t borrow it, for 
all th it —I made a comparison at table some time since, 
which has often been quoted and iecerved many compli 
ments It was that of the mind of a bigot to the pupil 
of the cye the more hght you pour on it, the more it 
contracts The simile 1s very obvious, and, I suppose, I 
my now say, a happy one for it has yu been shown 
me thit it occurs ma Prefice to certain Political Poems 
of Thomas Moore s, published long bi fore my remark was 
repeitcd When a pcrson of fair character for literary 
honesty uses an image such as another hw employid 
before him, the presumption 1, tht he has struck upon 
it independently, 0: unconsciously recalled 1t, supposing 
it ns own 

It 1s unpossible to tell, nm a great many cases, whether 
a comparison which suddenly suggests itself 13 a now 
conception or a recollection I told you the other day 
that I never wrote a linc of verse thit seemed to me com 
par uively good, but 1t appeared old at once, and often as 
if ithad been borrowed But I confess Inevei suspected 
the above compirison of being old, except fiom the fact 
of its obviousness It 18 proper, however, that I procecd 
by 1 formal instrument to relmquish all clum to any 
property in an idea given to the world at about the time 
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when I had just joined the class in which Master Thomas 
Moore was then a somewhrt advanced scholar 

I therefore, in full possession of my native honesty, 
but knowing the lability of all men to be elected to 
public office, and for thit rewson feeling uncertain how 
soon I may be in danger of losing it, do hereby renounce 
all claim to being considered the first person who gave 
utterance to a certain simile or comparison referred 
to m the accompanying documents, and relating to the 
pupil of the eye on the one part and the mind of the 
bigot on the ether I hereby relinquish all glory and 
profit, and especially all clams to Ictters from autograph 
collectois, founded upon my supposed property m the 
above comparison,—knowing well, that, according to the 
laws of literature, they who speik first hold the fee of 
the thinz said I do «lho agiee tht all Kditors of Cy 
clopedias and Biographical Dictionaries all Publishers of 
Reviews andgPapers, and all Critics writing thereim, shall 
be at liberty to retract or quilify any opimon predicated 
on the supposition that I was the sole and undisputed 
author of the above comparison Dut, masmuch as I do 
afhrm that the comparison aforesud was uttered by me 
in the firm belief that%t was new and wholly my own 
and as I have good reason to think thot 1 had never 
seen or heard it when first expressed by me, and as it 18 
well known that different persons may independently 
utter the same idea,—as is evinced by that familiar hie 
from Donatus, 


“ Pereant ih qui ante nos nostra dixerunt,”— 


now, therefore, I do request by this instrument that all 
well disposed persons will abstun fiom asserting or mm 
plying that I am open to any accusition whatsoever 
touching the said comparison, ind, if they have so as 
serted or implied that they will have the manliness 
forthwith to retract the same apsertion or insinuation 


9 
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I think few persons have a greater disgust for pla- 
giarism than myself If I had even suspected that the 
idea m question was borrowed, [ should have disclaimed 
originality, or mentioned the coincidence, as I once did 
ma case where I had happened to hit on an idea of 
Swift's —But what shall I do about these verses I was 
going to 1ead you? I am afiaid that half mankind 
would accuse me of stealing ther thoughts, if I printed 
them I am convinced that several of you, especially if 
you are getting a little on in hfe will recognise some of 
these sentiments as hiving passed through your con 
sciousness at some time I cant help 1t,—it 18 too late 
now ‘The verses are wiitten, and you must have them 
Listen, then, and you shall hear 


WHAT WE ALL THINE 


That age was older énce than now, 
In spite of locks untimcly shed 
Or silvered on the youthful biow, 
That babes make love and children wed 


That sunshine had a heavenly glow, 

Which faded with those go@d old days,” 
When winters came with decper snow, 

And autumns with a softer haze 


That—mother sister, wife or child~= 

The ‘ best of women ’ each has known 
Were school boys over half so wild? 

How young the grandpapas have grown 


That but for thas our souls were free, 
And but for that our lives were blest; 
That in some season yet to be 
Our cares will leave us time to rest 


Whene’er we groan with ache or pain, 
Some common ailment of the race — 
Though doctors think the matter plan,— 

That ours 1s “ a peculiar case ” 
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That when hike babes with fingers burned 
We count one bitter maxim morc, 

Our lesson all the world has learned, 
And men are wiser than before 


That whon we sob o er fanced woes, 
The angela hovcring overhead 

Count every pitying drop that flows, 
And love us tor the tears we shcd 


That when we stand with tearles¢ eye 
And turn the beggar from our door, 
They stall oe us when we s1;,h, 
‘Ah, ha but one thousand more ! 


That weakness smoothed the path of sin, 
In half the shps our youth has known, 
And whatsoc er its blame has been 
That Mercy flowers on faulis outgiown 


Though temples crowd the crumbled bik 
O erhanging truth s eternal flow 

Their tablets bold with what we think, 
Th@&r echoes dumb to what we know 


That one unquestioned text wo read, 
All doubt beyond, all fear above 

Nor crackling pile nor cursing erced 
Can burn or blot it Gop 1s Lovs! 


9.2 
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VII 


[Tr1s puticular record 1s noteworthy principally for con- 
tanme vp per by my friend the Professor, with a poem 
or two annexed or intcrealated I would suggest to 
young persons thrit they should pass over it for the pre 
sent, ind reid, instead of at, that story about the young 
min who wis in love with the young lady, and in gret 
trouble for something Ithe nine p wes, but happily married 
on the tenth prize or thereabouts, which, I take it for 
granted, will be contained in the periodical where this 18 
found, unless it differ from all othcr publications of the 
kind Perh ips if such young people will ]¥7 the number 
aside, and tike it up ten yers, or a little moue, from the 
present time, they may find something in it for their 
advantage They cint possibly understand it all now | 
My frend, the Professor, began tuhing with me one 
day in a drerry sort of way T couldn t cet it the qufh 
culty for a good while, but at list it turned ont that some 
body had been culling him in old man —IIe didn t mind 
his students caling him the old man, he said That was 
a technical expression, and he thought that he remem- 
bered hvaring 16 applied to himsclf when he was about 
twenty five It may be considered as a familiar anc 
sometines endearing appellation An Insh woman calls 
her husband “ the old man, ’ and he returns the crressing 
expression by speihing of her as “the old woman But 
now, said he, just suppose a case like one of these A 
young stianger 1s overheard talking of you as a very nice 
old gentleman, A friendly and gemal critic speaks of your 
green old age as allustratang the tauth of »ome axiom you 
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had uttered with reference to that period of hfe What I 
call an old man 1s a person with a smooth, shining crown 
and a fringe of scattered white hai, seen in the streets on 
sunshiny days, stooping as he walks, beaing a cane, 
moving cautiously and slowly, telling old sto1ics, smiling 
at present follies, living m a narrow world of dry habits, 
one that remains waking when otheis have dropped 
asleep, and keeps a httle mght lamp fl me of life burning 
year after year, if the lamp is not upset, and thcre 15 
only a cateful hand held round it to prevent the puffs of 
wind from blowing the flame out Thats what I call 
an old man 

Now, said the Professor, you don’t mean to tell me 
that I have got to that yet? Why, bless you, I am 
several years short of the time when—[I knew what 
was coming, and could hardly heep fiom liwghing, 
twenty years ago he used to quote it as one of those 
absurd speeches men of genius will makc, and now he 1s 
going to argue trom 1t|—several yeais short of the time 
when Balzac says that men aie—most—you know— 
dangerous to—the hearts of—in short most to be drcaded 
by duennas that have charge of susceptible females — 
What age 1s that P said I, statistically —Fifty two years, 
answered the Professor —Balzac ought to know, said I, 
if it 1s true that Goethe said of him, that each of his 
storins must have been dug out of a womans heart 
But fifty two 1s a high figure 

Stand in the light of the window, Professor, sad I — 
The Professor took up the desired positiog.—You have 
white hairs, I said —Had em any time these twenty 
years, said the Professor —And the cows foot, pes 
anserinus, rvther —The Professor smiled, as I wanted 
him to, and the folds radyated lhe the ridges of a half 
opened fan, from the outer corner of the eyes to the 
temples-—And the calipers, said I—What are the 
calipers ? he askcd, curiously —-Why, the parentheses, 
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said 1— Parentheses said the Professor , what’s that? 
—-Why, look in the glass when you ure disposed to langh, 
and see if your mouth isn ¢ framed im a couple of crescent 
lines,—so, my bby ( ) —Its all nonsense, said the Pro- 
fessor , Just look at my brceps,—and he began pulling 
off Ins coat to show me his arm Be careful, said I, 
you can t bear exposure to the air at your time of hfe, 
as you could once —I will box with you, said the Pro 
fessor, row with you walk with you ride with you, swim 
with 50u, or sit at table with you, for fifty dollars a side 
—Pluck survives stamina, I answered 

The Professor went off a little out of humour A few 
weeks afterw uds he came in loohing very good natured, 
and brought me a paper, which I have here, and from 
which I shall read you some portions, 1f you don’t 
objet He had been thinking the matter over, he said, 
—had read Cicero “De Senectute, and made up his 
mind to meet old age half way These weve some of his 
reflections that he had written down, so here you have 


THE PROFESSORS PAPER 


There 1s no doubt when old age begins The human 
bods 1s a furnace which heeps 2n blast threescore years 
and ten, more or less It burns about three hundred 
pounds of carbon a year (besidcs other fucl), when in 
fair worhing ordei, accoiding to a gieit chemists esti 
mate When the tne slachens, lile declines, when it 
gocs out, we are dead 

It has been shown by some noted French experimenters, 
that the amount of combustion increases up to about the 
thirtieth year, remains stationary to about forts five, and 
then dimmishes This list 1s the pomt where old age 
stats from The great fact of physical life 1s the per 
petual commerce with the elements, and the fire » the 
measure of 1t 
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About this time of life, if food 1s plenty where you 
hve,—for that, you know, regulates matsimony,—you 
may be expecting to find youself a grandfather some 
fine morning, a kind of domestic felicity that gives one 
a cool shiver of delight to think of, as among the not 
remotely possible events 

I dont mind much those shipshod lines Dr Johnson 
wrote to Thrale, telling her about lifes declinmg fiom 
thirty-five the furnace is in full blast for ten years 
longer, as I have said Theo Romans came very near the 
mark, thew age of enlistment revched fiom seventeen to 
forty six yeirs 

What 1s the use of fighting against the seasons, or the 
tides, or the movements of the planctary bodies, or this 
ebb in the wave of life that flows through us? We are 
old fellows from the moment the fire begins to go out 
Let us always behave lke gentlemen when we are intro- 
duced to nevp acquaintance 


Inept Allegorra Senectutrs 


Old Age, this1s Mr Professor, Mr Professor this 1 
Old Age 

Old Age—Mr Professor, I hope to see you well I 
have known you for some time though I think you did 
not know me Shall we walk down the street together ? 

Professor (drawing back a little) —We can talk more 
quietly perhaps in my study Will you tell me how it 
1s you seem to be a quainted with everybody you are 
introduced to, though he evidently considers you an 
entire stranger ? 

Old Age—I make it a rule never to force myself 
upon a persons recognition until I have known hun at 
least five years 

Professor --Do you mean to say that you have known 
me 80 long as that? 

Old Age—I do I left my card on you longer ago 
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than that, but I am afraid you never read it, yet I see 
you have it with you 

Professor ~-Where P 

Old Age —There between your eyebrows, — three 
straight lines running up and down, all the probate 
courts hnow that tohen,—‘“ Old Age, his marh Put 
your forefinger on the mner end of one eyebrow, ind 
your middle finger on the imner end of the other cye 
brow, now separate the fingers, and you will smooth out 
my sign manual, thats the way you used to look before 
I left my card on you 

Professor —What message do people generally send 
back when you first call on theim ? 

Old Age—Not at home ‘Lhen I leave a cud and 
go Next yea I cil, get the pame answer, leave 
another card So for five o1 six,—sometimes ten yeals 
o. more At last, if they dont let me in, I brevk in 
through the front door or the windows e 

We talked to,cther in this way some time Then 
Old Age said agamn,—Come, let us walk down the street 
togethe: —and offured me a cane im eye glass, a tippet, 
and a pan of ove: shoes —No, much obliged to you, said 
I I dont want those things, and I had a httle rather 
talk with you here, ptivately,in my study So I dressed 
myself up in a jiunty way and will ed out alone ,—got a 
fall, caught a cold was lud up with a lumbago, and had 
time to think over this whole matter 


Expliat Allegoria Senectutis 


We have settled when old age begins Like all 
Natures processes, it 1s gentle and gradual in 1ts ap- 
proaches, strewed with allusions, and all its httle griefs 
soothed by natural sedatives But the iron hand 1s not 
less irresistible because it wears the velvet glove The 
buttonwood throws off 1t3 baih in large flakes, which one 
may find lying at its foot, pushed out, and at last pushed 
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off, by that tranqml movement from beneath, which 1s 
too slow to be seen but too powerful to be arrested 
One finds them always buat one rircly sees them fall 
So 1t 18 our youth drops from us,—scales off sapless and 
hfeless, and Jays bare the tender and immature fresh 
giowth of old age Looked at collectively, the changes 
of old age appear as a series of peisonal insults and in 
dignities, terminating at last in dcath, which Sir Thomas 
Browne has callcd “the very dis,1ace and ignominy of 
our natures 

My lady s eheck can boast no more 

Lhe er nberry white and pink it wore, 


And wherc lr shining locks divide, 
Lhe pai ting line 1s all to wide ——~ 


No, no,~—-this will never do Talk about men, if you 
will, but spare the poor women 

We have a brief deseription of seven stiges of hfe by 
a remarhabl®? good obseiver It 18 very picsumptuous 
to attempt to add to it yet I have been struck with the 
fact that hfe adimts of a natural analysis into no less 
than fifteen distinct periods Taking the five primary 
divisions infancy, chilghood, youth, manhood, old age, 
euh of these has its own thice periods of immaturity, 
complete development, and decline I recognise an o/d 
biby at once,—with its “pipe and mug (a otick of 
candy and a porringy: )—so docs everybody, and an old 
child shedding tts milk teeth 13 only a httl. prototvpe of 
the old man shedding his permanent ones Fifty or 
thereabouts 1s only the childhood, as it were, of old age, 
the giaybeard youn,ste: must be weaned from his late 
suppers now So you will see that you hive to make 
fifteen stages at any ratc, and that 14 would not be hard 
to make twenty five, five primary, each with five secon 
dary divisions 

The miancy and childhood of commenting old age 
have the same ingeauous simpliuty and dehghtial on- 
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consciousness about them as the first stage of the earl 
periods of life shows The great delusion of mankind 
18 in supposing that to be individual and exceptional 
which 1s universal and according to law <A person 1s 
always startled when he hears himself seriously called 
an old man for the first time 

Nature gets us out of youth mto manhood, as sailors 
aie hurried on board of vessels,—in a stite of imtoxica 
tion We are hustled into maturity reeling with our 
passions and imaginations, and we have drifted far away 
from poit before we awrke out of our lusions But to 
carry us out of maturity into old ige, without our know 
ing where we are going she diugs us with strong opt 
ates, and so we stigcer along with wide open eyes that 
see nothing until snow enough has fallen on our heads 
to rouse our comatose brains out of their stupid trances 

There 1s one matk of age that strikes me more than 
any of the physical ones,—I mean theeformation of 
Habits An old man who shrinks into himself falls 
into ways that become as positive and as much beyond 
the reach of outside influences as if they were governed 
by clock work The animal functions, as the physio 
logists call them, in distinction tiom the organie, tend, 
in the process of deterioration to which age and neglect 
united gradu lly lead them, to assume the pertodical or 
rhythmical type of movement Every mans heart (this 
organ belongs, you know, to the orgamic system) has a 
regular mode of action, but I know a great many men 
whose brains, and all their voluntary existence flowing 
from their brains, have a systole and diastole as regular 
as that of the heart itself Habit is the approximation 
of the animal system to the organic It 1s a confession 
of farlure in the highest function of bemg, which m 
volves a perpetual self determinition, in full view of all 
existing circumstances But habit, you see, 1s an action 
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In present circumstances from past motives Its sub 
stituting a vs a tergo for the evolution of hving force 

When a man, instead of burniag up three hundred 
pounds of carbon a year, has got down to two hundred 
and fifty 1t 18 plain enough he must economize force 
somewhere Now habit is a labour saving invention 
which enables a man to get along with less fucl,—that 1s 
all, for fuelis force, yon hnow just as much in the pige 
I am writing for you as im the locomotive or the legs 
that carry 1t to you Carbon 1s the same thing, whether 
you call it wood, 01 coal, 0:1 breid and cheese A reverend 
gentleman demurred to this statement,—as if, because 
combustion 1s asserted to be the sexe gua non of thought, 
therefore thought 1s alleged to be a purely chemical pro 
cess Facts of chemistry aie one thing, I told him, atid 
facts of consciousness another It can be proved to him, 
by a very simple analysis of some of his spare elements, 
that every Qunday, when he does his duty faithfully, he 
uses up more phosphorus out of lus bram and nerves 
than on ordinary days But then he had his choice whether 
to do his duty, or to neglect it, and save his phosphorus 
and other combustibles 

It follows from all this that the formation of habits 
ought naturally to be, 15 it 18, the special chat reteristie 
of age As for the muscular powers, they pass their 
maximum long before the time when the true dechine of 
life begins, 1f we may judge by the experience of the 
rng <A man is “stale,’ I think, im then language, 
soon after thirty,—often, no doubt, much earlier, as gen 
tlemen of the pugulistic profession are exceedingly apt to 
keep their vital fire burning with the blower up 
So far without Tully But im the mean time I 
have been reading the treatise, “ De Senectute ’ It is 
not long, but a leisurely performance The old gentle- 
man was sixty three yeais of age when he addressed it 
to his friend T Pomponious Atticus, Esq, a person of 
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distinction, some two or three years older We read it 
when we are schoolboys, forget all about it for thirty 
years, and then take it up again by a natural instinct, 
provided always that we read Latin as we diink water, 
without stoppmg to taste it, as all of us who ever learned 
it at school or college ought to do 

Cato w tho chief speaker in the dialogue A good 
deal of 1t 1s what would be called in vulgar phrase 
“slow” It unpachs and unfolds incidental ilustiations 
which a modern wiiter would Jook at the bick of and 
toss each to its pigeon hole I think ancient classics and 
ancient people are alihe in the tendency to this kind of 
expansion 

An old doctor came to me once (this is literal fact) 
with some contiivance or other for people with broken 
kneepans As the patient would be confined for a good 
while, he might find 1t dull wok to sit with his hands 
in his lap Reading, the ingenious invent®: suggested, 
would be an agreeable mode of passing the time He 
mentioned, in his wiitten account of his contrivance, 
various works that mijht amuse the weary hour I 
remember only three-—Don Qujxote, Tom Jones, and 
Watts on the Mind 

It 1s not generally understood that Cicero s essay was 
delivered as a lyccum lecture (concio populaiis), rt the 
Temple of Mercury The jouinals (papyri) of the day 
(“ Tempora Quotidiana,’ —~—“ Tribunus Quirmalis,’’ — 
“Preeco Romanus, and the rest) gave abstracts of it, 
one of which I have translated and moderniccd, as being 
a substitute for the analysis I tended to make 

IV Kal. Mart 

The lecture at the Temple of Mercury, last evening, 
‘was well attended by the édsfe of our grevt city Two 
hundied thousand sestertia were thought to hive been 
remesented in the house The doors wee besieged by 
amob of shabby fellows (totum vulgus), who were at 
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leneth quieted after two or three had been somewhat 
roughly hindled (gladio pugulat:) The sperker was the 
well known Mark Tully, Esq ,—the subject, Old Age 
Mr T his a lcin and scraggy person, with a very un 
pleasant excrescence upon his nasal feature, from which 
his nukname of chick pea [Cicero] 1s said by some to be 
derived As a lecturer 1s public property we may re 
mark that his outer garment (toga) was of cheap stuff 
and somewhat worn, and that his general style and 
appearance of dress and manner (hab:tus, vestitusque) 
were somewhat proviner il 

The lecture consisted of an 1maginary dialogue between 
Cato and Lelus We found the first portion rather 
heavy, and retued a fuw moments for refreshment (pocula 
guedam vint) —All want to rcach old age, says Cato, 
and grumble when they gct it, therefore they are don- 
heys —The Iucturer will allow us to say that he 1s the 
donkey , we &now we shall grumble at old age, but we 
want to hve through youth and manhood, zn spite of the 
troubles we shall gioan ove: —Ihcre wis considerable 
prosing is to what old age cin do and cant —Tuiuo, but 
not new Certunly old folks cant jump—break the 
nechs of their thigh bones (femorum cervices) uf they do, 
ean t erick nuts with their tecth , cant climb a grcased 
pole (malum inunctum scandere non possunt) but they 
can tell old stories and give you good idvice—if they 
know what you hive made up jour mind to do when you 
ask them —~All this 1s well enough but wont set the 
Tiber on fire (Zvberim accendere nequaquam potest) 

There were some clever things enough (dicta haud 
mepta), a few of which are worth reporting —Old people 
are accused of being forgetful, but they never forget 
where they have put their money —Nobody 18 so old he 
doesn t thmk he can hve a year—The lecturer quoted 
an ancient maxim,—Grow old early, 1f you would be old 
long,—but disputed 1 —Authority, he thought, wag the 
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chief privilege of age —-It 18 not great to have money, 
but fine to govern those that have 1t —Old age begins i 
forty siv years, according to the common opimon —It 18 
not every kind of old age o: of wine that grows sour 
with time —Some excellent remarks were made on im- 
mortality, but mainly borrowed from and cred ted to 
Plato —Seveial pleasing anecdotes were told —Old Milo, 
champion of the heavy weights in his day, loohed at his 
arms and whimpered They are dead Not so dead as 
you, you old fool,—says Cato ,—you never were good for 
anything but for yom shoulders and flanks —Pioistratus 
ashed Solon what made him dare to beso obstinate Old 
age, said Solon 

The lecture was on the whole acceptable, and a credit 
to our culture and civilization —The reporter goes on to 
state that there will be no lecture next week on account 
of the expected combat between the bew and the barba 
rian Betting (sponsio) two to one (duo wd unum) on 
the bear 





After all, the most encouraging things I find m 
the treatise “ De Senectute are the stories of men who 
have found new occupations when growing old, or kept 
up then common pursuits in the extreme period of life 
Cato learned Greek when he was old, and speaks of wish 
ing to lean the fiddle, or some such instrument (jzdzbus), 
after the example of Socrates Solon learned something 
new every day 1 his old age, as he gloried to proclaim 
Cyrus pointed out with prde and pleasure the trees he 
had planted with his own hand {I 1emember a pillar 
on the Duke of Northumberland s estate at Alnwick, 
with an inscription in similar words, 2f not the same 
That, lke other country pleasures, never wears out 
None 1s too rich, none too poor, none too young, none 
too old to enjoy 1t] There is a New England story I 
have heard more to the point, however, than any of 
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Cicero’s A young farme: was urged to set out some 
apple trees —No, said he they are too long growing and 
I dont want to plant for other people The young 
fame: s fither was spoken to about it, but he, with 
better reason, wleged that apple trees were slow and hfe 
was fleting At list some one mentioned it to the old 
grandiather of the young farmer He hid nothing else 
to do —so he stuch in sometices He Jived long enough 
to diink barrels of cider made fiom the apples thit grew 
on those trees 

As for mysclf, after visiting a fiend Iitely—[do 
remember all the time that this 1s the Professor 5 paper | 
—I sitisfied myself thit I had better concede the fact 
that my contcmporuits ue not so young as they have 
been,—and that — iw] wird as it 1s,—science and history 
agree in telling me that I can clam the immunities and 
must own the humiliations of the early stige of senility 
Ah! but ve hgve ul gone down the hull together The 
dandies of my time have split their watstbands and 
taken to hi,h low shoes The beauties of my recollec- 
tiouns—where are they P They have run the gauntlet of 
years 1s well is I First the years pelted them with red 
roses till then cheeks wete all on fire By and bye they 
began throwing white roses, and that moininz flush 
passed away At last one of the yeus threw a snow- 
ball, and after that no year let the poor guJs pass with- 
out throwing snow balls And then came rougher 
missiles —ice and stones, and from time to time an 
arrow whistled, and down went one of the poor girls 
So there are but few left, and we dont call those few 
girls, but ~— 

Ah me! here am I groamng, just as the old Greek 
mghed At, at! and the old Roman, Eheu '’—I have no 
doubt we should die of shame and grief at the indignities 
offered us by age, if it were not that we see so many 
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others as bidly or worse off than ourselves We always 
compare ourselves with our contemporaries 

{ft was interrupted in my 1exding just here Before 
I began at the next breakfist, I 1ead them these verses, 
~——-{ hope you will lke them, and get a useful lesson 
from them | 


THE LAST BLOSSOM 


Though young no more we still would dream 
Of beauty 5 dear duludimg wiles 

The leagues ot life to gieybeards seem 
Shorter than boyhood s lingering miles 


Who knows a woman s wild capnice ? 

It played with Gocthe s silvered hair, 
And many a Holy Tathers niece 

Has sottly smoothed the papal chair 


When sixty bids us sigh in vain 
To melt the heart ot sweet sixteen, 
e think upon those ladics {wain 
Who loved so wcll the tough old Dean 


We sce the Patriarch s wintry face 
‘Lhe maid of F ypt» dushy glow 

And drcam that Youth and‘age embrace, 
As Apu violcts full with snow 


Tranced in her Lord’s Olympian smile 
Llis lotus luvin, Memplnan lhis,— 

The musky daughtcr of the Nile 
With plaited bair and almond eyes 


Micht we but share one wild caress 
Hie hie s autumnal blossoms ful, 

And Earths brown chngin, lips urpress 
Ihe long cold kiss that waits us all! 


My bosom heaves remembering yet 
The motning of that blissiul day 

When Rose, the flower of spring I met, 
And gave my raptured soul away 
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Flung from her eyes of purest blue, 
A lasso, with its leaping chain, 
Light as a loop of larkspurs flew 
O er sense and spirit, heart and brain. 


Thou com’st to cheer my waning age, 
Sweet vision waited tor so long! 
Dove that would seck the poet s cage 

Lured by the magic breath of song! 


She blushes! Ah reluctant maid, 

Love s drapeau rouge the truth has told! 
O er girlhood’s yielding barricade 

Floats the great Levcller s crimson fold! 


Come to my arms '!—love heeds not ycars, 
No frost the bud of passion hnows,— 
Ha! what is this mv frenzy hears? 
A voice behind me uttercd,—Lose ! 


Sweet was her smile —but not for me, 
Alas, when woman looks too kind 
Just turn your fuolish head and sec ~ 

Som# youth 1s walkin, close behind! 


As to giving up because the almanac or the Family 
Bible s1y5 that 1t 1s about time to do it, I have no in- 
tention of domg any sygh thing I grant you that I 
burn Jess carbon than some years ago I see people of 
my standing really good for nothing decrepit effete, Ja 
evre anftrreure déja pendante, with what little life they 
have left mainly conccntrited in their epigwtrum But 
as the disease of old age 1s epidemic, endemic, and spo 
adic, and everybody that lives long enough 1s sure to 
catch 1, I am going to say, fo. thé encouragement of 
such as need it, how I treat the malady m my own cage 

First As I feel that when I have anything to do, 
there 1s less time for 1t than when I was younger, I find 
that T give my attention more thoroughly, and use my 
time more economically than ever before, so that I can 
learn anything twice as easily asin my earlier days I 
am not, therefore, afraid to attack a new study I took 

10 
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old Times head in chancery, and could give it to him at 
my leisure 

I do not deny the attraction of wikimg I have 
bored this ancient city thiough and through in my 
daily travels, until I know it as an old mhabitant of a 
Cheshire hnows his checse Why, 1t was I who, 1n the 
course of thesé rambles, discovered that remarkable avenue 
called JIfyrtle Street, stictching m one long ine from 
east of the Reservoir to a precipitous and iudcly paved 
cliff which looks down on the g11m abode of Science, and 
beyond it to the fir hills, a promenade so delicious in 
its 1¢pose, so checrfully varied with glimpses down the 
northern slope mto busy Cambridge Street with its iron 
river of the horse raihoiwd, and wheeled baiges gliding 
back and forward over 1t —so delightfully closing at its 
western extremity in sunny courts and passigcs where I 
know jcace, and beauty, and vutue, and serene old age 
must be perpetual tenants,—so alluring to all who desne 
to tike thar daily stroll, in the words of fir Watts,— 


“ Alike unknowing and unknown, — 


that nothing but a sense of duty would have prompted 
me to revel the seciet of its existence I concede there 
fore thit willing 1s an ummeasurvbly fine invention, of 
which old age ought constantly to avail itself 

Saddle leathe: 13 in some respects even preferable to 
sole ithe: ‘Lhe principal objection to 1t 1s of a finanaiil 
charactur But you miy be sure that Bacon and Syden 
ham did not recommend it for nothing Ones hepar, 
o1, in vulg ww language, liver,—a ponderous organ, weigh 
ing some three or four pounds,—goes up and down like 
the dasher of a chuin in the midst of the other vital 
arrangements, at every step of a trotting horse The 
brains also are shaken up hke coppers in a money box 
Riding 1s good for those that are bon with a silver 
mounted bridje in thew hand, and can mde as much and 
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as often as they like, without thinking all the time they 
hear that steady grinding sound as the horses jaws 
triturate with calm latcral movement the bank bills and 
promises to pty upon which it 1s noto1ous that the 
profligate wnimal in question fecds day and night 

Insteid however, of considering these hinds of exercise 
in this empirical wiy, I will devote a bitet space to an 
examination of them in a mote scicntific form 

The pleasure of exercise 1s due first to 1 purely physical 
impression, and secondly to a sense of power im action 
The first source of pleisuie vaiies of couse with our 
condition and the state of the suriounding circumst inces 
the second with the amount and hind of power, wd the 
extent and hind of action In all forms of active exercise 
there are three powcrs simultaneously im action —the 
will, the muscles, wd the intillect ich of these pre 
dominates in different kinds of excicise = Inwilhing the 
will and muscle® arc so accustomed to work to ethar and 
perform ther task with so little cxpcnditurc of force, 
thit the intellect 1s Icft compuntively free The mentil 
pleasure in walling, 1 such 1s im the sense of power 
over all our moving machinery But in riding, I have 
the additional pleasure ot governing another will, and my 
musclcs extend to the tips of the animals evs and to his 
four hoofs, insteid of stoppmg at my hands and feet 
Now in this extension of my volition and my physical 
frame mto another anunal, my tyrannical instincts and 
my dcsire for heroic strength are at ome gratified 
When the horse cc wes to have a will of his own and lus 
muscles require no special attention on your put then 
you may live on horsebick as Wesley did, and wuite 
sermons o1 take nips, as you like But you will observe 
that, m riding on horseback, you always have a feeling 
that, after all, 1t 13 not you that do the work but the 
animal, and this prevents the satisfaction fromm being 
complete 
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Now let us look at the conditions of rowing I won't 
suppose you to be disgiacing yourself m one of those 
miserable tubs, tuggmg in which is to rowing the true 
boat, what mding a cow 1s to bestuiding an Arab You 
know the Esqumaux Aayak, (if that 1s the name of 1t ) 
dont youP Look it that model of one over my door 
Sharp, rathcr P—On the contrary, it 18 % Inbbe: to the 
one you wd I must have a Dutch fish wife to Psyche, 
conti sted with whit I will tell you aboute-Om bert, 
then, 15 somethme of the shipe of a piekerely as you look 
down upon his biol he lyin, im the sunshine just where 
the sharp edie of the watcr cuts im amon, the hly pids 
It 1s a kind of v guint pod aw om may sty —tight cvery 
where «xcept m a little phic m the middle, where you 
sit Its kn th 3s from seven to ten y ds, md ws itis 
only from sixtecn to thnity inches wide mits wedcest put, 
you understind why you want those * outa ets, or 
projctmy non frances with the rowlock$ in which the 
ous pliy My rowlochs ue five fut iput, double the 
gieitest width of the boat 

Weic you are, then, vow with 1 body a rod ind a 
hilflong with ums or wings @ you my choose to cil 
them, stietching more thin twenty fcet from tip to tip, 
every volition of yours catcndimg aw perfectly mto them 
as if your spmal cord rin down the centic stip of your 
boat, and the nerves of you arms tingled as fu w the 
broad blades of yom oirs—ous of spruce balanced 
leathered and ringcd under your own special ditcetion 
This, in sober earncst is the nearest approach to flying 
that man his ever made or perhaps ever will make As 
the hawk sails without flipping his pions, so you diift 
with the tide when you will, in the most luxunous form 
of locomotion indulged to an embodied sprnt But if 
your blood wants rousing, turn round that stake m the 
river which you see a mile fiom heie, and when you 
come i in sixteen minutes, (if you do, for we ae old 
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boys, and not champion scullers, you remember,) then 
siy if you begin to feel a little warmed up or not! You 
can row easily and gently all day «nd you can row your 
self blind and black in the face in ten minutes, just as 
you like It has been long agreed that there 1s no way 
in which a man can accomplish so much labour with his 
muscles as in rowmg Its in the boat, then, that man 
finds the largest extension of his volitional and muscular 
existence, ind yet he may tax both of them so slightly 
yw thit most dcliious of exercises that he shall mentally 
write his sermon, or his poem, o1 1¢c1l the remarks he 
has mide in company and put them in form for the 
public, as well as in his easy chan 

T dare not publicly name the rare joys, the infinite 
deh hts thit intoxicate me on some sweet June mornng, 
when the river and bay ac smooth w a sheet of beryl- 
guen silk md Dian aon, ripping it up with my kmfe 
edgcd shell of a boat the rcnt closing attr me like those 
wounds of anicls which Milton tells of but the seam 
still shining for many a long 100d behmd mc To he 
still over the Flats, where the wituis are shallow, and 
see the aabs crawling ind the scalpins ghdmg busily 
and silently beneath the boat —to iustle m throu h the 
long hush grass that foids up aome tainqul creck —to 
take shelter fiom the sunbe ums under one of the thou 
sind footcd biidges and look down its mtuminable 
colonn ides, crust.d with gicen and oozy giowths, studded 
with minute bainacles, and belted with rings of dark 
muscles, while overhcad streams and thunders that other 
river whose every wie 15 a human soul flowing to eter 
nity is the river below flows to the oc. w,—lying there 
mooied unsccn, in loneliness so profound that the columns 
of Tadmor m the Desert could not seem more remote 
from hf{e,—the cool breeze on ones foichead, the stream 
whispering against the hali sunken pillirs,—why should 
T tell of these things, that I should live to see my bes 
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loved haunts invaded and the waves blackened with boats 
as with a swarm of water beetles? What a city of idiots 
we must be not to have covered this glorious bay with 
gondolas and wherries as we hove just learned to cover 
the 1ce in winter with skaters! 

T am satished thit such a set of black conted, stiff 
jomntcd, soft muscled pte complexioned youth as we can 
boast in our Atlantic cities never before sprang ffom loins 
of Anglo Saxon lmeage Of the fumiues thit are the 
mates of these males 1 do not here speak I preached 
my sermon from the lay pulpit on thw matter a good 
while azo Of course if you head it, you hnow my 
belief 1s that the total clim ttic influences here are getting 
up a number of new patterns of humanity some of which 
are not an impiovement on the old mod Chipper 
built, sha:p im the bows, lons in the spus, slender to 
look at, nd fast to go, the ship which 1s the zeit organ 
of ow national life of 1clition 1s but a reproduction of 
the typical form which the elements impidss upon its 
builder All this we cannot help, but we can make the 
best of these mflucnccs such as they ac We have a 
few good boitmen —no good horsemen, thit I hear of,— 
I cannot speak for ernketing — ut 1s for any great 
athlotic fut performed by a gentleman in these latitudes, 
society would drop 7 mw who should run round the 
Common in five mmutcs Some of our am iteur fincers, 
single stich plaveis, and boxers, we hive no rc ison to be 
ashamed of Boxing 18 10ugh play, but not too rough 
for a hearty young fullow Anything 1s better than this 
white blooded degeneration to which we all tend 

I dropped into a gentleman s spuring exhibition only 
last evenmg It did my heat good to see that there 
were afew young and youngiwsh youths Icft who could 
tale caro of their own herds in cise of emergency It 18 
a fino sight, that of a gentleman resolvmg himeelf into 
the primitive constituents of his humanity Here is a. 
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delicate young man now, with an intellectual countenance, 
@ slight figure, a sub pilid complesion, a most unas 
suming deportment, a mild adolescent m fact, that any 
Hiram or Jonathan from between the plought uls would 
of course expect to handle with perfect ease Oh he 1s 
taking off his gold bowed spectacles! Ah, he 1s divesting 
himself of his cravat!) Whi, he 1s stripping off his coat ! 
Well here he 1s, sure enough im a tight silk shut, and 
with two things thit looh hle batter puddings in the 
place of his fists Now see that other fellow with another 
par of batter puddings—the hig one with the broad 
shoulders, he will certainly knock the littl mans head 
off, 1f he strikes him, cinting, dodging, stopping, hit 
ting countermg,—litilL mins head not off yet Lou 
might as well try to Jump upon your own shadow as to 
hit the little mans intellcctuil features He ncedn t have 
taken off the gold bowed spectacles at all Quick, c wtious, 
shifty nmblg, cool, he catches all the fice lunges or gets 
out of thu reich, till his turn comes, and then, whack 
goes one of the bitic puddings agumst the big ones 
ribs, and bang goes the othcr into the biz one s fice, and, 
stigcgering, shuffling slipping tipping collapsing sprawl 
ing, down goes the big%one im 1 miscellancous bundle — 
If my young fiend whose excellent article I have re 
ferred to, could only intioduce the manly ait of self 
difence among, the clirgy, J am sitified that we should 
have better sermons and an infimtcly less quiielsome 
church militant A bout with the gloves would let off 
the ill nature, and cure the mdigestion, which, united, 
have embroiled then subjcct in a bitte: controversy We 
should then often hear that a point of difference between 
an infallible and a heretic, instead of bemg vehemently 
discussed in a series of newsprper articles, had been 
settled by a friendly contest m several rounds, at the 
close of which the parties shook hands and appeared coi- 
dually reconciled, 
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But boxing you and I are too old for, lam afiad I 
was for a moment tempted, by the contagion of muscular 
electricity last evening, to try the gloves with the Benicia 
Boy, who looked in as a friend to the noble art, but re 
membering that he had twice my weight and half my 
age, besides the advantage of his training, I sat still and 
said nothing 

Thete 1s one other delicate pont T wish to sperh of 
with reference to old aze =I 1efer to the use of dioptric 
media which conect the diminished refracting power of 
the humours of the eye, in othcr words spuctules 
dontuse them All Laskis a large, fan type, a stiong 
daylight or gas h¢ht and one yud of focal distance and 
my ey(s are as good as ever But if your eycs ful, I 
can tel] you somithing encourajing There 1s now living 
in New Youk State an old gcntlem w who, perceiving hrs 
sight to fail, immediitely took to exercising it on the 
fincst prmt, and in this way furly bullied Niture out of 
her foolish hilt of tiking liberties at five ind forty, or 
tharerbout And now this old gintlemin peilonmns the 
most extitordinuy feits with his pen, showing tht his 
eyes must be a pur of nucio copes LT should be afraid 
to svy to you how much he writ#s m the compass of a 
half dime,— whether the Psalms or the Gospels, or the 
Psalms avd the Gospels, 1 wont be positive 

But now let me tell you this If the tame comes when 
you must ry down the fiddle and the bow beewse your 
fingers are too stiff, and drop the ten foot sculls bec wse 
your aims are too werk, and, after dallying awhile with 
eye zlisses, come at list to the undisguiscd reality of 
spectacles,—if the time comes when that fire of life we 
spoke of has burned so Jow that where its flames reverbe 
rated there 18 only the sombre stain of regret, and where 
its coals glowed, only the white ashes that cover the 
embers of memory,—don ¢ let your heart grow cold, and 
you may carry checrfulness and love with you into the 
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teens of your second century, if you can last so long As 
our fiiend, the Poet once said, mm some of those old 
fashioned heroics of his which he keeps for his private 
reading,— 


Call him not old whose visionary bram 

Holds o er the past its undivided ragn 

For bm in vam the cnvious seasons roll 

Who bears etc rnal summer m his soul 

Uf yet the minstrils sony the poets lay, 

Spring with her birds or cluldren with their play, 
Or maidcn s snnle or heavcnly dieam of art 

Stir the few life drops erecpiug round his hiart,~ 
Turn to the record where his years aio told — 
Count his grcy ‘haira,—they cannot make lum old! 


End of the Profissor s Paper 


[The above cssvy wis not read at one time, but m 
several instalments and vecompiuid by vinous coms 
ments from diffircnt persons vt the tibl The company 
were in the mun ittentive with the cxception of a little 
somnolence on the put of the old gentleman opposite 1 
times and afew sly milicious questions about the ‘ old 
boys on the put of thit forwud young fullow who has 
figured occasion ily, not ulwiys to his advantage, in theso 
reports ° 

On Sunday mornings, m obedience to a feeling I am 
not ashamed of, I hie always tried to give a mote ap 
propiiite chuaicter to our conversation I have never 
read them my sermon yet and I dont know that I shall, 
as some of thLm might take my convictions a» a personal 
indignity to themselves But having rcad our company 
so much of the Professor s talk about age and other sub 
jects connected with physical life, I tooh the next Sunday 
morning to repeat to them the following poem of his, 
which I have had by me some time He calls 1t—I_sup- 
pose, for his professional frinds—Tuz ANATOMIS1 8 
Hymn, but I shall name it—] 


1 


0 
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THE AUTOCRAT 


THE LIVING TEMPLE 


Not in the world of hght alone, 
Where God has built his blazing throne, 
Nor yet alone in earth below 
With belted seas that come and go, 
ae endlcss isles of sunht green, 
sall thy Makers glory sin 
Look mm upon thy wondrous frame, 
Eternal wisdom still the same! 


The smooth soft ar with pulse lke waves 
Flows murmuring through 11s Inddcn caves, 
Whose streams of brightening purple rush 
Fired with a new and livelicr blush, 

While all their burden of decay 

The ebbing, current stcals away, 

And nd with Nature s flame they start 
irom the warm fountains of the heart 


No rest that thiobbing slave may ask 
Forcver quivering o cr his task, 

While far and wide a crimson yet 
Leaps forth to fill the woven net 
Which in unnumbercd crossing tides 
The flood of burning life divides 

Then kindlin, cach decaying part 
Creeps back to find the thobbyg hewt 


But warmed with that unchanging flame, 
Behold the outward moving frame, 

Its hving marbles jointed strong 

With ghstenmg band and silvcry thong, 
And linked to rcason 8 guiding reins 

By myriad rings in trembling chains, 
Each giaven with the tlicaded zone 
Whuich claims it as the master s own 


Sve how yon beam of seeming white 

Is braided out of seven hued heghbt, 

Yet m those luud globes no ray 

By any chance shall break astray 

Hark how the rolling surge of sound, 
Arches and spirals enclmg round, 

Wakes the hushed spirit through thine ear 
‘With music it is heaven to hear 
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Then mark the cloyen sphere that holds 
All eae in 1ts mysterious folds 

That fcel’s sensation’s faintest thrill 
And flashes forth the soverugn will 
Think on the stormy world that dwells 
Locked in 1ts dim and clustering cells! 
The lightning gleams of power 1t sheds 
Along 1ts hollow glassy threads! 


O Father! grant thy love divino 

To make these mystic temples thine! 
When wasting age and wearying stiife 
Have sapped the leaning walls of life, 
When darkness gathers over all 

And the last tottermg pillars tall 

Take the poor dust thy mercy warms 
And mould it into heavenly forms! 
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Vill 


[Spzrna has come You will find some verses to that 
effect at the end of these notes Ifyou are an impatient 
reader, ship to them at once In reading aloud, omit, if 
you pleaso, the sixth and seventh verses These are pa 
renthetical and digressive, and unless your audience 1s of 
superior intelligence, will confuse them Mnrny people 
can ride on horseback who find 1t hard to gct on ind to 
get off without assistance One has to dismount from an 
idea, and gét imto the siddle again it every prrenthesis | 
The old gentleman who sits opposite, finding 
that spring had fairly come, mounted a white hat one 
day, and walked mto the street It seems to have been 
a premature or otherwise exceptionable exhibition not 
unlike that commemorated by the late Mi Bayly When 
the old gentleman came home, he looked very red in the 
face, and complained that he had been “ made sport of 
By sympathizing questions, I learned from him that a 
boy had called him “ old daddy, and ashed him when 
he had his hat whitewashed 

This incident led me to make some observations at 
the table the next morning, which I here repeat for the 
benefit of the readers of this record 
The hat 1s the vulnerable pomt of the artificial 
integument I leaned this in early boyhood I was 
once equipped in a hat of Leghorn straw, having a brim 
of much wider dimcnsions than were usual at that time, 
and sent to school in that portion of my native town 
which les nearest to this metropolis. On my way I was 
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met by a “Port chuck,’ as we used to call the young 
gentlemen of that locality, and the following dialogue 
ensued — 

The Port chuck Hullo, you sir, joo Lnow th wuz 
goin to be a race to morrah P 

Myself No Whos gonto run, n’ wherst gon- 
to ber 

The Port chuck Squre Mico n Doctor Willams, 
round the biim o’ your hit 

These two much respectcd gentlemen being the oldest 
inhobit ints at that time, and the alleged 1ace course 
being out of the question, the Port chucl also winking 
and thrusting his tongue into his chech, I perceived that 
I had been triflkd with, and the cffuct has been to make 
me sensitive and observint respecting this article of 
diess ever since Here 1s an ixiom 01 two relating toit — 

A bit which las been popped o1 eaploded by being 
sit down upon, is never itself again after w uds 

It 1s a favourite ilusion of sanguine natures to believe 
the contrary 

Shabby gentility has nothing so characteristic as 1s 
hat There 1s always an unnatural) calmnesn about its 
nap, and an ee ee gloss, suggestive of a wet 
brush 

The last effort of decayed fortune 1s expended in 
smoothing its dilapidated castor The hati. the uldemum 
morvens of “ respectability ’ 
The old gentleman took all these remarls and 
maxims very pleasantly, siying, however, that he had 
forgotten most of his French except the word for potatoes, 
—pummies de tare —Ultimum mortens, I told him, 1s 
old Itahan, and signifies last thing to die With this 
explanation he was well contentid, and looked quite calm 
when I saw him afterwards im the entry with a black hat 
on his head and the white one in his hand 
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—— I think myself fortunate in having the Poet 
and the Professor for my intimates We are so much 
together, that we no donbt think and tilk a good dcal 
ahke, yet our points of vicw are nm many respects indi- 
vidual and peculiax You know me well enough by this 
time I have not talked with you 30 long for nothing, 
and therefore I dont thmk it necessary to draw my own 
portiait But let me sry a word o1 two rbout my friends 

The Piofcssor considers himself, and I considcr him, a 
very useful and worthy hind of diudge I think he has 
a pride in his small technicalities I now that he has 
a great idea of fidehty , and though I suspect he laughs 
a little inwardly at times at the grand ans “ Science” 
puts on, is she stands marking time but not getting on, 
while the trumpets aie blowmy and the big diums beat 
ing,—yit I am sure he has a liling for his speciality 
and a respect for its cultivators 

But 11] tell you what the Professo: said to the Poot 
the other diy —My boy, sud he, I can work a gneat 
deal chexper than you, because I kcep all my goods in 
the lower story You have to hoist yours into the upper 
chambers of the brun and Ict them down again to you 
custoineis J tike mine in at the levcl of the ground, 
and send them off from my dooistep almost without 
lifting I tell you, the highe: a mim has to cary the 
raw nitteriu of thought before he works it up, the more 
xt costs him in blood, nerve, and muscle Coleridge 
knew all this very wcll when he advised every literary 
man to have a profession 
Sometimes I like to talk with one of them and 
sometimes with the other After a while I get tired of 
both When a fit of mtellectual disgust comes over me, 
T will tell you what I have found admirable as a diver- 
s10n, in addition to boating and other amusements which 
I have spol en of,—that 1s, woking at my caipenter s- 
bench Some mechanical employment is the greatest 
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possible 1ehef after the purely intellectual faculties bezin 
to tire When I wis quarantined once at Murseillcs, I 
got to work immediiicly at cuving a wooden wonder of 
loose rings on a stick, and got so interested in it, that, 
when we wore set loose, I “ie aimed my trcedom with a 
sigh becuse my toy was unfimshed 

‘There ae long seasons when T talk only with the 
Professor, and others when I give myself wholly up to 
the Poet Now thit my wmtas work is over and 
spring is with us, IT feel naturally diwn to the Poets 
compiny Idont know wmvbody more alive to lft thm 
heis The pwsion of poetry scizcs on him cvery spring, 
he »143 —yct oftentimes he compl uns, that, when he tecls 
most, he cu sing {kc ist 

Then 2 fit of despondency comes over him —] fec] 
ashamed somctimes,—snd he the othir diy — to think 
how fu my worst son.s ful below my best It some 
times sums tO me 18 TI] now if docs fo othars who hive 
told me so, that they ought to be al? besé —¥f not m 
aclu execution at least m plin and motive IT um 
gratuful—he contimmed—for Ul such aiticisinms A man 
is uwiys pk wed to hiv® lis most serous cflorts praiscd, 
and the highest pect of his niturc ct the most sunshine 

Yet Tam sure that in the niure of things muiny 
minds must chingce them }cy now and then, on penalty 
of getting out of tune or losing ther vowes You hnow 
I suppox,—he sud —whit is meant by complement uy 
colous? You know the cfhict too which the prolonged 
Impicssion of any one colour bw on the retina If you 
close your eyes ufcr looking steadily at a red objcet, you 
see a green 1M 14, 

It 1s go with many minds,—I will not say with all 
After looking at one wpect of external natme, or of any 
form of beauty o1 tinth, when thcy turn away the com 
plementary aspect of the sume object stamps itoelf iie- 

1 
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sistibly and automatically upon the mind Shall they 
give expression to this secondary menti state, or not P 
When I contemplate—said my friend, the Poet—the 
infinite largeness of comprehension belonging to the 
Central Intelligence, how remote the creative conception 
ws from all scholastic and ethical formule I am led to 
think that a healthy mind ought to change its mood from 
time to time, and come down fiom its noblest condition, 
never, of course to degrade itself by dwelling upon what 
is itself debasing, but to Ict its lower faculties have a 
chance to air and exercise themselves After the first 
and second fluor have been out in the bright street dreosed 
in all their splendout» shall not our humble friends in 
the basement have their holiday and the cotton velvet 
and the thin skinned jewellery—simple adornments, but 
befitting the station of those who weir them—show them- 
selves to the crowd who think them begntilul, ae they 
ought to, though the people upstaus hnow that they are 
cheap and perishable ? 
I dont know that I may not bring the Poet 
here, some day or other, and let him speak for himself 
Still I thmk I can tell you whdt he says quite as well as 
he could do 1t —O —he sud to me, one day —I am but 
a hand organ man,—say rather, a hand organ  LTnfe 
tuins the winch, and fancy o1 accident pulls out the stops 
I come under your windows, some fine spring morning, 
and play you one of my adagzo movements, and some of 
you saj,—This is good —play us so always But, dear 
fmends, 1f I did not change the stop sometimes, the 
machine would wear out in one part and 1:ust in another 
How easily this or that tune flows '—you say ,—there 
must be no end of just such melodies in lum —I will 
open the poor machine for you one moment, and you 
shall Jook Ah! Every note marks whee a spur of 
steel has been driven im It 18 easy to grind out the 
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song but to plant these bristling points which make it 
was the paintul task of time 

I don t like to say 1t,-~he continued,—but poets com 
monly have no large: stock of tunes than hand organs, 
and when you hear them piping up under your window, 
you know pretty well what to expect The mote stops 
the better Do let them all be pulled out in therr turn ! 

So spoke my friend, the Poet and read me one of his 
stateliest songs, and after it a gay chanson, and then a 
string of epigiams All truc,—he said,—all flowers of 
his soul, only one with the corolla spread, and inother 
with its disk half opcned, ind the thnd with the heart 
Jeaves covered up and only a petal or two showing its tip 
thiough the calyx ‘The water hly is the type of the 
poet s soul,—he told me 
What do you think, sir,—sud the divinity 
student,—opens the souls of poets most fully ? 

Why there must be the internal force and the external 
stimulus Neither i» enough by itselt A 10se will not 
flower in the dark, and a fern will not flower anywhere 

What do I think 1s the true sunshine that opens the 
poets corolla P—I don ? like to say They spot) a good 
many, I am afraid, or at leist they shine on a good 
many that never comc to anything 

Who are they ?—said the schoolmistress 

Women Their love first ispires the poet, and ther 
praise 1s his best reward, 

The schoolumstress reddened a little, but loohed pleased 
—Did I really think so’—I do think so, I never feel 
safe until I have pleased them, I dont think they are 
the first to see ones defects, but they are the first to 
catch the colour and fragrance of a true poem Fit the 
same intellect to a man and it 1s a bow xtring,—to a 
woman and itis a harp string She 1s vibiatile and re 
sonant all over, so she stirs with shghter musical tremb- 
lings of the air about her ——-Ah me a my friend 

eZ 
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the Poet, to me, the other day,—what colour would it 
not have given to my thoughts, and what thrice washed 
whiteness to my words, had I been fed on women’s 
praises I should have grown like Muvells tawn,— 


* Tahes without, roses within !” 


But then,—he added we all think, 7f'so and so we should 
have becn this or thit w you wee siying the other day, 
m those rhymes of yours 

—— Idont think thee are many poets in the sense 
of excatois, but of tho c scnsitive niturcs which rcflect 
themsclves naturally m soft and melodious words, plead 
ing for sympithy with them yoys md sorrows every lite 
rature 1s full Noture carves with her own hinds the 
bram which holds the aettive imiyimition but she cists 
the ovcr scnsitive creitures in scorcs from the same mould 

There are two lands of pocts just as there ue two 
kinds ot blondes [Movement of cunoufy among ou 
ladies at table — Pleo me to tell us about those blondes, 
said the schoolminttess | Why, there are blondes who 
aie puch simply by dehiiuncy of colours niitter —vega 
teve or washed blondes urcsted by Nature on the way 
to become ilbinc ses) There ue others thit ue shot 
throurh with golden hght, with tawny or fulvous tingcs 
In various dcgice,—posetive or stained blondes dipped im 
ycllow sunboims aud w unhke m thar mode of bemg 
to the othe» iw in ormec is unlike a snowbill The 
albino style cuzies with it a wide pupil and 1 sensitive 
retiny ‘Lhe other, or the leonine blonde has an opaline 
fire m her cleat eye which the biunctte can hardly match 
with her quick glittermg glances 

Just so we have the great sun kindled, consti uctive 
Imaginations, and a far more numeious class of poets 
who hive a uatain kind of moonlight genius given them 
to compensite for then imperfection of nature Their 
want of mental colouring-matter makes them sensitive to 
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those impressions which stronger minds ne luct 01 never 
feel at all Many of them die voung, and all of them 
are tinged with melancholy There ws no more beantiful 
ulustr ation of the principle of compcns ition which marks 
the Divine benevolence than the fict that some of the 
holiest lives and some of the swetist songs are the 
growth of the infimity which unfits its subject for the 
rougher duties of lite When one reads the hte of 
Cowper o1 of Keats or of Lucretia and Muguct David 
son,—ot so many gintle swect niturcs born to weakness, 
and mostiy dying bifore their time —one cimnot help 
thinking that the Luman rue dics out singmg like the 
swan in the old story The Ficnch poct Gilbeit, who 
died at the Hotel Dieu it the ige of twenty nine,— 
(killed by 1 hey in his throw, which he hid swallowed 
when dilinious in consequence of a fall )—this poor fellow 
was awity good example of the port by excess of sensi 
bility TI found, the other diy, thit some of my literary 
friends had never head of him thoulh I suppose few 
educated Ficnchmen do not hnow the Jincs which he 
wrote 1 weeh before his dcath, upon 1 mew bed m the 
great hospital ot Punts 


* Au banquet de la vie imfortunce convive 
J apparus un jour ct jo uncar 
Jc meurs ct sur ma tombe ou lent ment j arrive 
Nul ne vu ndra verser des plcurs 


Ai hfos gay banquet placed a poor unhappy guest, 
One day J pass then disappr u 

1 dee and on the tomb whee J at length shall rest 
No friend shall come to shed a tear 


You remember the same thing tn other words somewhere 
in Kirke Whites poems It is the burden of the plain 
tive songs of all these sweet albino poets ‘ 1 shall die 
and be forzotten, and the world will go on just as if I 
had never been,—and yet how I have loved’ how 1 have 
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longed! how I have aspired!’ And so singing, ther 
eyes grow brighten and brighter, and their features 
thinner and thinner, until at last the veil of flesh is 
threadbare, and, stall singing, they drop it and pass 
onward 





Our brains are seventy year clocks The Angel 
of Life winds them up once fcr all, then closes the case, 
and gives the key ito the hand of the Angel of the 
Resurrection 

Tic tac! tic tact go the wheels of thought, our will 
cannot stop them, they cannot stop themselves, sleep 
cannot stil them, madness only makes them go faster, 
death alone can break into the case and, seizing the ever 
swinging pendulum, which we call the heart, silence at 
last the checking of the teriible estapement we have 
earricd so long beneath our wrinkled foreheads 

If we could only get at them as we he 6n our pillows 
and count the dead beats of thought after thought and 
imige after image jarring through the overtied organ! 
Will nobody block those wheels, uncouple that pimon, 
cut the string that holds those weights, blow up the 
infernil machine with gunpowde:? What a passion 
comes over us sometimes for silence and rest '—that this 
dreadful mechanism unwinding the endless tapestry of 
time embroidered with spectral figures of hfe and death, 
could have but one bnef holiday! Who can wonder that 
men swing themselves off from beams 3n hempen lassos P 
—th t they jump off from paripets into the swift and 
gurgling waters beneath r—that they take counsel of the 
gum frend who has but to utter his one peremptory 
monosyllable and the 1estless machme 18 shivered as a 
vase that 1s dashed upon a marble floor? Under that 
building which we pass every day there are strong dun 
geons where neither hook, nor bar, nor bed cord, nor 
drinking vessel from which a sharp fragment may be 
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shattered, shall by any chance be seen There 1s nothing 
for it, when the brain 1s on fire with the whnling of 1ts 
wheels, but to spring against the stone wall and silence 
them with one crash Ah, they remembered that,—the 
kind city fathers,—and the walls are nicely padded, so 
that one can take such exercise as he likes without dama 
ging himself on the very plain and serviceable upholstery 
If any body would only contrive some kind of a Jever that 
one could thrust in among the works of this horrid au- 
tomaton and check them o1 alte: their rate of gomg, 
what would the world give for the discovery ? 
From half a dime to a dime according to the 
style of the place and the quality of the liquor,—said the 
young fellow whom they call John 

You speak trivially, but not unwisely,—I said Un 
less the will muntain a certain control over these move 
ments, which 1¢ cannot stop, but can to some extent 
regulate, mem aie very apt to try to get at the machine 
by some indirect system of leverage or other They clap 
on the brakes by means of opium, they change the mad- 
dening monotony of the rhythm by means of fermented 
liquors It is because the brain 1s locked up and we 
cannot touch its movement directly, that we thrust these 
coarse tools in through any crevice by which they may 
reach the interior and so alter its rate of going for a 
while and at last spoil the machine 

Men who exercise chiefly those faculties of the mind 
which work independently of the will,—poets and artists, 
for instance who follow their imagimation im their creative 
moments, instead of keepmg 1t 1n hand as your logicians 
and practical men do with thei reasoning faculty —such 
men are too apt to call in the mechanical appliances to 
help them govern their intellects 
He means they get drunk,—said the young 
fellow already alluded to by name 

Do you thmk men of true genius are apt to mdulge 








168 THE AUTOCRAT 


in the use of imebiiating fludds’—said the divinity 
student 

If you think you we strong enough to bear what T 
am going to say, —I replicd,—I will tilh to you about 
this But mind now these are the things that some 
foolish people call dungervus subjects —-as if these vices 
winch burrow mto peoples souls as the Gummer worm 
buriows into the naked fect of West Indiin slives, would 
be more mischievous when scen than out of sight Now 
the true way to deil with those obstinate immmils, which 
arc a dozen feet long some of them, and no bijye thin 
a lorse har 15 to ect a pice of silk round the heads, 
and pull them out very cuutiouly It you only bretkh 
them off, they grow worse thin ever and somctines Jall 
the person who has the misfortunc to harbouw one of 
them Whence it is plun thit the first thing to do 1s 
to find out where the heid lis 

Just so of all the vices ind particularly Of this vice of 
intemper ince =Whit is the head of it and where docs it 
heP For you my depend upon it there 1s not oue of 
these viccs that has not »v hed of its own- im intelh 
gence —a meaning —1ceitun vuene I wis going to say, 
—but that might perhaps sound paradoxiil I hive 
heard an rmmense number of mori phystaiims liy down 
the tieatment of moral Grumea worms and the vast 
majority of them would alwiy imsist that the creature 
had no head at all, but wis all body and tail So I have 
found a very common result of then method to be thit 
the stimg slipped, or that a piee only of the creature 
was broken off and the wom soon gicw agam as bid as 
ever The truth 1s, 1f the Devil could only appear im 
church by attorney, and make the best statemcnt that 
the facts would beat him out in doinz on behalf of his 
special virtues, (what we commonly call vics,) the 
influence of good teachers would be much grcater than 
it 1s For the arguments by which the Devil prevails 
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are precisely the ones that the Dcvil quelle: most 1arely 
answers The way to arzue down a vice is not to tell 
hes about 1t—to siy thit it has no ittractions, when 
everybody hnows that 1t his,—but rather to let 1t mike 
ont its case just is it certainly will in the moment of 
temptation, and then meet t with the werpons funmished 
by the Divine armoury  Ithuniel did not spit the toad 
on his spe, you remembe, but touched him with it, 
and the blasted angel tool the sad glories of his true 
shape If he had hown fight then the {ut spits would 
hive known how to deal with him 

Thit al spismodic cacbril action is m evil is not 
perfectly cleu Men get tinly intoxmated with music, 
with poctry, with religious caxcitament,- oftcnest with 
Jove Nimon del Fnclos sud she ww so casily excited 
that het sonp mtovicated her amd convalescents have 
been nride tipsy by a beet ste ck 

There a® forms ind stiges of alcoholic exaltation, 
which m themselves and without r¢zard to thei conse 
quences mi ht be considcied as positive improvements of 
the persons affected When the sluggish mtellect 1s 
rouscd, the slow spapch guuhkencd the cold noture 
wumed, the latent sympathy developed the flagging 
spuit hindled —betore the trims of thought become con 
fused, or the will perverted on the muscles rc} xed —yust 
at the moment when the whole human zoophyte flowers 
out like 1 full blown rose and i» 11pe for the subscription 
paper ot the contribution box,—at would be had to say 
that a man wis, if thit very time, worse or less to be 
loved than when ditving a had bargain with all hig 
meaner wits about him ‘The difficulty 1s, thot the 
aluoholic vutues dont wash but wntil the water takes 
ther colours out, the tints are very much hhhe those of 
the true celestial stuf’ 

(Here I was interrupted by a question which I am 
very unwilling to report, but have confidenc. enough in 
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those friends who examine these records to commit ta 
their candour 

A person at table asked rae whether I “went in for 
rum as a steady drink ? —Ilis manner made the question 
lughly offinsive, but I restrained myself, and answered 
thus — | 

Rum I take to be the name which unwished moralists 
apply alike to the product distilled from molasses and 
the noblest juices of the vineyard Burgundy “in all its 
sunset glow 1srum Champrgre, the foaming wine of 
astern France, 1s rum Hoch, which our fmend, the 
Poet, speaks of as 


‘The Rhine s breastremlk gushing cold and bright, 
Pale as the moon, and maddening as her hght, 


is3rum Sir, I repudiate the lorithsome vulgarism as an 
insult to the first miracle wionght by the Founder of 
our rehgion! I address myself to the eaxanpany —I 
believe in temperance, nay wuUmost in abstinence as a rule 
for healthy people I trust that I practise both But 
let me tell you, there are compames of men of genius 
into which I sometimes go, whgre the atmosphere of 
intellect and sentiment 1s so much more stimulating than 
alcoho] that if I thought fit to take wine, 16 would be to 
keep me sober 

Among the gentlemen that I have known, few, if any, 
wererumed by drinking My few drunken acquaintances 
were genetally rnined before they became drunkards 
The habit of drinking 1s often a vice, no doubt,—some 
times a misfortune as when an almost irresistible here 
ditary propensity exists to indulge in 1t —but oftenest, of 
all a punishment 

Empty heads —heads without ideas in wholesome 
variety and sufhcient number to furnish food for the 
mental clockwork —ill regulated heads, where the facul 
ties are not under the control of the will,—these are the 
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ones that hold the brains which their owners are so apt to 
tamper with, by intioducing the apphances we have been 
talking about Now, when a gentlem ins brain 1s empty 
or 1] regulated, it 18, to a great extent, his own fault, 
and so it 1s simple retiuibution that, while he hes sloth- 
fully sleeping or aimlessly drcaming the fatal habit 
settles on him lke a vampyre, and sucks his blood, 
fanning him all the while with its hot wings into deeper 
slumber or idler dreams! I am not such a hard souled 
being as to apply this to the neglected poor, who have 
had no chance to fill their heids with wholesome ideas, 
and to be taught the Icssun of sel“ government I trust 
the tariff of Heaven has had an ad valorem scale for 
them—and all of us 

But to come bik to poets and artists —if they really 
are more prone to the abuse of stimulants,—and I fear 
that this 1s true, —the reason of 115 only too clear A 
man abandoas himself to a fine frenzy and the power 
which flows through him, as I once expluned to you, 
makes him the medium of 1 great poem on a great pice 
ture The cieative action is not voluntary at all, but 
automatic, we can onjy put the mind into the proper 
attitude, and wait for the wind that blows where it 
hsteth, to breathe over 1f Thus the true state of creative 
genius 1s allied to revere, or dreaming If mind and 
body were both healthy and had food enough and fair 
play, I doubt whether any men would be more temperate 
than the imaginative clisses But body and mind often 
flag,—perhaps they are ill made to begin with, underfed 
with biead or ideas, overworked or abused m some way 
The automatic action by which geniu» wrought its 
wonders, faily There 1s only one thing which can rouse 
the machine, not will,—that cannot reach it, nothing 
but a ruimous agent, which hurries the wheels awhile 
and soon eats out the heart of the mechansm The 
dieamimng faculties are always the dangerous ones, because 
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their mode of action can be imitated by artificial excite 
ment, the reasoning ones are safe, bucwse they nuply 
continued voluntary effort 

I think you will find it true, that, before any vice can 
fanten on a man, body, mind, or moral natuie must be 
debilitated The mosses and fungi gather on sickly trecs, 
not thriving ones, and the odious parasites which fasten 
on the human fiime choose that which is alieidy en 
feebled Mr Walker the hygerm humornst, declared 
that he had such a healthy skin it wt» wmpossible for any 
impunity to stick to it, ind maintamed that 16 wis an 
absurdity to wash a face which was of necessity always 
clean I dont know how much fancy there wa» in this, 
but there 15 no fancy m saying thit the lassitude of tned 
out operatives and the languor of imaginative naturcs in 
their peiiods of collapse and the vacwty of minds un 
trained to labour and discipline fit the soul and body for 
the germination of the secds of intumperanct 

Whinever the wandering demon of Drunkenness finds 
a ship adiift —no steady wind i its sails no thoughtful 
pilot directing its course,—he steps on board, takes the 
helm, and steers straight for the riaelstrom 





I wonder if you hnow the terrable sinvle? [The 
young fellow whom they call John winked very hard, 
and made a jocular remark, the sense of which seemed to 
depend on some double meaning of the word smile The 
company was curious to know what I meant J 

[here are petsons,—I said,—who no sooner come 
within sight of you than they begin to pmile, with an un 
certain movement of the mouth which conveys the idca 
that they are thinking about themselves, and thinking, 
too, that you are thinking they are thinking about them 
selves —and so look at you with a wretched mixture of 
self consciousness, awkwardness, and attempts to carry off 


both, which are betrayed by the cowardly behaviour of 


= 
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the eye and the tell tale weakness of the lips that cha 
racterizc these unfortunate beings 
Why do you call them unfortunate, sir P—asked 
the divinity student 

Because it 1s evident that the consciousness of some 
wnbecihty or other 1s it the bottom of tins extraoidmary 
expression I dont think, however that these persons 
ate commonly fools I hive known a number, and all of 
them were intelligent I think nothing conveys the idea 
of underbieeding more than this sclf betrirying smile 
¥ct I think this peeuhar habit as well as that of meaning 
less blushing may be fillcn into by very good people who 
meet often o1 sit opposite eich other at table A tiue 
gcntlemans {we is infinitely removed fiom all such 
piltriners —calm eyed tim mouthed I thmh Titian 
undurstood the look of 1 gentleman as well as anybody 
that evar lived = The portiut of 1+ younz man holding a 
glove im his fland im the Gulery of the Louvre, if any of 
you have seen that collection will ramind you of what I 
mean 

——* Do I think these people know the peculiar look 
they hive P—I cinnossiy, 1 hope not, I am afraid 
they would never forgive me, if they did ‘The worst of 
it 1s, the trick 1s eatching , when one mects one of these 
fellows, he fecls 1 tendency to the same manilcstation 
The Professor tells me there 18 a muscular ship, a de 
pendence of the platysma myordes, which 18 cilled the 
resorius Santorine 
S vy that once morc,—exclaimed the young fajow 
mentioned above 

The LProtesso says there 1s a little fleshy shp called 
Santorir:s laughing muscle I would have 1t cut out of 
my face, 1f I were born with one of those constitutional 
grins upon it »Pcurhips I am uncharitable in my judg 
ments of those sour looking people I told 5 ou of the other 
day, and of these smiling folks It may be that they are 
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born with these looks, as other people are with more 
generally recognised deformities Both are bad enough, 
but I had rather meet three of the scowlers than one of 
the smilers 
‘here 18 another unfortunate way of looking, 
which is peculiar to that amiable sex we do not like to 
find fault with There are some very pretty, but, un 
happily, very ul bred women, who dont undcrstand the 
law of the road with regard to hindsome faces Nature 
and custom would, no doubt, agree in conceding to all 
males the right of at least two distinct louks at every 
comely female countenance, without any mfiaction of the 
rules of courtesy or the sentiment of respect The first 
look 18 necess uy to define the person of the individual one 
meets so as to avoid it in passing Any unusual attiac- 
tion detected in a first glance 1s a sufficient apolozy for a 
second,—not a prolonged and impertinent stare, but an 
appreciating homage of the eyes such as a stranger may 
inoffensively yield to a passing image = It 1s astonishing 
how morbidly sensitive some vulgar beauties are to the 
slightest demonstration of this kind When a lady 
walks the streets, she leaves Kir virtuous indignation 
countenance at home, she h1ows well enough that the 
street 18 a picture gallery, where pretty faces fiamed in 
pretty bonnets wre meant to be seen, and everybody has a 
right to see them 

——— When we observe how the same features and 
style of person and character descend fiom generation to 
gageration, we can believe that some mherited weakness 
may account for these peculiarities Inttle snapping- 
turtles anap—so the great naturalist tells us—before they 
are out of the egg shell I am satisfied, that, much 
higher up in the scale of life character 1s distinctly shown 
at the age of —-2 or—3 months i 

wom My friend, the Professor, has been full of eggs 
lately [This remark excited a burst of hilarity, which I 
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did not allow to interrupt the course of my observations | 
He his been reading the great book where he found the 
fact about the little snapping turtles mentioned above 
Some of the things he has told me have suggested several 
odd analogics enough 

There are half a dozen men, or so, who carry in their 
bruns the ovarzan eggs of the next generation s or cen 
tury s civilization ‘Lhese exgs are not ready to be lad 
in the form of books as yet some of them are hrrdly 
ready to be put mto the form of talk But as rudimen 
tary ideas or inchoate tendencies, there they are, and 
these are what must torm the futuee A mans general 
notions are not good for much, unless he has a crop of 
these intellectual ovarian eggs in his own brain, or knows 
them as they exist in the minds of others One must be 
in the habit of talking with such persons to get at these 
rudimentary. germs of thought, for their development 1s 
necessarily imperfect wd they arc moulded on new pat 
terns, which must be long and closely studied But these 
are the mcn to talk with No fresh truth ever gets into 
a book 





A good main? fiesh hes get in, anyhow,—said 
one of the company 

I procceded in spite of the interruption —All uttered 
thought, my fiiend the Profcssor says, 1s of the nature 
of an excietion Its materials have been taken m, and 
have acted upon the system, and been reacted on by 1t, 
it has circul ited and done its ofhce in one mind before it 
is given out for the benefit of others It may be anilk 
or venom to other minds, but, in either case, it 18 some- 
thing which the producer has had the use of and can part 
with A man instinctively tries to get rid of lis thought 
in conversation or in print go soon as it 1s matured, but 
it 1s hard to get at it as 1b les imbedded, a mere poten- 
tiahty, the germ of a germ, in his intellect 

wm Where are the brams that are fullest of these 
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ovarian eges of thought P—I declme mentionmg indi 
viduals The produccrs of thought who are few, the 
“yobbers of thought, who are many and the 1ctallers of 
thought, who are numberless, are so mixed up in the 
populir apprehcnsion, that it would be hopeless to try to 
separate them before opmton his hid timo to settle 
Follow the course of opmion on the gteat subycets of 
human interest for a fow Sener tions or centuries, get its 
parallax mip out a small are of ite movement see where 
it tends ind then sec who 18 m advance of it or even 
with it, the woild calls him hid nimes, probtbly hut 
if you would find the ova of the future, you must looh 
into the folds of his corebr dl Convolations 

[The divinity student lookcd a little puzzled at this 
suggestion, as if he did not se exutly where he was to 
come out if he computed his ae too nicely I think 
it possible it might cut off a few corners of his present 
behef, wit has cut off muty: buimn,, and whch hinwme, 
—but time will show,—time will show as the old gcntle 
man opposite sis | 
O,—heie is thit copy of verses I told you bout 





SPRIVG HAS COMI 
dntra Aluros 


‘Lhe sunheams, lost for half ay a 

Slant tlaough mv pane the motnmg rays, 
bor dry Northwosters cold and cear 

‘Lhe last blows 10 ils thin blue haac 


And first ihe snow drop ¢ bells are seen 
Lhen close against the sheltumg wall 
The tulip s horn ot dusky grec 
‘Lhe peony s dark untoldin, ball 


The golden chaliccd crocus burns, 

Lhe long narassus blades appear , 
The cone beakhed hyacmth retuins 

And lighis her blue flamed chandelier 
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The willow s whistling lashes wrung 
By the wild winds ot gusty March, 

With saliow leaflets lightly strung, 
Are swaying by the tufted lare 


The elms have robed their slender spra 
With fyll blown flower and embryo leaf, 
Wide oer the clasping arch of day 
Soars like a cloud thew hoary cluef 


—— [See the proud tulip s flaunting cup 
That flaincs in clory tor an hour — 
Behold 1t withcrin, —then look up — 
How meck the torest monarch + flower!— 


When wake the violets, Winter dies, 
~ When sprout the clm buds Spring 1s near, 
When hilacs blossom, Summer cies 

“ Bud, little roses! Spring 1s heic! J 


The windows blush with fresh bouquets 
Cue with the May dcw on ther lips, 
The radish all its bloom displays, 
Pink as Auroras tinger tips 


Nor less the flood of hght that showers 
On beauty s chgngcd corolla shadcs,— 

The walks are gay as bridal bowiis 
With rows of many petalled maids 


The scarlct shell fish chek and clash 
In the blue barrow where they slide 
The hoiscuman proud of streak and splash, 
Crecps homeward from his morn, mde 


Tfere comes the dealer s awkward string 
With neck 1n rope and tail in knot, 

Rough colts, with careless countiy swing, 
In lazy walk or slouching trot 


—— Wild filly from the mountain side, 
Doomed to the close and chafing thuills, 
Lend me thy long, untiring stnde 
To seek with thee thy western hulls! 
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T hear the whispenng voice of Spnng, 
The thrush s trill, the cat birds cry, 
Like some poor bird with prisoned wing 
That sits and sings, but longs to fly 


© for one spot of hvmg green,— 

One httle spot where leaves can grow,— 
To love unblamed, to walk unsecn 

To dream above, to sleep below! 
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Agvi estd encerrada el alma del licenctado Pedro 
Garcias 

If I should ever mahe a little book out of these papers, 
which I hope you are not getting tired of, I suppose I 
ought to sive the above sentence for a motto on the title- 
page But I want it now, ind must use it 1 need not 
pay to you that the words art Spanish, nor that they are 
to be found in the short Introduction to § Gil Blas, nor 
that they mein, ‘ Here hes buried the soul of the licen 
tiate Pedio Garcias 

I warned ul young people off the premises when I 
began my notes referrmg to old age I must be equally 
fair with old people now ‘Lhey are earnestly requested 
to leave this paper toe young petsons from the age of 
twelve to thit of fourscore years ind ten, at which ltter 
period of Ife I am sure that at lewt I shall have one 
youthful reider You know well cnough what I mean 
by youth and age ,—something in the soul, which has 
no more to do with the colour of the hair than the vem 
of gold in a rok hw to do with the grass a thousand 
feet above it 

I am growing bolder as I wnte I thmk xt requires 
not only youth, but genius to read this paper I don t 
mean to imply that it required any whatsoever to talh 
whit I have here writt-ndown It did demand a certain 
amount of memory, and such command of the English 
tongue as 1s given by a common school education So 
much I do clam But here I have related, at length, a 

12—2 
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string of trivialities You must have the imagination of 
a poet to transhgure them = ‘Lhese httle coloured p ttches 
are stains upon the windows of a human soul, stand on 
the outside, they are but dull and me ingles» spots of 
colour, seen from within they are glorified shipes with 
emputpled wings and sunbright aureolis 

My hand trembles when I offer you this Many times 
I have come bearing flowers such as my garden grew, 
but now I offer you this poot, brown, homely growth, 
you may cast it away as worthless And yet—and yet 
—ait 1s something bette: than flowers, 1t 19a seed capsule 
Many a gardener will cut you a bouquet of his choicest 
blossoms for small fee, but he does not love to let the 
seeds of his rarest varicties go out of his own hands 

It 1s by little things that we know ourselvcs, a soul 
would very probably mistake itsclf for another when 
once disembodied were 1t not for mdividual experiences 
which differ from those of othcrs only in det fils seemingly 
triflng AJl of us hive been thirty thousands of times, 
and felt, with Pindar that water was the best of things 
I alone, as I think, of all mwmkind, 1emember one par 
ticular pailful of water, flivoured gwith the white pine of 
whi@h the pail was made, and the brown mug ont of 
which one Edmund, a red faced and curly haired boy, was 
averred to have bitten a fragment in his haste to drink , 
if being then high summer and little full blooded boys 
feeling very warm and porous in the low “studded”’ 
school-room where Dame l’rcuntiss, dead and gone, ruled 
over young children, many of whom are old ghosts now, 
and have known Abraham for twenty or thirty yeats of 
our mortal time 

Thirst belongs to humamty, everywhere, 1n all ages , 
but that white pine pail, and that brown mug belong to 
me in particular, and just so of my special relationships 
with other things and with my race One could never 
remember himself in eternity by the mere fact of having 
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loved or hated any more than by that of having thirsted , 
love and hate have no more individuality in them than 
single waves in the ocean ,—but the accidents or trivial 
marks which distinguish those whom we loved or hated 
make their memory our own for ever, and with it that of 
our own personality also 

Therefore, my aged friend of five and twenty, on there 
abouts, pause at the threshold of this particulai record, 
and ash yourself seriously whether you are fit to 1ead 
such 1evelations ag are to follow For observe, you 
have here no splendid array of petals such as poets offer 
you —nothing but 4 dry shell containing if yau will get 
out what 15 in it, a few small seeds of poems You may 
liugh at them, 1f you hke I phall never tell you what 
I think of you for so doing But if you can read into 
the heart of these things in the hght of other memories 
as shight, yet as dear to you soul then you are neither 
more nor le& than a Port, and can aflord to write no 
moic verses during the rest of your natural life —wlich 
abstinence I tike to be one of the surest marks of your 
metiting the divine name J have just bestowcd upon you 

May I beg of you who have begun this paper, nobly 
trusting to your own imagination and sensibilitics te cive 
it the sigmificance which it does not lay claim to without 
your kind assistancc,—may | beg of you, I say, to pay 
particular attention to the brackets which enclose certain 
paragraphs P I want my “asides, you see to whisper 
loud to you who read my notes, and sometimes I talk a 
page or two to you without pretending thit I said a word 
of 1t to our boarders You will find a very long “ aside ’ 
to you almost as soon as you begin to read And so 
dear young friend, fall to at once, taking such things as 
I have provided for you, and if you turn them, by the 
aid of your powerful imagination, into a fair banquet, 
why then, peace Le with you and a summer by the stall 
waters of some quiet river, or by some yellow beach, 
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where as my friend the Professor says, you can sit with 
Nature s wrist m your hand and count her ocean pulses ] 

I should hke to make a few intimate revelations rela 
ting especially to my early lie, if I thought you would 
like to hear them 

(The schoolmistress turned a little in her chan and 
sat with her face directed partly towirds me —Half 
mouining now, purple ribbon That breastpin she wears 
has gray har in it, her mother s, no doubt ,—I rumem- 
be: ow landlady s diughter telling me, soon after the 
schoolinistress caine to board with us that she had lately 
“buried @ payrent Thats what made her look so pale, 
—kept the poor dymg thmg alive with her own blood 
Ah! long 1ness 1s the real vampyrism, think of hving 
a year or two after one 1s dead, by sucking the life blood 
out of a tral young cicature at ones bedside! Well, 
souls giow white, as well as cheeks, in these holy duties , 
one that goes in a nurse may come out au *angel —God 
bless all good women '!—to thei soft hands and pitying 
hearts we must all come at last! The schoolmistress 
has a better colour than when she came ‘Loo late ' 
“It might have been ———simen ! 

—«— How many thoughts go to a dozen heart beats, 
sometimes! There was no long pause after my remark 
addiessed to the company, but m that time 1 had the 
train of ideas and feelings I have just given flash through 
my consciousness sudden and sharp as the crooked red 
streak that springs out of its black sheath hke the creese 
of a Malay in his death ract, and stabs the earth nght 
and left m its blind rage 

I don t deny that there was a pang im it,—yes, a stab, 
but there was a prayer too,—the “Amen belonged to 
that —Also, a vision of a four-storey biick house, meely 
furnished —I actually saw many specific articles,—our 
tains, sofas, tables, and others, and could draw the patterns 
of them at this moment,—a brick house, I say, looking 
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out on the water, with a fair parlour, and books and 
busts and pots of flowers and bud cages, all complete, 
and at the window, looking on the water, two of us —~ 
“Male and female created He them -—Thesc two were 
standing*at the window, when a smaller shvpe that was 
playing near them looked up at me with such a look that 
[——--—— poured out a glass of water, drank it all 
down, and then continued ] 

I sud I should like to tll you some things, such as 
peopl. commonly never tell, about my early recollections 
Should you like to hear them ? 

Should we dude to hear them P—said the schoolmistress , 
—no but we should love to 

[The voice was 1 sweet one, naturally, and had some 
thing very pleasant in its tone just then —The four storey 
brick house which had gone out lke a transparency when 
the light behind 1¢ 18 quenched, glimmered again for a 
moment, p@rlour, books busts, flower pots, bird cages, 
all complete,—and the figures as betore | 

We are waiting with cagerness, sir,—said the divinity 
student 

[The transprrency yent out as if a flash of black light- 
ning had struck it | 

If you want to hear my confessions the next thing— 
I satd—is to know whetner 1 can trust you with “them 
It 1s only fair to say that there arc a great many people 
in the world that laugh at such things J thmk they 
are fools, but perhaps you don t all agree with me 

Here are children of tender age talked to as if they 
were capable of understanding Calvin s “ Institutes, and 
nobody has honesty o1 sense enough to tell the plam 
tiuth about the little wretches that they are as super- 
stitious as naked savages, and such miserable spiritual 
cowards—that 18, if they have any 1magination—that 
they will believe anything which 13 taught them, and a 
great deal more which they teach themselves. 
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I was born and bred, as I have told you twenty times, 
among books and those who hnew what was in books =I 
was carefully mstructed in things temporal and spiitual 
But up to a considerable maturity of childhood I believed 
Raphael and Michael Angelo to have been sufferhuman 
bemgs The central doctrine of the prevalent religious 
faith of Christendom wa» utterly confused and neutralized 
in my mind for yeas by one of those too common stories 
of actual life, which I overheard 1epeited in a whisper 
—Why did I not ask? you will say—You dont re 
member the 1osy pudency of sensitive children The 
first instinctive movement of the little creatures 1s to 
make a cache, and bury in it beliefs, donbts, dreams, 
hopes, and terrois IJ am uncovering one of these caches 
Do you think 1 was necessarily a greater fool and coward 
than another ? 

I was afraid of ships Why, I could never tell The 
masts looked frighttully tul,—but thcy were not so tall 
as the steeple of our old ycllow meeting house At any 
rate I used to hide my eye f1om the sloops and schooneis 
that were wont to he at the end of the bridge, and I con 
fess that traces of this undefincd terior lasted very long 
-—One other source of alarm had a still more fcartul 
significance There was a great wooden HAND,—a glove 
makei s sign, which used to swing and v1 ak in the blast, 
as 1 hung from a pillar before a certain shop a mile or 
two outside of the uty Oh, the dreadfulhand! Always 
hanging there ready to catch up a httle boy, who would 
come home to supper no more, nor yet to bed —whose por 
ringer would be laid away empty thenceforth, and his half 
worn shoes wait until his small brother grew to fit them 

As for all manner of superstitious obsei vances, I used 
once to think I must have been peculiar in having such 
a hast of them, but I now believe that half the children 
of the same age go through the same experiences No 
Roman soothsayer ever had such a catalogue of omens as 
I found in the Sibylline leases of my childhood That 
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trick of throwing a stone ata tree and attaching some 
mighty issue to hitting or missing which you will find 
mentioned m one or more biogriphies, I well remember 
Stepping on or over certain particular things or spots,— 
Dr Johnson s especial weakness,—I got the habit of at 
a very eatly age —l wont sweat that I have not some 
tendency to these not wise practices even at this present 
date [How many of you that read these notes can say 
the same thing "] 

With these follies mingled sweet delusions, which I 
loved so well I would not ontgrow them, even when 1t 
required a voluntary effort to put a momentary trust im 
them Here 1s one which I cannot help telling you 

The firing of the great guns at the Navy yard 1s easily 
heard at the place where I wis born and lived ‘‘ There 
13 a ship of wai come in, they used to say, when they 
heard them Of course, I supposed that such vessels 
came in unexpectedly after indefinite years of absence,— 
suddenly as falling stones , and that the great guns roared 
in their astonishment and delizht at the sight of the old 
war ship splitting the bry with her cutwater Now, the 
sloop of war the WaspgCaptain Blakely, after gloriously 
capturing the Reimdeer and the Avon, had disappeared 
fiom the face of the ocean, and was supposed to bedlost 
But thcie was no proof of it, and, of course, for a time, 
hopes were entertained that she might be heard from 
Long after the last real chance had utterly vanished, I 
pleased inyself with the fond illusion that somewhere on 
the waste ot waters she was still floating, and there were 
years during which I never heard the sound of the great 
guns booming inland from the Navy yard without saym¢ 
to myself “ The Wasp has come! and almost thinking 
I could see her, as she rolled in, crumpling the water 
before her, weather beaten, barnacled, with shattered 
spars and threadbare canvas, welcomed by the shouts and 
tears of thousands This was one of those dreams that 
I nursed and never told Let me make a clean beast of 
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at now, and say, that, so late as to have outgrown child 
hood, perhaps to have got far on towards manhood, when 
the roar of the cinnon has struck suddenly on my ear, I 
have started with a thmll of vague eapectation and tie 
mulous delight, and the long unspohen words have articu 
lated themselves m the minds dumb whisper, The Wasp 
has come ! 
Yer, children believe plenty of queer things I 
suppose all of you have had the pocket book fever when 
you were little’—What do I mean? Why, ripping up 
old pocket books in the firm behef that bank bills to an 
immense amount were hidden in them —tSo too, you 
must all remember some splendid unfulfilled promise of 
somebody o1 other, which fed you with hopes perhaps for 
years, and which left a blank in your life which nothing 
has ever tilled up-—O T quitted our household, carrying 
with him the passionate regrets of the morc youthful 
members He was an ingenious voungster® wiote won 
derful copies and caived the two mutials given above 
with great skill on all available surfaces I thought, by 
the way, they were all gone, but the other day I found 
them on a certain door which I will show you some time 
How ii surprised me to find them so near the ground! I 
had thought the boy of no trivial dimensions Well, 
O T, when he went made a solemn promise to two of 
us I was to have a ship and the other a mar/en house 
(the last syllable pronounced as in the word ¢27) Neither 
ever came, but, O how many and many a time I have 
stolen to the corner —the cars pass close by 1t at this time, 
~—and looked up that long avenue, thinking that he must 
be coming now almost sure, as I turned to look north- 
ward, that there he would be, trudging towaid me, the 
ship in one hand and the marém house in the other ! 
[You must not suppose that all I am going to say, as 
well as all I have said, was told to the whole company 
The young fellow whom they call John was m the yard, 
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sitting on a barrel and smoking a cheroot, the fumes of 
wluch came in not ungrat ful, through the open window 
The divinity student disappeared in the midst of our talk 
The poor relation in black bombizine, who looked and 
moved as if all her articulitions were elbow joints, hid 
gone off to het chamber, after waiting with a look of 
soul subduing decorum at the foot of the stairs until one 
of the male sort had passed her and ascended into the 
upper regions ‘This is a famous point of etiquette in 
our boarding house , in fact between ourselves they make 
such an awful fuss about it, that I for one had a great 
de il ratha: have them simple enough not to think of such 
matters at all Ou lindlady s daughter said the other 
evening that she wis going to i1etire, whereupon the 
young fellow culcd John, took up a lamp and insisted 
on hghtmg he: to the foot of the staircase Nothing 
would induce her to pass by him until the schoolmistress, 
saying m od plain knglish that it was her bedtime, 
walked straight by them both and not seeming to tiouble 
herself about either of them 

I have been led away fiom what I meant the portion 
included in these bracl gt» to mform my readers about I 
say, then, most of the boarders had Icft the table about 
the time when I begin telling some of these secrets of 
mine,——all of them im fact, but the old gentleman oppo 
site and the schoolimstress I understand why a young 
woman should hke to hcar these simple but genuine ex 
periences of early hte which are, as I have said, the little 
brown seeds of what may yet grow to be poems with 
leaves of azure and gold, but when the old gentleman 
pushed up his chu nearer to me, and eldftied round his 
best ear, and once, when I was speaking of some trifling, 
tender reminiscence, diew a long bicath, with such a 
tremor 1n it that a little more and 1t would have been a 
sob, why, then I felt there must be something of nature 
in them which redeemed their seeming insignificance Tell 
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me, man or woman with whom I am whispering, have you 
not a small store of recollections such 1 these I am un 

covering, buried beneath the dead leavcs of many summers, 
perhaps unde: the unmelting snows of fast returning 
winters,—a few such recollections, which if you should 
write them ull out, would be swept mto some careless 
editor s drawer, and mi,ht cost a scanty half hours lazy 
reading to his subscribers —and yet uf Death should cheat 
you of them you would not hnow yourself in etermty?] 

I made three acquaintances at a very early period 
of hfe my introduction to whom was never forgotten The 
first unequivocal act of wrong th it his left its trace in my 
memory was this, refusing a small favour asked of me,— 
nothing more than telling what had hippened at school 
one mornmg No matter who asked it, but thcre were 
circumstances which saddened and awed me_ I had no 
heart to speak —1 faltered some miserable, perhaps petu 

Jant excuse, stole wway and the first battld of hfe was 
lost What remorse followed I need not tell Then and 
there, to the best of my knowledge, 1 first consciously 
took Sin by the hand and tuincd my back on Duty 
Time has led me to look upon my offence more lemently, 
I do not beheve it or any other childish wiong 1s infinite, 
as some have pretended but infinitely finite Yet, O 1f 
I had but won that battle! 

‘Lhe gieat Destroyer, whose awful shadow 1t was that 
had silenced me, came near me—but never, so as to be 
distinctly seen and remembercd, during my tender years 
There flits dimly before me the image of a httle girl, 
whose name eyen I have forgotten, a schoolmate whom 
we missed ondlry, and were told that she had died But 
what death was 1 never had any very distinct idea, untal 
one day I climbed the low stone wall ot the old burtal- 
ground and mingled with a group that were looking 
into a very deep, long, narrow hole, dug down through 
the green sod, down through the brown loam, down 
through the yellow gravel, and there at the bottom was 
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an oblong red box, and a still sharp white face of a 
young man seen through an opening at one end of it 
When the lid was closed and the gravel and ston s rattled 
down pell mell, and the woman in black who wis crying 
and wiinging her hands, went off with the othe: mourners, 
and ke{t him then I felt that I had seen Death, and 
should never forget him 

One other acquaitance J made at an earlier period of 
life than the habit of romancers authorizes,—Love, of 
course —She was a famous beauty afterwards —I am 
satisfied that many clildien rehearse their puts im the 
drama of life before they have shed all their milk teeth — 
T think I wont tell the story of the golden blonde —I 
suppose everybody has had his childish fancies, but 
somctim«s they arc passionate impulses, which anticipate 
all the tremulous emotions belonging to a later pertod 
Most children remember secing ind adoring an angel 
before they Were a dozen ycars old 

[The old gentleman had left his chur opposite and 
taken a seat by the schoolmistiess wd myself, a httle 
way fiom the tible —Its true, its true, sad the old 
gentleman —He took, hold of a_ steel watch chain, 
which carried a large, square gold key at* one end, 
and was supposed to have some hind of timekeeper 
at the othe: With some trouble he dragged up an 
ancient looking, thick, silver, bull s-cye weak He 
looked at it for a momcnt,—hesituted —touched the 
inner corner of his right eye with the pulp of his middle 
finger,—looked at the face of the watch,—said it was 
getting mto the forenoon,—then opened the watch and 
handed me the loose outside case without’a word —The 
watch paper had been pink once, and had a faint tinge 
still, as if all its tenger life had not yet quite faded out 
Two hittle birds, a flower, and, in small school girl letters, 
a date,—17 © —no matter —Before I was thirteen years 
old,—said the old gentleman I don t know what was 
in that young schoolimistress’s head, nor why she should 





190 THE AUTOCRAT 


have done it, but she took out the watch paper and put 
it softly to her lips, as if she were kissing the poor thing 
that made 1t so long ago The old gentleman took the 
watch paper caelully from her, replaced it turned away 
and walked out, holding the watch an Ins hand = I saw 
him pass the window a moment afte: with that foolish 
white hat, on ns head, he couldnt have been thinking 
what he wis cbout when he put it on So the school 
mistress and I were left alone I drew my chin a shade 
nearer to her, and continued | 

And since [am talking of early recollections, I don t 
know why I shouldnt mention some others that stil 
cling to me —not that you will attach any very particular 
meuning to these same images so full of significance to 
me, but that you will find something parallel to them in 
your own memory You remember, perhaps what I said 
one day about smells There were certain sounds also 
which had a mysterious suggestiveness to*me —not so 
mtense, perhaps as that connected with the other sense, 
but yet peculiar, and never to be forgotten 

The first was the creahing, of the wood sleds, bringmg 
their loads of oik and walnut fom the country as the 
slow swinging oxcn trailed them along over the com 
planing pnow in the cold biown light of caily momning 
Lying in bed and listening to thei dieary music had a 
pleasure in it akin to the Lucretian luxury or that which 
Byron speaks of a to be enjoyed in looking on ata battle 
by one ‘ who hath no friend, no brother there 

There was another sound im itself so sweet, and so 
connected with one of those simple and curious supersti 
tions of childhood of which I have spoken, that 1 can 
never cease to cherish a sad sort of love for 1t —Let me 
tell the superstitious fancy fist ThaPutan “ Sabbath, 
as everybody hnows, began at “sundown on Saturday 
evening To such observance of 1t I was born and bred 
As the large, round disc of day declined, a stillness, a 
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solemnity, a somewhat melancholy hush came over us all 
It was time for work to cease, and for playthings to be 
put away The world of active lite passed mto the 
shadow of an eclipse, not to emerge until the sun should 
sink again benerth the horizon 

It was in this stillness of the world without and of 
the soul within that the pulsating lullaby of the evemng 
crickets uscd to make itself most distinctly heard,—so 
thal well remember I used to think that the purring of 
these little creatures, which mingled with the batrachian 
hymns from the neighbourmg swamp was peculiar to 
Saturday evenings I dont know that anything could 
give a clearer idea of the quieting and subduing cffect of 
the old habit of observance of what was considered holy 
time, thin this strange, childish fancy 

Les, and there was still another sound which mingled 
its solemn cadences with the waking and sleeping dreams 
of my boyh@d Jt was heard only at times,—a deep, 
muffled roar, which rose and fell not loud but vast,—a 
whisthng boy would have drowned it for his next neigh 
bour, but it must have been heard ove: the space of a 
hundred square miles | used to wonder what this might 
be Could 1t be the roar of the thousand wheels and the 
ten thousind footstcps jarring and trampling along the 
stones of tho neighbours ctyP That would be con 
tinuous, but thir as I have said, rose and fell in regular 
rhythm J 1emember being told and I suppose this to 
have been the true solution, that 1t wis the sound of the 
waves aftr a high wind, breaking ou the long beaches 
many miles distant I should really like to know whether 
any observing people living ten miles, more or less inland 
from long beaches,—in such a town, for metance, as Can 
tabridge in the eagtern part of the Territory of the 
Massa husetts,—have ever observed any such sound, and 
whether 1t was rightly accounted for as above 

Mingling with these inarticulate sounds in the low 
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murmur of memory, are the echoes of certam voices I 
have heard at rare tervals I grieve to say 1t but our 
people, I think, have not generally agieeable voices The 
marrowy organisms, with skins that shed water like the 
backs of ducks, with smooth surfaces neatly padded be 
neath and velvet linings to their singing pipes, are not 
so common among us as that other pattern of humanity 
with angular outlines and plane surfaces, and integu 
ments, hur hhe the fibrous covering of a cocoa nygjin 
gloss and suppleness as well as colour, and voices at once 
thin and strennous,—acidulous enough to produce effer- 
vescence with alkalis, and stiidulous enough to sing ducts 
with the katydids IT think our conversational soprano, 
as sometimes overheard in the cars, arising from a gioup 
of young persons, who may have taken the train at one 
of our great industrial centres, for stance —j oung per- 
sons of the female sex, we will say who have bustled in 
full dressed, engaged in loud strident spec h, and who, 
afte: free discussion, have fixed on two or more double 
seats, which having secured, they procecd to eat apples 
and hand round daguerrotypes —I say, I think the con 
versational soprano, heard under these cncumstances, 
would not be among the allurements the old Lnemy 
would put im requisition, were he getting up a new 
temptation of St Anthony 

Theie are sweet voices among us, we all know, and 
voices not musical, it may be, to those who hear them 
for the first time, yet sweeter to us than any we shall 
hear until we listen to some warbling angel in the over 
ture to that eternity of blissful harmonies we hope to 
enjoy —But why should I tell hesP If my frends love 
me, 1f 18 because | try to tell the truth I never heard 
but two voices in my life that fmghtened me by their 
sweetness 
Frightened you P—said the schoolmistress — 
Yes, fnghtened me They made me feel as if there 
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might be constituted a creature with such a chord in her 
voice to some string in anothers soul, that, 1f she but 
spoke, he would leave all and follow her though it were 
into the jaws of Erebus Our only chance to keep our 
wits 1s, that there are so fiw natural chords between 
others voices and tls strimg im our souls, and that those 
which at first may have jarred a littl by and by come 
into harmony with 1f -—But I tell you this 1s no fiction 
You may call the story of Ulysses and the Sirens a fable, 
but what will you say to Mario and the poor lady who 
followed him P 

Whose were those two voices that bewitched me 
so P—They both belonged to (rerman women One was 
a chambermaid not otherwise fiscmating The key of 
my room at acertaim great hotel was missing, and this 
Teutonic maiden was suminoned to give information 
respecting 1t The simple soul was evidently not long 
from her mother lind, und spoke with swect unccrtainty 
of dialect But to hear her wondc wd lament, and 
sugest, with soft liquid inflections and low sad mur 
murs in tones as full of serious tenderness for the fite 
of the Jost key a» if it had been a child that had strayed 
fiom its mothcr, was so winning that, had her fe vtures 
and figure been as d liious as her acecnts —if she had 
looked hike the marble Clytie, for imstance —why, all I 
can say 1S 

[Lhe schoolmistress opened her eyes so wide, that I 
stopped short ] 

I was only going to say that I should have drowned 
myself For Lake rie was close by and 1t 1s so much 
better to accept asphyxia, which takes only thiee minutes 
by the witch than a mésalliance that lists fifty years 
to begin with and then passes along down the hne of 
descent (breaking out in all manner of bootish manifes 
tutions of feature and manne, which, if men were only 
as short lived as hoises, could be rewdily traced back 

13 
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through the square roots and the cube roots of the family 
stem on which you have hung the amoral bearings of 
the De Champignons or the De la Morues, until one 
came to beings that ate with knives and said ‘ HaowP ) 
that uo person of mght feeling could have hesitated for a 
single moment 

The second of the ravishing voices I have hewrd was, 
as I have said, thit of anothe. German woman —I 
suppose I shall ruin myself by saying that such a voice 
could not have come fiom any Americanized human 
being 
What was there in it P—said the schoolmistress, 
—and upon my word hcr tones weie so very musical 
that I almost wished I had sud thiee voices instcad of 
two, and not made the unpatriot c remark above reported 
—Q, I said it had so much woman im it,—muliebrity, 
as well is yeminerty,—no self assertion, such as free 
suffiage introduces into every word and moveanent, lirge, 
vigorous nature, running bick to those huge limbed Ger 
mins of Tacitus, but subdued by the reverential traming 
and tuned by the lindly culture of fifty generations 
Sharp business habit», 1 lewn soil, independence, enter 
prise and est winds are not the best things for the 
larynx Still you hear noble voices among us,—lI have 
known families famous for them,—but ask the first per 
son you meet a question, and ten to one there 1s a hard, 
sharp, metallic matter of busmess clink in the accents of 
the answe: that produces the effect of one of those bells 
which small tradespeople connect with their shop doors, 
and which spring upon your ear with such vivacity, as 
you enter, that your first impulse is to retire at once 
from the precincts 
Ah, but I must not forget that dear little child 
I saw and heard in a French hospital Between two and 
three years old Fell out of hei chair and snapped both 
thigh bones Liyimg in bed, patient, gentle Rough 
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students round her, some in white aprons, looking fear 
fully busimess hke, but the child placid, perfectly still 
I spoke to her, and the blessed little creiture answered 
me in a vouwe of such heavenly sweetness, with that 
ready thrill in at which you have heard in the thrush s 
even song that I hear it at this momcnt, while I am 
writing, so many, many years afterwards —C est tout 
comme un scrin, sud the French student at my side 

These are the voices which struck the hey note of my 
conceptions as to what the sounds we are to hear m 
heaven will be if we shall enter through one of the twelve 
gates of pearl There must be other things besides 
aerolites that wander from the r own sphcies to ours, 
and when we speak of cel stial sweetness or beinty, we 
may be newer the hteral truth than wedicim — If man- 
kind generilly are the shipwicchcd survivors of some 
pre Adamitic caticlysm, set adiift im these little open 
boats of humanity to make one more tru to rcach the 
shoie,—as some grave theologian hive m untaincd,—2f, 
m plain knglish men are the ghosts of dead devils who 
have ‘died into hfe (to borrow an expression from 
Keats), and wall the gaith in a suit of living 1a¢s which 
lasts three or four score summers —why there must have 
been a few good spirs sent to heep them comp iy, and 
these sweet voices I speak of must belong to them 

—— I wisn you could once hear my sister » voice,— 
said the schoolmistress 

If it 1s like yours it must be a pleasant one, —said I 

I never thought mine was anything,—said the school- 
mistress 

How should you know P—said I —People never hear 
their own voices,—any more than they see their own 
faces There 1s not even a looking glass for the voice 
Of course, there 1s something audible to us when we 
speak , but that something 1s not our own voice as it 19 
known to all our acquamtances I think, if an image 

13—2 
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spoke to us in our own tones, we should not know them 
in the least —IIow pleasant 1t would be, if in another 
state of bemg we could have shapes hke our own former 
selves for playthings,—we standing outside or mside of 
them, as we liked, ind they being to us just what we 
used to be to others! 

I wonder if there will be nothmg hke what we 
call “play, after our earthly toys are broken,—said the 
schoolmistress 

Hush,—s ud I,—what will the divinity student say P 

[I thought she wis hit that time ,—but the shot must 
have gone over her, or on one side of her, she did not 
flinch ] 

O,—said the schoolmistress,—he must look out for 
my sister» heresies, I am afiaid he will be too busy with 
them to tike cuc of mine 

Do you mean to say —said I,—that it 18 your soster 
whom thit student ‘ 

[The young fcllow commonly known as John, who 
had been sitting on the bairc] smoking jumpcd off just 
then hiked over the baricl, give 16 a push with his foot 
that set if rolling, and stuck his saycy lookimg face in at 
the window so as to cut my question off in the middle, 
and the schoolmistress leaving the aoom a few minutes 
afterwards, I did not have a chance to fimsh 1t 

The young f.llow came in and sat down in a charr, 
putting his heels on the top of another 

Pooty gir],—said he 

A fine young lady,—I rephed 

Keeps a fust rate school, according to accounts,—said 
he,—teaches all sorts of things,—Latin and Italian and 
music Folks rich once,—smashed up She went right 
ahead as smart asif shed been born to work Thats 
the kind o gnl I go for! J’d marry her, only two or 
three other girls would drown themselves if J did 

T think the above 1s the longest speech of this young 
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fellow s which I have put on record I do not like to 
change his peculiar expressions, for this 1s one of those 
cases in which the style 1s the man, as M de Buffon 
says The fact 1, the young fellow is a good hearted 
creature enough, only too fond of his jokes,—and af at 
were not for those heat-lightnmg winks on oue side of 
bis face, I should not mind his fun much ] 


[Some days after this, when the compwy were together 
again, I talked a little | 
I don t think I have a genuine hatred for any 
body I am well aware that I difiua herem from the 
sturdy English moralist and the stout American tragedian 
I dont deny that I hate the ssght of certain pcople, 
but the qualities which make me tend to hate the man 
himself are such a» ] am so much disposed to pity, that, 
except under immediate aggrivation, I {eel kindly enough 
to the worst of thm Tt 18 such a sid thing to be born 
a snc iking fellow, so much worse thin to mheut a hump 
back or a couple of club fect, that 1 somctimes {cel as 1f 
we ought to love the c1ippled souls if I may use this 
expression with a cer€ain tenderness which we need not 
waste on noble natures One who is bein with such 
congenital incapacity that nothing can make a gentleman 
of him 1s entitled, not te our wiath, but to our pro 
foundest sympithy But as we cannot help hating the 
sight of these people just as we do that of physical 
deformities we gradually eliminate them from ou society, 
—we love them, but open the window and kt them go 
By the time decent people 1exh middle age they have 
weeded the cucle pretty well of these unfortunates, unless 
they have a taste for such animals! in which case, no 
matter what their position may be, there 1s something, 
you may be sure, in ther naturcs akin to that of thew 
wretched parasites 

——— The divinity-student wishcd to know what I 
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thought of affimties, as well as of antipathies, did I 
believe in love at first sight r 

Sir,—said I,—all men love all women That 1s the 
prima facie aspect of the case The Court of Nature 
assumes the law to be, that all men do so, and the indi- 
vidual man 1» bound to show cause why he does not love 
any particular woman A man says one of my old black 
letter Jaw books may show divers good reasons, as thus 
He hath not seen the person named in the indictment, 
she 1s of tender age o1 the reverse of that, she has 
certain person disqualifications,—as, for instance, she 18 
a blackamoor, or hath an ul favoured countenance, or, 
his capacity of loving bem, limited, his affections are en 
grossed by a previou» comer, and so of other conditions 
Not the less is 1t true that he 1s bound by duty and 
inclined by nature to love each and every woman There 
fore it 15 that each woman virtually summons every man 
to show cause why he doth not love her This 1 not by 
written document, or direct speech, for the most part, but 
by certain signs of silk gold and other materials, which 
say to all men —Look on me and love as in duty bound 
Then the man pleadeth his special*incapacity, whatsoever 
that may be,-w-as, for instince impccuniosity or that he 
hath one or many wives 1n his household or that he 18 of 
mean figure, or small capicity , of which reasons, 1f may 
be noted that the first 1s, according to late decisions, of 
chiefest authority —So far the old law book But there 
13 a note from an older authority, saving that every 
woman doth also love each and every man except there 
be some good 1eacon to the contrary, and a very ob 
serving friend of mine, a young unmarned chrgyman, 
tells me, that so far as his experience goes, he has reason 
to think the ancient author had fact to justify his state- 
ment 

I'll tell you how 1t 18 with the pictures of women we 
fall m love with at first sight 
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~———- We ain’t talking about pictures,—said the land- 
lady s daughter —we re talking about women 

I understood that we were speaking of love at sight,—~ 
I remarked, mildly —Now, as all a man knows about a 
woman whom he looks at 1s just what a picture as big as 
a copper, or a “nickel, rather, at the bottom of his eye 
can teach him, [ think I am night im saying we are 
talking about the pictures of women —Well, now the 
reason why a man is not despe: ttely in love with ten 
thousand women at once 15 just that which prevents all 
our portraits being distinctly seen upon that wall They 
all are painted there by reflection from ou faces, but 
because adi of them are painted on each spot, and each on 
the same surface, and many other obyects at the same 
time, no one 1s geen as a picture But darken a chamber 
and let a single pencil of rays in through a keyhole, then 
you have a picture on the wall We never fall in love 
with a woman m distinction from women, until we can 
get animage of her thiough a pin hole, and then we can 
see nothing else, and nobody but ourselves can see the 
image in our mental camera obscura 
My friend tle Poet, tells me he has to leave 
fown whenever the anniversaries come round 

What s the difficulty? —Whry, they all want him to get 
up and make speeches, or songs, or toasts, which 13 just 
the very thing he doesn t want todo He 1s an old story, 
he says, and hates to show on these occasions But they 
tease him, and coax him, and cant do without him, and 
feel all over his poor weak head until they get ther 
fingers on the fontanedlle (the Professor will tell you what 
this means,—he says the one at the top of the head 
always remains open in poets), until, by gentle pressure 
on that soft pulsating epot, they stupefy him to the point 
of acquiescence 

There are times, though, he says, when it 16 a pleasure, 
before going to some agreeable meeting, to rush out into 
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one’s garden and <lutch up a handful of what grows there, 
—weeds and violets together,—not cutting them off, but 
pulhng them up by the roots with the brown earth they 
grow in stickmg to them Thats his idea of a post- 
prandial performance Look here, now These verses I 
am going to read you, he tells me, were pulled up by the 
roots just in that way, the other day —Beautiful enter 
tainment,—names there on the plates that flow from all 
English speaking tongues as familiarly as and or the 
entertamers known wherever good poetry and fair title 
pages are held im esteem, guest a kind hearted, modest, 
genial, hopeful poet who sings to the hearts of his 
countrymen, the British people the songs of good cheer 
which the better days to come, as all honest souls tiust 
and belive, will turn into the prose of common life My 
friend, the Poet, says you must not read such a string of 
verses too literally If he trimmed it nicely below, you 
wouldnt see the roots he says and he likes to keep 
them, and a little of the soil clingmg to them 

This 1s the farewell of my fiend, the Poet, read to his 
and our friend, the Poet — 


A GOOD TIME GOING 


Brave singer of the coming time 
Sweet minstrel of the joyous present 
Crowned with the noblest wreath ot rhyme 
The holly leaf of Ayrshire s peasant 
Good by' Good by '—Our hearts and hands, 
Our lps m honest Saxon phrases, 
Cry God be with him till he stands 
ins feet among the English daisics ! 


Tis here we part —for othcr eyos 
Tne busy deck the fluttering streamer 
The dmpping, arms that plunge and nse 
‘Lhe wavesin foam the ship in tremor, 
The kerchiets waving from the pier, 
The cloudy pillar ghding o er him, 
The deep blue desert lone and drcar 
With heaven above and home before him! 
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His home '--the Western giant smiles, 
And twirls the spotty globe to find 1t ,— 
Tluis httle speck the British Isles ? 
Tis but a freckle —never mind 1t !— 
THe laughs, and all his prairies rol] 
Each gurgling cataract roars and chuckles, 
And nidges stretched from pole te pole 
Heave till they crack their iron knuckles ! 


But memory blushes at the sneer 

And Honour turns with frown defiant 
And Fieedom leaning on hei spear, 

Laughs louder than the langhing mant — 
“An islet is a world sho said 

“When glory with its dust has blended 
And Britain keeps her noble dead 

Till earth and seas and shic are rendcd! 


Beneath each swingmg, forest bough 
Some arm us stout in death 1eposes — 
From wave-washed foot to heaycn kissed brow 
dtc. valour s hfe blood runs 1n loses, 
Nay let ow brothers of the West 
mte smiling in their florid pages, 
One half her soil has walkcd the rest 
In pocts, heroes martyrs sages? 


Hugeed in the clnem,, billows clasp 
From sca weed hint to mountain heather 
The British oak wath rooted grasp 
Hai slender handful holds together ,— 
With cliffs of white and bowers of green 
And Occan narrowin, to caress her 
And hills and thrcaded strcams betwcin,— 
Our little mother isle God bless her! 


In earth s broad temple where we stand 
Fanned by thc castcrn gales that brought us, 
We hold the missal im our hand 
Bry ht with tke lines our Mothcr taught us, 
Where er its blazoned page bctrays 
The ghstening links of gilded fetters, 
Behold the halt turned leaf displays 
Her rubric stamcd im crimsonced letters | 


Enough! ‘To speed a parting frend 

Tis vain alike to speak and hsten ,— 
Yet stay —these fucble accents blend 

Wath rays of hght trom eyes that glisten 
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Good by! once more,—-and kindly tell 

In words of peace the young world’s story,— 
And say hesides,—we love too well 

Our mother s soul, our fathcr s glory! 


When my friend, the Professor, found that my friend, 
the Poet, had been commg out in this full blown style, 
he got a hittle excited, as you may have seen a 
canary, sometimes, when another strikes up The Pro 
fessor says he knows he cin lecture, and thinks he can 
write verses At any rate he has often tried, and now 
he was determined to try again So when some profes 
sional friends of his called him up one day, after a feast 
of reason and a regular ‘freshet of soul which had lasted 
two or three hours, he read them these verses He intro 
duced them with a few remarks, hc told me of which the 
only one he remembered was this that he had rather 
write a single line which one wmong them should think 
worth remembering than set them all laughing with a 
string of epigrams It was all right, I dont doubt, at 
any rate, that was his fincy then, and perhaps another 
time he may be obstinately hilarious, however, it may be 
that he 1s growimg graver, for time 1s a fact so long as 
clocks and watches continue to go, and a cat cant be a 
kitten always, as the old gentleman opposite said the 
other day 

You must listen to this seriously for I think the Pro 
fessor was very much in earnest when he wrote 1t 


THE TWO ARMIES 


As Life s unending column pours, 
Two marshalled hosts are seen — 

Two armies on the trampled shores 
That Death flows black botween 


One marches to the drum beat s roll, 
The wide mouthed clarion s bray, 
And bears upon a crimson scroll, 
* Our glory 1s to slay ' 
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One moves 10 silence by the stream, 
With sad, yet watchful eyes 

Calm as the patient planet s gleam 
That walks the clouded skies 


Along sts front no sabres shine, 
No blood red pennons wave 
Its banners bear the single line, 

* Our duty 18 to save 


For those no death bed s hngering shade , 
At Honour s trumpet all 

With knittcd brow and htted blade 
In Glory s aris they fall 


For these no clashing falchions bright, 
No stirring battle cry 

The bloodless stabber calls by mght,— 
Fach answers, Hcre am I! 


For those the sculptor s laurelled bust, 
he buildci s marble piles 

The anthems pealing o ¢r their dust 
Through long cathedral aisles 


For these the blossom sprinkled turf 
[hat floods the lonely graves 

When Spring r@tls in her sa green surf 
In flowery foaming waves 


Two paths Jead upward from below, 
And angels wait above 

Who count each burmng hfe drop’s flow, 
Each fallmg tear of Love 


Though from the Tero s bleeding breast 
Her pulses Freedom drew 

Though the white hhes in her crest 
Sprang from that scarlet dew,— 


While Valour s haughty champions wait 
Till all thenr scars are shown, 

Love walks unchallenged through the gate, 
To sit beside the throne! 
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X 


[Tr¥ schoolmistress came down with a rose m her han,— 
a fiesh June rose She has been walking early, she has 
brought back two others,—one on each cheek 

T told her so, in some such prctty phrase as I could 
muster for the occasion Those two blush roses I just 
spoke of turned into a couple of damashs I suppose all 
this went through my mind, for this was what I went on 
to say —| 

I love the damisk rose best of all The flowers our 
mothers and sisters used to love and cherish, those which 
grow beneath our eavis and by our door step are tho 
ones we always love best If the Houyhnhnms should 
ever catch me, and finding me partuularly vicious and 
unmanageable, send a man tamer, to Rareyfy me, I 1 tell 
you what drugs he would have to take and how he would 
have to use thom Imagme yourself revding a number 
of the Houyhnhnm Gazette, giving an account of such an 
experiment 


“MAN TAMING EXTRAORDINARY 


“ The soft hoofed semi quadiuped recently captured was 
subjected to the art of our distinguished man tamer in 
presence of a numerous assembly The ammal was led in 
by two stout ponies, closely confined by straps to prevent 
his sudden and dangerous tricks of shoulder hitting and 
foot stnkhing His countenance expressed the utmost 
degree of ferocity and cunning 

The operator took a handful of budding dlac-leaves, 
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and crushing them shghtly between his hoofs, so as to 
bring out their peculiar fragrance, fastened them to the 
end of a long pole and held them towaids the ceature 
Its expression changed in an instant,—it drew in their 
fragrance eagerly, and attempted to seize them with its 
soft split hoofs Having thus quieted his suspicious sub 
ject, the operator proceeded to tie a blue hyacinth to the 
end of the pole and held 16 out towards the wild animal 
The effect was magical Its eyes filled as if with rain- 
drops, and its lips trembled as it pressed them to the 
flower After this it was purfectly quict, and brought a 
measure of coin to the man tamer, without showing the 
least disposition to stiike with the feet or hit from the 
shoulder ’ 


That will do for the Houyhnhnm Gavette-—Do you 
ever wonder why poets talk so much about flowers P Did 
you ever hergof a poet who did not talk about them P 
Dont you think a pocm, which, for the sake of bemg 
original should leave them out, would be like those verses 
where the letter a or e or some other 1s omitted P No, 
they will bloom ovcr ind over again in poems as in the 
summer fields to the end of time, always old and always 
new Why should we be more shy of 1epeating our 
selves than the spring be tired of blossoms, or the mght 
of starsr Look at Nature She never wearies of saying 
over her floral pater noster In the crevices of Cyclopean 
walls,—in the dust where men lie, dust also,—on the 
mounds that bury huge cities, the wreck of Nineveh and 
the Babel heap,—till that same sweet prayer and bene 
diction The Amen! of Niture 1s always a flower 

Are you tired of my trivial personalities, —those splashes 
and streaks of sentiment, sometimes perhaps of »sentiment- 
ahty, which you may see when I show you my hearts 
corolla as if it were a tulip? Pray, do not give yourself 
the trouble to fancy me an idiot whose conceit 1t 18 to 
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treat: himself as an exceptional being It 1s because you 
are just like me that I talk and know that you will listen 
We are all splashed and streaked with sentiments —not 
with precisely the same tints, or in exactly the same 
patterns, but by the same hand and fiom the same palette 

I don t believe any of you happen to have just the same 
passion for the blue hyacinth which I have,—very cer 
tainly not for the ciushed lilac leat buds, inany of you 
do not know how sweet they are You love the smell of 
the sweet fern and the bayberry leaves, I dont doubt, 
but I hardly think that the last bewitches you with young 
memories as 16 does me For the same 1eason I come 
back to damask roses, after having raised a good many 
of the rarer varicties I like to go to operas and concerts, 
but there are queer little old homely sounds that are 
bettcr than music to me However, I suppose its foolish 
to tell such things 
It 1s pleasant to be foolish at the eight time,— 
said the divinity student —saying it, however, in one of 
the dead languages, which I think are unpopular for 
summer reading, and therefore do not bew quotition as 
puch 

Well, now,—said I,—suppose ‘a good clean, wholesome 
looking countryman s cart stops opposite my door —Do 
I want any hucklelerris P—If I do not, there are those 
that do Thereupon my soft voiced handmaid bears out a 
large tin pan, and then the wholcsome countryman, heap- 
ing the peck measure, spreads his broad hands around its 
lower arc to confine the wild and fiisky berries, and so 
they run nimbly along the narrowing channel until they 
tumble rustling down in a black cascade and tinkle on 
the resounding metal beneath ——I won't say that this 
rushing huckleberry hail storm has not more music for 
me than the “ Anvil Chorus 

———— I wonder how my great trees are coming on this 
summer 
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Where are your great trees, sir ?—said the divi 
nity student 

Oh, all round about New England I call all trees 
mine that I have put my wedding rmg on, and I have as 
many tiee wives as Brigham Young has human ones 
One sets as green as the other,—exclaimed a 
boarder, who has never becn identified 

‘Lhey re all Bloomers,—said the young fellow called 
John 

[i should have rebuked this tufling with language, if 
our landlady s daughter had not asked me just then what 
I meant by putting ny wedding ring on a tree ] 

Why, measuring it with my thuty foot tape my dear, 
—said I,—I have woin a tape almost out on the rough 
barks of our old New England elms and other big trees 
—Dont you want to hear me talk about trees a little 
nowP That is one of my specialties 

[So they gll igreed that thcy should like to hear me 
talk about trees | 

I want you to understand, in the first place, that I 
have a most intense, passionate fondness for trees m 
general, and have had several romantic attachments to 
certain tiecs in particular Now, if you expect me to 
hold forth in a ‘scientific way about my tree loves,—to 
talk, for instance, of the Ulmus Americana, and describe 
the ciliated ed_es of 1ts samara, and all that,—you are an 
anserine individual, and I must refer you to a dull friend 
who will discourse to you of such matters What should 
you think of a lover who should describe the idol of hig 
heart 1n the language ol science, thus Class, Mammalia, 
Order, Primates, Genus, Homo, Species, Europeus, 


Variety, Brown, Individual, Ann bliza, Dental 
ae iether dig nad 
2—2 1-1 2-2 38—3 


No, my friends, I shall speak of trees as we see them, 








Formula, z , and so on? 
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love them, adore them 1n the fields where they are alive, 
holding their green sunshades over our heads, talking to 
us with their hundied thousand whispering tongues look 
ing down on us with that sweet meckness which belongs 
to huge but limited organisms,—which one sees 1n the 
brown eyes of oxen, but most in the patient posture the 
outstretched arms, and the heavy drooping 1obes of these 
vast beings endowed with life, but not with soul,-—which 
outgrow us and outlive us, but stand helpless,—poor 
things '—while Nature diesses and undresses them, like 
so many full sized, but unde: witted childien 

Did you ever read old Diddy Gilpm? Slowest of 
men, even of Englishmen yet delicious in his slowness, 
as is the light of a sleepy eye in woman I always 
supposed “ Dr Syntax was written to make fun of him 
I have a whole set of his works ind am very proud of 1t, 
with its gray paper, and open type, and long fl, and 
orange yuicc landscipes The Pere Gilpin-chad the kind 
of science I lhe in the study of Naturc,—a little less 
observation than White of Selborne, but a little more 
poetry —Just think of applying the Linngwan system to 
anelm! Who cares how miny,stamcns or pistils that 
little brown flower which comcs out before the leaf, may 
have to classify 1 by? What we want is the meaning, 
the charactcr, the expression of a tree, as a kind and as 
an individual 

There 1s a mother idea in each particular kind of tree, 
which, 1f well mathed, 1s probably embodied in the poetry 
of every language ‘Tahe the oak, for instance, and we 
find it always standing as a type of strength and endur 
ance I wonder 1f you ever thought of the single mark 
of supremacy which distinguishes this tree from all our 
other forest treesP All the rest of them shirk the work 
of resisting gravity, the oah alone defies 1t It chooses 
the honzontal direction for its limbs, so thit their whole 
weight may tell,—and then stretches them out fifty or 
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sixty feet, so that the strain may be mighty enough to 
be worth resisting You will find, that, in passing from 
the extreme downward droop of the branches of the 
weeping willow to the extreme upward inclination of 
those of ‘,he poplar, they sweep nearly half a circle At 
90° the oak stops short, to slant upward another degree 
would mark infirmity of purpose, to bend downwards, 
weakness of organization ‘The American elm betrays 
something of both, yet sometimes, as we shall see, puts 
on a certain resemblance to its sturdicr neighbour 

It wont do to be exclusive in our taste about trees 
There 1s hardly one of them which has not pecular 
beauties m some fitting place for it I remember a tall 
poplar of monumental proffortions and aspect, a vast 
pillar of glossy green, placed on the summit of a lofty 
hill, and a beacon to all the country round A native of 
that rezion saw fit to butld his house very nea it and 
having a fatey that 1t might blow down some time or 
other and exterminate himself and any incidental relatives 
who might be “ stopping or‘ tairying with him,—also 
labouring undcr the delusion that human life 1s under all 
circumstanccs to be preferred to vegetable existence,—had 
the great poplar cut down It 1s 30 easy to say, ‘ It 18 
only a poplu! and so much harder to replace ite hving 
cone thin to build a granite obchisk ! 

I must tell you about some of my tree wives I was 
at; one period of my hife much devotcd to the young lady 
population of Rhode Island a small but delightful State 
im the neighbourhood of Pawtucket The number of in 
habitants being not very large I had leisure, during my 
visits to the Providence Plantations, to inspect the face of 
the country 11 the mtcrvals of more fascinating studies of 
physiognomy I heard some talk of a great elm a short 
distanee from the locality Just mentioned “ Let us see 
the great elm, —I said and proceeded to find 1t,—know- 
ing that xt was on a certain farm in a place called John 

14 
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ston, if I remember rightly Ishall never forget my 
ride and my introduction to the great Johnston elm 

I always tremble for a celebrated tree when I approach 
1t for the first time Provincialism has no scale of ex- 
cellence m man or vegetable, it never knows a first-rate 
article of eithe: kind when it has it, and 13 constantly 
taking second and thud rate ones for Natures bust I 
have often fancied the trea was atraid of mc, and that a 
sort of shiver came over it as over a betrothed maiden 
when she first stands before the unknown to whom she 
has been plighted Before the measuring tape the p1oudest 
tree of them all quails and shrinks into itself All those 
stories of four or five men stretching then arms around 
1 and not touching each others fingers, of ones picng 
the shadow at noon and making 1t so many hundrid feet, 
die upon its leafy lips in the presence of the awlul ribbon 
which has strangled so many false pretensions 

As I rode along the pleasant way, watchinty eagerly for 
the object of my journcy the rounded tops of the elms 
rose fiom time to time at the roadside Wherever one 
looked taller and fuller than the rest, I asked myself “ Is 
this it? But as 7] drew neirer ghey grew smaller, or it 
proved, perhaps, that two standing in a line had looked 
hke one, and so deceived me At last, all at once, when 
I was not thinking of it,—TI declare to you it makes my 
flesh creep when I think of 1t now,—all at once I saw a 
great grcen cloud swelling in the horizon, so vast, so 
symmetiical, of such Olympiin majesty and imperial su 
premacy among the lesser forest growths, that my heart 
stopped short then jumped at my ribs as a hunter springs 
at a five barred gate, and I felt all through me, without 
need of uttering the words,— This 1s 1¢!'’ 

You will find this tree described, with many others, in 
the excellent Report upon the Trees and Shrubs of Mas- 
sachusetts The author has given my fmend the Pro- 
fessor credit for some of his measurements, but measured 
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this tree himself, carefully It 1s a grand elm for size of 
trunk, spread of lhmbs, and musculu devclopment, —one 
of the first, perhaps the first, of the first claxs of New 
England elms 

The largest actual girth I have ever found at five feet 
from the ground 15 mm the great elm lymg a stone s thiow 
or two north of the main road (if my points of compass 
aroright) in Sprmyfield But this his much the appear 
ance of having been formed by the union of two trunks 
growing side by side 

The We t Springheld elm and one upon Northampton 
meadow» belong ilxo to the first class of trecs 

There 1s a noble old wreck of an elm at Hatheld, which 
used to spreid its claws out over a circumfirence of 
thirty five feet or more betore they covered the toot of 1s 
bole up with earth This 1s the American elm most like 
an oak of any I have cver seen 

The Sh field elm is equally remukable for size and 
perfection of form I have seen nothing that comes near 
it in Berkshue county and few to compare with it any 
where I am not sure that I remember any other first 
class elms in New England, but there may be many 

——— What makes a first class elm ?P—Why, size, m 
the first place, and chiefly Anything over twenty feet 
of clear guth, tive feet above the ground, and with a 
spread of branchcs a hundied fict acioss my claim that 
title, according to my scale All of them with the ques- 
tionable exception of the Springfield tree above referred 
to stop, so fai as my experience goes, atyabout twenty- 
two or twenty three feet of girth and @ hundred and 
twenty of spread 

Elms of the second class, generally ranging fiom fonr 
teen to eighteen feet, are compaiatively common The 
queen of them all is that glorious tree neai one of the 
churches in Springheld Beautiful and stately she 1 
beyond all praise The “ great tree’ on sche Common 

14-—2 
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comes in the second rank, as does the one at Cohasset, 
which used to have, and probably has still, a head as 
round as an apple tree, and that at Newburyport, with 
scores of others which might be mentioned These last 
two have perhaps been over celebrated Both, however, 
are pleasing vwigetables The poor old Pittsfield elm hves 
on its pst reputation A wig of false leaves 1s indis- 
pensable to make 1t presentable 

(I dont doubt there may be some monster elm or 
othe1, vegetating green, but imglorious, m some remote 
New kngland village, which only wants a sacred singer 
to make it celebrated Send us your measurements,— 
(certified by the postmaster, to avoid possible imposition ) 
—circumference five fcet from soil, length of line from 
bough end to bough end, and we will see what can be 
done for you | 
I wish somebody would get up the following 

¢ 





work — 
SX LVA NOVANGLICA 


Photographs of New England Elms and other Trees, 
taken upon the Same Scale of Magnitude With Lettcr 
Press Descriptions, by a Distinguished Literary Gentle 
man  Loston &Co 18 

The same camera should be used,—-0 far as possible, — 
at a fixed distance Our friend, who has given us so 
many interesting figures in his “ Trees of Ameiica, must 
not think this Prospectus imvades his province, a dozen 
portraits, with, lively descriptions, would be a pretty 
complement his larger work, which so far as pub- 
lished, I find excellent If my plan were caried out, 
and another series of a dozen English trees photographed 
on the same scalc, the compar.son would be charming 

It has always been a favourite idea of mine to bring 
the hfe of the Old and the New World face to face, by an 
accurate comparison of their various types of organiwation 
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We should begm with man, of course, institute a large 
and exact comparison between the development of Ja 
pranta umana as Alfieri called it, in different sections of 
each country im the different callings at different ages, 
estimating height, weight, force by the dynamometer and 
the spiromete:, and finishing off with a serus of typical 
photographs, giving the principal national phystognomues 
Mr Hutchinson has given us some excellent English data 
to begin with 

Then I would follow this up by contrasting the various 
parallel forms of life im the two contents Our natu 
ralists have often referred to this incidentally or ex 
pressly but the anemus of Nature in the two half globes 
of the planet 1s so momentous a point of interest to our 
race, that 1t should be made a subject of express and 
elaborate study Go out with me into that walk which 
we call the Mali and look at the Enghsh and American 
elms The &merican elm 1s tall graceful, slender sprayed, 
and drooping as if from languor The Knghsh elm 1s 
compact, robust, holds its branches up, and carries its 
leaves for weeks longer than our own native tree 

Ts this typical of the creative force on the two sides of 
the ocean, 0:1 not? Nothing but a careful comparison 
through the whole realm of life can answer this question. 

There 15 a parallelism without identity in the ammal 
and vegetable hfe of the two continents, which favours 
the task of comparison im an extraordinary manner Just 
as we have two trees alike in many ways, yet not the 
same, both elms, yet easily distinguishable, just so we 
have a complete flora and a fauna, which, parting from 
the same ideal, embody 1t with various mod:ficgtions 
Inventive power 1» the only quality of which the Creatrve 
Intelligence seems to be economical, just as with our 
largest human minds, that 1s the divinest of faculties, and 
the one that most exhausts the mind which exercises it 
As the same patterns have very commonly been followed, 
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we can see which 1s worked out in the largest spirit, and 
determine the exact limitations under which the Creator 
places the movement of life im all its mamfestations in 
either locality We should find ourselves in a very false 
position, 1f 1f should prove that Anglo Saxons can t live 
here, but die ont if not hept up by fresh supplies, as 
Dr Knox and other more or less wise persons have 
maintamed It may turn out the other wiy as T have 
heard one of our literary celebrities argue —and though I 
took the otha side, I hked his best,—that the American 
is the Englishman remforecd 
Will you walk out and look at those elms with 
me after breakfast P—I said to the schoolmustiess 

{I am not ,,oing to tell hes about it, and say that she 
blushed,—as I suppose she ought to have done, tt such 
a tremendous piece of gallantry 1 that was for our 
boarding house On the contrary, she turned a little 
pale,—but smiled brightly and baid,—Yes, wth pleasure, 
but she must walk towards her echool —he went for her 
bonnet —The old gentlemin opposite followed her with 
his eyes, and »ud he wished he ww a young fellow 
Presently she came down looking very pretty m her 
half momnimg bonnet, and carrying a school book in her 


hand ] 


MY FIRST WALK WITH THE SCHOOLMISITRESS 





This is the shortest way —she said, as we came to a 
corner —‘TLhen we wont take it,—-said I—The school- 
mustress laughed a little, and said she was ten minutes 
early, so she could go round 

We walked under Mi Paddock s row of English elms 
The gray squnels were out looking for ther breaktasta, 
aud one of them came towrrd us in light, soft, mter 
mittent leaps, until he was close to the rail of the burial 
ground He was on a grave with a broad blue slate 
stone at ite head, and a shrub growing on it The stone 
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said this was the grave of a young man who was the son 
of an Honourable gentleman, and who died a hundred 
years ago and more —O yes, died —with a small trian 
gular mark in one breast, and another smaller opposite, 
in his back where another young mans rapier had slid 
through his body , and so he lay down out there on the 
Common, and was found cold the next morning, with the 
night dews and the death dews mingled on his forehead 

Let us have one look at poor Benjamin s grave,—said 
I —His bones lie where his body was laid s0 lon, ago, 
and where the stone says they l«,—which 1s more than 
can be said of most of the tenants of this and several other 
burial grounds 

[The most aceursed act of Vindalism ever committed 
within my knowledge was the uprooting of the anvient 
gravestones in thiee at least of our city burial grounds, 
and one at least just outside the city, and planting them 
in rows to seit the tiste for symmetry of the perpctrators 
Many years ago, when this disgraceful process was gomg 
on under my eyes, I addressed an indignant remonstrance 
to a leading journal I suppose it was deficient in literary 
elegance or too warmgin its language, for no notice was 
taken of it, and the hyena hor1o was allowed to complete 
itself im the face of daylight I have neve: got over it 
The bones of my own ancestors, being entombed, he be 
neath their own tablet but the upright stones have been* 
shuffled about like chessmen, and nothing short of the 
Day of Judgment will tell whose dust hes beneath any of 
those records, meint by affection to mark one small spot 
as sacred to some cherished memory Shame! shame! 
shame !—that is all Ican say It was on public thorough 
fares, under the eye of authority that this infamy was 
enacted The red Indians would have known better, 
the selectmen of an African kraal village would have had 
moze respect for their ancestors 1 should like to see the 
gravestones which have been disturbed all removed, and 
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the ground levelled, leaving the flat tombstones, epitaphs 
were never famous for truth, but the old reproach of 
* Here izes never had such a wholesale illustration as 
in these outraged burial places, where the stone does he 
above, and the bones do not he beneath | 

Stop before we turn away and breathe a woman 8 sigh 
over poor Benjamins dust Love killed him, I think 
Twenty years old, and out there fighting another young 
fellow on the Common, in the cool of that old July 
evening ,—yes, there must have been love at the bottom 
of it 

The schoolmistress diopped a rose bud she had in her 
hand, through the rails, upon the grave of Benjamin 
Woodbridge Tht was all her comment upon what I 
told her —How women love Love, said I ,—but she 
did not speak 

We «ame opposite the head of a place or court running 
eastward from the main street—~Looh dow there,—I 
said —My friend the Professor lived in that house at the 
left hand, next the farther corner, for years and vears 
He died out of it the other day —Died P—said the 
schoolmistress — Certainly, — said, I—We die out of 
hounes, just as we die out of our bodies A commercial 
smash kalls a hundied mens houses for them as a rail 
road crash hills their mortal frames and drives out the 
immortal tenants Men sichen of houses until at last 
they quit them, as the soul leaves its body when 1t 1s 
tired of its infirmities The body has been called ‘ the 
house we live in, the house is quite as much the body 
we livein Shall I tell you some things the Professur 
said the other dayP—Do '—said the schoolmistress 

A mans body,—said the Professor,—is whatever 1 
occupied by his will and his sensibility The small room 
down there, where I wrote those papers you remember 
reading, was much more a portion of my body than a 
paralytic s senseless and motionless arm or leg 1 of his 
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The sovl of a man has a series of concentric envelopes 
round it, like the core of an onion, or the wnnermost of 
a nest of boxes First, he has his nitural garment 
of flesh and blood Then, his artificial integuments, with 
their true skim of solid stuffs, their cuticle of lighter 
tissues, and their variously tinted pigments Thirdly, 
his domicile, be 1t a single chamber or a stately mansion 
And then, the whole visible world, m which Time buttons 
him up as in a loose outside wrapper 

You shill observe —the Professor said —for, hike Mr 
John Hunter and othe: great men, he brings in that 
shall with great eficct sorietimes,—you sh ul] observe that 
a man clothing o1 series of env a aftr a certain 






time mould itself upon his individual 1e We know 
this of our hats and are always reminded of it when we 
happen to put them on wrong side foremost We soon 
find that the beive: 1s a hollow cast of the skull with 
all its nreg&ilar bumps md dcpressions Just so all that 
clothes a man even to the blue sky which caps his head, 
—a little looscly,—shapes itself to fit each particular 
being beneath it Farmers sailors, astronomers, poets, 
lovers, condemued criminals, all find it different, according 
to the eyes with which they severally look 

But our houses shape themselves palpably on our inner 
and outer natures See 1 householder breaking up and 
you will be sure of 1t There 1s a shell fish which builds 
all manner of smaller shells mto the walls of its own A 
house 1s never a home until we have crusted 1t with the 
spoils of a hundred lives besides those of on: own past 
Sce what these are and you can tell what the occupant 18 

IT had no 1dea,—said the Professor,—until I pulled up 
my domestic establishment the other dav, what an enor 
mous quantity of roots I had been making during the 
years I was planted there Why, there wasn t a nook or 
a corner that some fibre had not worked its way into, 
and when I gave the last wrench, each of them seemed to 
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shriek like a mandrake, as 16 bioke 1ts hold and came 
away ‘ 

There 1» nothing that happens, you know, which must 
not mevitably, and which does not actually, photograph 
itself m every conceivable aspect and in all dimensions 

The infinite galleries of the Past await but one brief pro- 
cess and all their pictures will be crlled out and fixed for 
ever We had 1 curious illustration of the great fact on 
a very humble scale When a ceitain bookcase, long 
standing in one place, for which 1t was built, was re 

moved, there wis the exict imige on the wall of the 
whok, and of many of its portions But im the midst of 
this picttre was another,—the prcase outline of a map 






which had hu 1 the wall before the bookcase was 
built We had all forgotten everything about the map 
until we saw its photogriph on the wall Then we re 
membered 1t, as some diy or other we may remember a 
sin which has been built over and covered ujs, when this 
lowe. universe 1s pulled away from before the wall of 
Infinity where the wrong doing stands self recorded 

The Professor lived in that house a long time,—not 
twenty years, but pretty near 1t «When he entered that 
door, two shadows glided ovcr the threshold, five lmgered 
in the doorway when he pasecd through it for the last 
time —and one of the shadows was claimed by its owner 
to be longer thin his own What changes he saw in 
that quiet place! Death rained through every roof but 
his, children cume mto life, grew to maturity wedded, 
faded away, threw themselves away, the whole drama of 
life was played in that stock company s theatre of a dozen 
houses, one of which was his, and no deep sorrow or severe 
calamity ever entered his dwelling Peace be to those 
walls for ever,—-the Professor said,—for the many pleasant 
years he has passed within them ! 

The Professor has a friend, now living at a distance, 
who has been with him in many of bis changes of place, 
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and who follows him m 1magimation with tender interest 
wherever he goes —In that httle court, where he hved 
in gay lonelmess so long,— 

— in his autumnal sojourn by the Connecticut, where 
it comes Joitering down from its mountain fastnesses lke 
a great lord, swallowing up the small propru tary 1ivulets 
very quietly as it goes, until 1t gets pioud and swollen 
and wantons in huge luxurious oxbows about the fan 
Northampton meadows, and at last overfiows the oldest 
inhab tant s memory im profligate fieshets at Hartford and 
all along its lowi shores,—up im that caravansary on 
the banks of the stream whcre Ledyard launched his log 
canoe, and the jovial old Colonel used to lkad the Com 
mencement processions —where blue*Ascutney looked 
down from the far distance, and the hills of Beulah, as 
the Professor ilways called them, rolled up the opposite 
horizon in soft climbing masses so suggestive of the 
Pilgrim s Weavenward Pith thit he used to look through 
his old “ Dollond to see if the Shining Ones were not 
within range of sight —sweet visions, sweetest in those 
Sunday walks which carry them by the peaceful common, 
through the solemn vellage lying m cataleptic stillness 
under the shadow of the rod of Moses, to the terminus 
of their harmless stroll,—the pitulous fage, m the Pro 
fispors classic divlect,—the spreading beach in more 
familar phiase —[stop and breathe here a moment for 
the sentence 2s not done yet, and we have another long 
journey before us, |— 

— and again once more up among those other hills 
that shut inthe amber flowing Housatom,—dark stream, 
but clear, ike the lucid orbs that shine beneath the lids 
of auburn haired sherry wine eyed, demi blondes,—-in 
the home overlooking the winding stream and the smooth, 
flat meadow , looked down upon by wild hulls, where the 
tracks of bears and catamounts may yet sometimes be seen 
upon the winter snow, facing the twin summits which rise 
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in the far North, the highest waves of the great land storm 
in all this bllowy region,—suggestive to mad fancies of 
the breasts of a half buried Titaness, stretched out by a 
stray thunderbolt, and hastily hidden away beneath the 
leaves of the forest,—1n that home where seven blessed 
summers were passed, which stand m memory hke the 
seven golden candlesticks in the beatific vision of the 
holy dreamer, 

— im that modest dwelling we were just looking at, 
not glorious, yet not unlovely in the youth of its drab 
and mahogany,—full of great and little bovs playthings 
from top to bottom,—1m all these summer or winter nests 
he was always at home and always welcome 

‘Lhis long artreulated sigh of remimisccnces, — this 

ealenture which shows me the maple shadowed plains of 
Berkshire and the mountam ciucled green of Grafton 
beneath the salt waves which come feeling the way 
along the wall at my feet, restless and soft louching as 
blind men 8 busy fingers,—1s for that friend of mine who 
looks into the waters of the Patapsco and sees beneath 
them the same visions which paint themselves for me in 
the green depths of the Charles « 
Did I talk all this off to the schoolmistress P— 
Why, no, of course not I have been talking with you, 
the reider for the last tn minutes You dont thnk I 
should expect any woman to hsten to such a sentence as 
that long one, without giving her a chance to put in a 
word P 





What did I say to the schoolmistress P— Permit 
me one moment I dont doubt your delicacy and good- 
breeding, but in this particular case, as I was allowed 
the privilege of walking alone with a very interesting 
young woman, you must allow me to remark, in the 
classic version of a familiar phrase used by our Master 
Benjamin Frankhn, it 1s nullum tus negoti 

When the schoolmistress and I reached the seboolroom 
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door, the damask roses I spoke of were so much heigh- 
tened in colom by exeicie that I felt sure 1t would be 
useful to her to take a stroll lke this every morning, aud 
made up my mind I would ask her to let me join her 
again 


EXTRACT FROM MY PRIVATE JOURNAL 
(Zo be burned unread ) 


T am afraid I have been a fool, for I have told as 
much of myself to this young person as if she were of 
that ripe and discreet age which imvites confidence and 
expansive utterance I have been low spirited ind list 
less lately,—it 1s coffee, 1 think —(I observe that which 
18 bought ready ground never affects the head )—and I 
notice that I tell my secrets too easily when I am down 
hearted 

There aré inscriptions on our hearts, which, like that 
on Dighton Rock, aie never to be seen cxcept at dead 
low tide 

There 1» a woman s footstep on the sand at the side of 
my deepest ocean buried inscription ' 

O no, no, no! a thousand times, no !—Yet what 
1s this which has boen shaping itself un my soul P—Is it 
a thought P—is 1 a dream r—is it a passion ?-—Then I 
know what comes next 

The Asylum stands on a bright and breezy hull, 
those gla#éd coundors are pleasant to walk im, in bad 
weather But there are iron bars to all the windows 

When it 18 fair, some of us can stroll outside that very 
high fence But I never see much hfe in those groups 
I sometimes meet ,—and then the careful man watches 
them so closely ' Low I remember that saad company I 
used to pass on fine mornings, when I was a school boy ! 
—-B, with his arms full of yellow weeds —ore from the 
gold mimes which he discovered long before we heard of 
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California, —Y , born to millions, crazed by too much 
plum cake (the boys said) dogged, explosive,—made a 
Polyphemus of my weak eyed schoolmaster by a vicious 
flirt with a stick,—(the multi millionaires sent him a trifle, 
it was said to buy another eye with, but boys are jcalous 
of rich folks and [ dont doubt the good people made 
him easy for life, —how J rerfiember them all! 

I recollect, as all do the story of the Hall of Fblis in 
“ Vathek, and how each shape as it lifted 1ts hand from 
its breast. showed its heart,—a burnimg coal The teal 
Hall of kbhs stands on yonder sunmit Go there on 
the next visiting day and ik that figme crouched im the 
cornei, huddled up like those Indian mummius and skelc 
tons found buried in the sitting posture to lift its hand, 
—look upon its heart, and behold, not fire, but ashes — 
No, I must not thmk of such an ending! Dyin, would 
be a much mote gentlemanly way of meeting the difh 
culty Make a will and lewe her a house Or two and 
some stocks and othe: little financial convenicnces, to 
take away her necessity for keeping school --1 wonder 
what nice young mans fcet would be in my French 
slippers before six months were ovtr! Well what then ? 
If a man really loves a woman of course he wouldnt 
marry her for the world if he were not quite sure that 
he was the best person she could by any possibility marry 
It is odd cnough to read over what I have just 
been writing Its the merest fancy that ever was m 
the wold I shall never be married She will, andif 
she 1s as pleasant as she has been so far, I will give her 
a silver tea set, and go and take tea with ha and her 
husband sometimes No coffee, I hope, though,—it de 
presses me sadly I feel very miserably ,—they must 
have been grinding it at home Another morning walk 
will be good for me, and I don t doubt the schoolmustress 
will be glad of a little fresh aur before school 
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The throbbing flushes of the poctical intermittent 
have been coming over me from time to time of late 
Did you ever see that electrical experiment which con 
sists in passing a flash through letters of cold leaf in a 
darkened room, whereupon some name o1 legind springs 
out of the darkness in characters of fire P 

There are songs all written out m my soul, which I 
could read, if the flash might piss through thcem,—but 
the fire must come down from heaven Ah! bat what 
if the stormy xembus of youthful passion his blown by, 
and one asl» for lightning fiom the ragged cerrus of dis 
solving ispirations, or the silvcred cumulus of sluggish 
sitiety P I will call on her whom the dcad poets belicved 
in, whom hving oncs no longer wor hip,—the immortal 
maid who name her whit you will —Goddess, Muse, 
Spirit ot Beauty,—sits by the pillow of every youthful 
poet, and bends over his pile forchead until her tresses 
he upon his*chcek and 1ain their sold mto his dreams 


MUSA 


O my lost Beauty '—hast thou folded quite 
Thy wings of morning hght 
Beyond those iron gates 
Where Litt crowds hurtying to the haggard Tates, 
And Age upon his inound of ashes waits 
To cinll our hery dreams 
Hot from the heart ot youth plunged in his icy streams? 


Leave me not fading in these weeds of care, 
Whose flowers are silvered har '!— 
Have I not loved thee long 
Though my young lips have often done thee wrong 
And vexed ihe heavon tuned ear with careless song ? 
Ah wilt thou yet return, 
Bearing thy rose hued torch, and bid thine altar burn ? 


Come to me!—TI will flood thy mlent shrine 
Wath my soul s sacred wine, 
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XI 


THF company looked a little flustered one morning when 
I camo in —vo much 40, that I inquired of my neighbour, 
the divinity student what had been gong on It appeus 
thit the young fellow whom they call John had taken 
advantage of my being a little lite (1 having been rather 
Jonger than usual dressing that morning) to cirenlate 
several questions mvolving a quibble or play upon words, 
—in shat contaning that indigmty to the human un 
diistunding, condemned im the passa.es from the distin- 
guishcd moralist of the last century and the sllustiuous 
histoiy nm of the prescnt, which J eited on a former occa 
sion, and hnown as 1 pun Aftcr breikfist one of the 
boarders handed me a small roll of paper contamimng some 
of the questions and then answtis I subjoin two or 
thice of them, to show what a tendency there 1s to fri 
volity and meaningless talk in young, pcrsons of a certain 
sort, when not restrained by the presence of more reflec 
tive natuies —It was asked, “ Why teitian and quaitan 
fevers were like certain short hved insects? = Some inte 
resting physiological rel tion would be naturally suggested 
The inquirer blushes to find that the answer 1» in the 
paltry equivocation, that they skzp a day or two— Why 
an Englishman must go to the Continent to weaken his 
grog or punch?’ The answer proves to have no relation 
whatuver to the temperance movement, as no better 
reason 1s given than that island (or, a» 1t 1s absurdly 
written, 7le and) water won t mix —But when I came to 
the next question and its answer, J fet that patience 
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ceased to be a virtue “ Why an onion i like a piano 
1s a query that + person of sensibility would be slow to 
propose, but thit m an educated community an indi 
vidual could be found to answer 16 m these words,— 
‘ Because it smell odious, guas: its melodious,—is not 
credible, but too true I can show yon the paper 

[Deu rider, T bee your pardon for repe itmg such 
things I know most conversitiony reported in books 
aie altogether sbove such tiivid details, but folly will 
come up at every table as surcly as purslun and chick 
weed and sorrel will come up in gudens This young 
fellow ou ht to hive talked philosophy I know perfectly 
well, but he didn t —he made jokes | 

I am willing —T said —to excercise your ingenuity mn 
a rational and contemplative minner ~—No, I do not 
proseribe certain forms of philosophic al speculatiun which 
involve in approuwh to the vbsuid or the ludicrous, such 
as you may Sind fox cxample in the folio of the Revercnd 
Father Lhomws Sinchcr, in lis timous Disputitions, 
‘ De Sancto Mitummonio I will thecfore turn this 
levity of yours to profit by reading you a rhymed 
problem, wrought out Wy my fiicnd the Profcssor 


THE DEACON S MASTFRPILCE 


OR THE WONDECRIUL * ONL HOSS SHAY 
A LOGICAL STORY 


Have you beard of the wonderful one hoss shay, 
That was built im such a logical way 

It ran a hundred years toaduy, * 

And then of a sudden it—ak but stay 

Lii tell you what happened without delay, 
Scaring the paison into fits 

Frightening people out of their wits,— 

Have you evcr heard of that I say ° 


Seventeen hundred and fifty five 
Georgius Secundus was then alive,— 
Snuffy old drone from the German hive 
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That was the year when Lisbon town 

Saw tho earth open and gulp he: down, 
And Braddock 4 army was done so brown, 
Left without a scalp to its crown 

It was on the ternble Iarthquake day 
That the Dcacon finished the one hoss shay 


Nowein building of chaises I tell you what 
There 15 always somewhere a weakest spot,— 
In hub tire felloe in spring or till 

Jn pane] or crossbar or floor or sil 

In screw bolt thoroughbrace —lu king still, 
Find 1t sorae where you must and will — 
Above or tdlow or within or without — 
And that 6 the reason beyond a doubt 

A chaise breahs doun, but doesn t wear out 


But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do 
Withan Jdewvum or in J tell yeow ) 
He would build one shay to beat the taown 
n the heounty n all the kentry raoun 
It should be so built that 11 cow/i a break daown 
— Tur esad the Deacon  t 8s mighty plain 
Thut the wrakes place mus stan the stran, 
n the woyt fixit uz I mamtain 
s only yest 
T’ make that place uz strong uz the rest” 


So the Deacon inquired of the village folk 
Whore he could fiod the stromest cak 

That could nt be split nor bent nor broke ~ 
‘That was for spokes and fluor ind sills 

He s¢nt for lancewood to mako the thills 

The crossbars were ash from the stray htest trees 
The panels of white wood that cats hhke cl cese 
But lasts like iron for things hhe these 

The bubs of logs from the § Settk rs elum’ — 
Last of ites timber —they could nt sell cm, 
Never an axe had scen ther chips, 

And the wedges flew from betwecn ther hps, 
Then blunt ends frivzlcd hke celary tips, 

Step and prop iron bolt and screw 

Spring tire axle and linchpin too 

Steel of the finest bnght and blue 
Thoroughbrace bison skin thek and wide , 
Boot top, dasher, from tough old Inde 

Found in the pit when the tanner died 

That was the way he ‘put her through ”—~ 
‘There said the Deacon, “ naow she ll dew ’ 
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Do! I tell you, I rather ;uess 

She was a wonde: and nothing less! 

Colts giew horses beards tu.ncd gray 

Deacon and dcaconess dropped away 

Children and grandchudren—whcere wore they ? 
But there stocd the stout old one hoss shay 

As fresh as on Lisbon earthquake day ! 


LIGHTEEN HUNDRED, 16 came and found 
Lhe Dcacon s mastirpiece strony and sound 
Eighteen Lundicd mcreased by ten — 

* Hahnsum keridge they callecl it then 
Ei, hteen hundred and twenty canuw — 
Running as usual much the same 

Thirty and forty at Jast arrive 

And then come fifty and FLIRTY TIVF 


Little of all we value here 

Wakes on the moun of its hundredih year 
Without both fechng and looking quecr 

In fact there 5s nothing that khecps its youth, 
So far as 7 know but a tree and truth 

(Tis is a moral that run at large 

Take it — ‘ou re weloine —No catra charge ) 


First oF Novemprr —ih. Earthquake day — 
There arc traces of age im the once hoss shay, 
A. general favor of mild decay 

But nothing lo®&l as one may say 

Lherc couldn t be —for the Dcacon a art 

Had made it ro hke in every pat 

That there wasn t a chance tor one to start 

Ter the whecls were just a5 strong as the thilis, 
And the floor was just as strong as the sills, 
And the panels just as strong as the floor 

And the vu bippletrec negther less nor more 

And the back crossbar as strony, a» the fore, 
And spring and axle and hub encore 

And yet as a whole it 18 past a doubt 

In anothr hour 1 will be worn out ! 


First of November Fifty five! 

Tins monung the parson takes a drive 

Now, small boys, get out of thc way ! 

Here comes the wondertul one hoss shay 
Drawn by a rat-tailed ewe neci id bay 
“Huddop'! said the parson._-Ofl went they 
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The parson was working his Sunday s text,— 
Had got to fifthly and stopped perplexed 
At what the—M oses—was coming next 

All at once the horse stood stall, 

Close by the meet n house on the hull 
—First a shiver and then a thrill, 

Then something decidedly hke a spill — 

And the parson was sitting upon a rock, 

At half past nine by the meet n house clock,— 
Just the hour of the Farthquake shock! 
—What do you think the parson found, 
Whion he got up and stared around ? 

The poor old chaise m a heap or mound 

As if it had been to the mill and ground! 
You see of course if youre not a dume, 
How it went to pieces all at oncc,— 

All at once and nothing fist — 

Just as bubbles do when they burst 


Fnd of the wonderful one hoss shay 
Logic is logic §=Thats all I say 


IT think there 1s one habit —I said to our company 
a day or two* ate:wards,—worse thin that of punning 
Tt 1s the gradual substitution of cant or flish terms for 
words which truly characterise their objects I have 
known several very gente] idiots yhose whole vocabulary 
had deliqnesced into some half dosen expressions All 
things fill ito onc of two great cate xories ~fast or slow 
Mans chief cnd was to be a brick When the great 
calamities of hfe overtook their friends, these last were 
spoken of as hemg a good deal cut up Nine tenths of 
human cxistence weie summed up in the smgle word, 
bore These expressions come to be the algebraic symbols 
of minds which have grown too weak or mdolent to dis 
ermminite They are the blank checks of intellectual 
bankruptey ,—you may fill them up with what idea you 
hike, 1t makes no difference, for there are no funds in the 
treasury upon which they are drawn Colleges and 
good-for nothing smolmg clubs are the places where these 
conversational fungi sping up most luxuriantly Dont 
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think I undervalue the proper use and application of a 
cant word or phrase It adds piquancy to conversation, 
as a mushroom does to a siuce = But, it 18 no better than 
a toadstnol, odious to the sense and poisondus to the in 
téllect, when 1t spawns itself all over the talk of men and 
youths capable of talking, as 1f sometimes does As we 
hear flish phraseology if 19 commonly the dishwater 
from the washings of Kknglish dandyism school boy or 
full giown wrun, out of a three volume novel which had 
sopped it up or decanted fiom the pictured urn of Mr 
Veidant Green and diluted to suit the provinual climate 
The youns fellow called John spoke up sharply 
and said 1t was ‘ rum to hear me “ pitchin into fellers 
for goin it in the slang Ime, when I used all the flash 
words myself just when I pleased 
I replied with my usual forbewrance —Certainly, 
to give up the algebraic symbol, because a or 6 18 often 
a cover forgideal miility would be unwine I have heard 
a child labourmg to express a ccrtain condition, involving 
a hitherto undescribed sensation (1s 316 supposed), all of 
which could have been sufBviently explained by the parti 
ciple—dored I have seen a country clergyman with a 
one story intellect and a on horse vocabulary, who has 
consumed his valuable time (and mine) freely in develop 
ing an opinion of a brother mimiters discourse which 
would have been abundantly characterized by a perch 
down hpped sophomore in the one word—slow Tet us 
discriminate, and be shy of absolute proscription I am 
omniverbivorous by nature and traming Passing by 
such words as are poisonous, I can swallow most others, 
and chew such as I cannot swallow 

Dandies are not good for much, but they are good for 
something They invent or keep in circulation those 
conversational blank checks o1 counters just speken of, 
which mtellectual capitalists may sometimes find 16 worth 
their while to borrow of them They are uscful, too, in 
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keeping up the standard of dress, which, but for them, 
would deteriorate, and become what some old fools would 
have it, a matte: of convenience, and not of taste and art 
Yeo, I like dandies well enough,—on one condition 

What is that sn '—said the divinity student 
That they have pluck I find thit les at the 
bottom of all true dimdyism A little boy dressed up 
very fine who puts bis finga. m his mouth and takes to 
crying if other boys make tun of him, looks very silly 
But if he turns red m the face and knotty im the fists, 
and makes an example of the biggest of his assailants, 
throwing off his fine Leghorn and his thickly buttoned 
jacket, if necessary to consummate the act of yustice his 
smal toggery tikes on the splndours of the crested 
helmet that frightencd Astyanax, You r1emember that 
the Duh: said his dandy ofhcers were his best officers 
‘lhe ‘ Sunday blood the super superb sartoriul eques 
taian of our annual Fast diy, 1s not imposimg or dan 
gerous But such fellows as Brummel and D Orsay and 
Byion are not to be snubbed quite so easily Look out 
for la main de fer sous le gant de velours, (which I 
printed in Enghsh the otha day without quotation 
marks, thinking whethu any searabeus criticus would 
add this to his globe and roll in glory with it into the 
newsp ipers —which he didnt do it, in the charming 
pleonasm of the London language, and therefore I claim 
the sole merit of exposmg the same) <A good many 
powerful and dangerous people have had a decided dash 
of dandyism about them There was Alcibiades, the 
‘ curled son of Climas, an accomplished young man, but 
what would be called a “swell in these days There 
was Aristoteles, a very distinguished writer, of whom 
you have heard,—a philosopher, in short, whom it took 
centuries to learn, centuries to unlearn, and 1s now goimg 
to take a generation or more to learn over again 
Regular dandy, he was So was Marcus Antonius, and 
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though he lost his game he played for lig stakes, and it 
wasnt his dandyism that spoiled his chance  Petrarca 
was not to be despiscd as a scholar or a poet but he was 
one of the same sort So wis Si Huinphry Davy, so 
was Lod Palmerston, formerly if I am not for etful 
Yes,—a dandy 1s good tor something 8 such, and 
dandis such is I was just spcal ng of have rocked this 
planet hike 1 cradle—ay ind left 1t swinging to this 
day —Stall, sf I were you, I wouldnt go to the tailors, 
on the stren,th of these remuks and run up a long bill 
which will render pockets a puperfluity m your next suit 
Elegans nascitui, non ft’ A manis born a dindy, 
as he 1s borna poet ‘Lhere are heads that cant wear 
hats, there are nechs thit cant tt cravats, there are 
jaws thit cant fill out collus»—-(Wilhs touched this last 
point in one of his euler ambroty pes, if I remember 
rightly), there ar. fournures nothing can humanise, ind 
movements@othing can subdue to the gracious suavity or 
elegant languor o: stately serenity which belong to dit 
ferent styles of d indyinm 

We are forming an uistocracy as you may observe, 
in this country —notga gratid Dei, nor a gure dwvino 
one,—but a de facto upper stratum of bung which floats 
over the turbid waves of common lite like the undescent 
film you may have scin spreading over the water about 
our whatves,—very splendid, though its origin may have 
been tar, tallow, trun oil, or othe: such unctuous com 
modities I say, then we are formmg an aristocracy , 
and transitory as its individuil life often is, 1 mamtains 
itself tolerably, as a whole Ot course money 1s its 
corner stone But now observe this Money kept for 
two or three generations transforms a race —I don t mean 
merely in manners and hereditary culture, bub in blood 
and bone Money buys air and sunshine, in which 
children grow up more kindly, of course, than in close, 
back streets, 16 buys country places to give them happy 
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and healthy summers good nmsing good doctoring, and 
the best cuts of beef and mutton When the spring 
chickens come to market ——I beg your pardon,—that 
is not what I was going to speak of As the young 
females of each successive season come on, the finest 
specimens among them, other things bemg equal, are apt 
to attract those who cin afford the cxpensive luxury of 
beauty The physical character of the next generation 
rises in consequence It 1s plain that certain families 
have in this way acquired an elevated type of fue and 
figure, and that in a small cucle of city connexions one 
may somtimes find models of both sexes which one of 
the rural counties would find 1 hard to match from all 
its townships put together Because there 1s a good deal 
ef running down of degeneration and waste of hfe, among 
the richer clisses, you must not overlook the equally ob 
vious fact I have just spoken of,—which in one or two 
generations more will be, I think, much neore patent 
than just now 

The weik point in our chryso aristocracy 15 the same I 
have alludcd to in connexton with cheap dandyism — Its 
thorough manhood its high caste ¢ Ulantry are not so 
manifest as the plate-glass of 1ts windows ind the more 
or less legitimate heraldry of its coh pinels It 1s very 
curious to observe of how small account military folk» are 
held among our Northern people Our young men must 
gild thur spurs, but thry need not win them The equal 
division of property keeps the younger sons of rch people 
above the necessity of military seryice Thus the army 
loses an element of refinement, and the moneyed upper 
class forgets what 1t 18 to count heroism among its 
virtues Still I dont believe in any aristocracy without 
pluck 28 1ts bachbone Ours may show it when the time 
comer, if 1b ever docs come 
These United States furnish the greatest market 
for intellectual green fr ust of all the places m the world 
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I think so, at any rate, The demand for mtellectual la- 
bour is so enormous and the markct so tar fiom mice, that 
young talent 1s apt to fare like unripe gooseberries,—get 
plucked to make a fool of Think of a country which 
buys etghty thousand copies of the “ Proverbiil Philo 
sophy, while the author s admirmg countrymen have 
been buymg twelve thousand! How can one let his 
fruit hing im the sun until 16 gets fully mpe, while 
there are aighty thousand such hungry mouths ready 
to swallow it and proclaim its praises? Consequently, 
there never was such a collection of crude pippms and 
half grown windfalls as vu nitive literature displays 
among its fiuits There are literary green groceries at 
every corncr which will buy anything from a button 
pear to a pme-ipple It tahes a long apprentueship to 
train a whole people to rexding and writing The tempta- 
tion of money ind fame 1s too great for young people 
Do I not remember that gloriou,. moment when the late 
Mr ——- we wont say who,—editor of the we wont 
say whit offured me the sum of fifty cents per double 
columncd quarto pig¢ for shiking my young bouzhs over 
his foolscap apron? = Was 1t not an intoxicating vision of 
gold and glory? I should doubtless hive revelled in its 
wealth and splendour but for leaning that the fifty cents 
was to be considured a rhetorical embellishment, and by 
no means a literal expression of pist fact or present 
intention 





Beware of making your moral staple consist of 
the negative virtues It 1s good to abstain, and teach 
others to abstain, from all that 1s sinful o1 hurtful But 
making a business of it leads to cmaciation of character, 
unless one fecds largely also on the more nutritious diet 
of active sympithetic benevolence 

I don t believe one word of what you are saying, 
—spoke up the angular female in black bombazine 
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I am sorry you disbelieve it, madam,—I said, and 
added softly to my next neighbonr,—but you prove it 

The young fellow sitting near me winkcd, and the 
divinity student said 1n an undertone,—Optime dictum 

Your talking Latin,—said I,—reminds me of an odd 
trich of one of my old tutors He read so much of that 
language that his Fnglish half turned mto it He got 
caught m town, one hot summer, in pretty close quarters, 
and wrote o1 began to write, a series of city pastorals— 
Eclogues he called them—-and meant to have published 
them by subsciiption I remember some of his verses, 
f you want to hear them —You sur, (addressmg myself 
to the divinity student ) and all such ag have becn through 
college, or what 1s the same thing, received an bonoraty 
degree, will understand them without a dictioniry The 
old min had a great deal to say about ‘ estivation, as he 
called 16 in opposition 1s one might say, to hibernation 
Tntrimuial astivation or town hfe m summer, he would 
Biy, 1s a peculiar form of suspended existence or semi 
asphyxia One wakes up from it about the begimming of 
the last weeh in September This 13 what 1 1emember of 
his poem — 


AUSTIVATION 
An Unpublished Poem, by my late Latin Tutor 


In candcnt ire the solar splindour flames 

The foles languescent pend from and rames, 
His humid front the ive anhcling wiprs, 
And dreams of exring on ventiferous ripes 


How dulce to vive occult to mortal eyes, 
Dorm on the herb with none to supervise, 
Carp the suave berries fiom the crescent vine 
And bibe the flow from longicaudate kine! 


To me, alas! no verdurous visions come, 
Save yon exiguous pool s conterva scum,— 
No concave vast repeats the tender hue 
That laves my milk jug with celestial blue! 
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Me wretched! Let me curr to quercine shades ! 
Fffund your albid hausts lactiferous maids | 

O might I vole to some aumbia,cous clump — 
De part —be off,—excede,—evade,— erump ! 





T have lived by the sea shore and by the moun 
tains No,—I am not going to say which 1s best ~=The 
one where jour place 1s 1» the best for. you But this 
diffrence there 1s you can domesticite mount uns, but 
the seas fere nature ‘ou my have a hut or know 
the owner of one on the mountain side you sce a hght 
half way up its ascent in the evening, and you hnow there 
1s & home and you might share it You have noted 
certain trees peihaps you know the particular zone 
whee the hemlochs looh so black in October, when the 
miplcs and beeches have fidcd All ats_ relic fs and in 
taghos have electrotyped themselves in the medallions 
that hang round the walls of your memory 8 chamber — 
The sea 1umembers nothing Iti feline It heks your 
fret,—its huge flanks purr very pk asintly for you, but 
it will crack your bones and eat you, for all that, and wipe 
the cumsoncd foam from its jaws as if nothing had hap 
pened ‘The mountyps give thei lost children berties 
and water thc sev mocks their thirst and Icts them die 
The mountains have a giand stupid, loveable tranquillity, 
the sea has a fucinating treacherous intclligence The 
mountains lie about like huge 1ummants their broad 
backs awful to look upon, but sife to handle The sea 
smooths its silver scales, until you cinnot see their joints, 
—but their shining 1s that of + snakes belly, after all — 
In deeper suggestiveness I find as great a difference 
The mountains dwarf mankind and foicshorlen the pro 
cession of its long generations The sea drowns out hu 
manity and time, 1t has no sympathy with either, for it 
belongs to eternity, and of that 1t sings its monotonous 
song for ever and ever 

Yet I should love to have a little box by the sea-shore 


238 THE AUTOCRAT 


T should love to gaze out on the wild feline element from 
a front window of my own, just as J should love to look 
on a caged panthcr, and sec it stretch its shining Icngth, 
and then curl over and lap its smooth sides and by and 
bye begin to lash itself into rage and show its white teeth, 
and spring at its bus, ind howl the cry of 1ts mad, but, 
to me, harmless fury —And then,—to look at 1t with that 
inwaid eye,— who docs not love to shuffle off time and its 
concerns at mtervils,—- to forget who 1s President and 
who 1s Goveinor, whit race he belongs to, what language 
he sperks, which golden headed nul of the firmament his 
particulu planctuy system is hung upon and hsten to 
the great liquid metronome as 1t beits 1t3 solemn measmie, 
steadily swinging when the solo or duet of human hfe 
began, and to swing just as steadily after the human 
chorus has dicd out ind min 1s a fossil on its shores P 
What should decide one in choosmg 1 summer 
residcnce r—Constitution, first of all How thuch snow 
could yon mclt in an hour, if you were plinted in a hogs 
head of itY Comfort 14 essential to enjoyment All 
sensitive people should remember, thit persons m eaay 
circumstances suffer much more fawn cold in summer— 
that 18, the warm hulf of the year—than in winter, o1 the 
other half You must cut your climate to your constitu 
tion, as much as your clotling to your shape After this, 
consult your taste and convenience But if you would be 
happy in Berkshire, you must carry mountains in your 
brain, and if you would enjoy Nahant you must have an 
ocean im your soul Nature plays at dominoes with you, 
you must match her piece, or she will never give it up to 
you 





The schoolmistress said, m a rather mischievous 
way, that she was afraid some minds or souls would be 
a little crowded, if they took in the Rocky Mountains 
or the Atlantic 

Have you ever read the little book called “ The Stars 
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and the Earth P —said [—Ifave you seen the Declara 
tion of Independence photographed in a surface that a 
fly s foot would cove: P The forms or conditions of Time 
and Space as Kant will tell you, ae nothing m them 
selves —only ow wry of looking at things Lou are 
right, I think, however in recognising the category of 
Space as being quite as applicable to minds as to the 
outer world = kycry man of reflection 1s vaguely conscious 
of an impurtectly defined circle which 1s drawn about his 
intellect He hw 1 perfectly clear sense that the frag 
ments of his itellectual cirde inclade the curves of 
many othe: minds of which he is cogmzant He often 
recognises these as manifestly concentric with his own, 
but of less 1adius) = On. the other band, when we fnd a 
portion of an are on the outside of our own, we say it 
intersects ours but are very slow to confess or to see 
that it crrcumscribes it = very now and then 1. man’s 
mind 1s stitched by a new idea or sensation, and never 
shiinhs bach to it» former dimensions After looking at 
the Alps I felt thit my mind had been stretched bey ond 
the limits of its elisticity, and fitted so loosely on my old 
ideas of space thit I md to spread these to ht it 
It I thought I should ever sec the Alps '—said 
the schoolmistress 

Pahaps you will, some time or other, —I said 

It 1s not very lihely —she answered —I have had one 
or two opportunitus but I had iather be anything, than 
governess in a ich family 

(Proud, too, you little soft voiced woman! Well, I 
can t say I like you any the worse for it How long will 
school keeping tike to kill youP Is it posmble the poor 
thing works with her needle tooP I dont hke those 
marks on the side of her forefinger 

Tableau Chamoum Mont Blane im full view 
Figures in the foreground, two of them standing apart , 
one of them a gentleman of: oh,—-ah,—yes! the 
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other a lady in a white cashmere, leaning on his shoulder 
—The ingenuous reader wil] understand that this was an 
internal private, personil, subjective dioramas, seen for 
one instant on the background of my own consciousness, 
and abolished into black nonentity by the first question 
which 1ecalled me to actual life, 1s suddenly as if one of 
those 110n shop blinds (which I always pass at dusk with 
a shiver, expecting to stuinble over some poor but honest 
shop boy s heid, just tiken off by its sudden and unex 
pected descent and Icit outside upon the sidewiuk) had 
come down in fiont of 1t by the run | 

Should you hhe to hear what moderite wishes 
life brings one to at last P T used to be very ambiti- 
ous —wasteful extravagant, and luxniious in all my 
fincies Reid too much m the “ Arabiin Nights 
Must hwe the lamp—couldnt do without the sng 
Fxercise every morning on the brazen horse Plump 
down into castles as full of little milk white sxmcesses as 
a nest is of young sparrows All love me dearly at once 
—Charming idea of life, but too high coloured for the 
revity Ihave outgiown all this, my tastes have become 
exceedingly ptimitive —almost merhaps, acetic We 
earry happiness mto ou condition, but must not hope to 
find it there J think you will be willing to hcar some 
lines which embody the subdued wd hmuited desires of 
my maturity 





CONTENTMENT 
Man wants but httle here below 


Little Task, my wants are few, 
I only wish a hut of stone 
(A very plain brown stone will do ) 
Jhat 1 may call my own ,— 
And close at hand 1s such a one, 
In yonder street that fronts the sun 
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Plain food 18 quite enough for me 
Three courses are us good as ten ,— 
It Nature can subsist on thice, 
Phank Heaven for thins Amen! 
T always thought cold victual nice ,— 
My chozce would be vanilla 1¢cc 


I care not much for gold or land ,— 

Give me a mortgage bere and there — 
Some good bank stuck,—some note of hand 
Vr trifling railroad share — 

I only ask that boitune send 
A little moic than I shall spend 


Honours are silly tuys I know, 
And titles are out empty names —- 
I would perhaps be Pl nrpo — 
But only ncar St James 
Im very sure L should not care 
Lo fill our Gubcrnator s chair 


Jewels are bawbles tis a sin 
Lo care for such unfruitful things ,— 
@One good sized diamond in a pm 
Some xot so large m unis — 
Axuby anda pcarl vr so 
Wall dv tor me —1 laugh at show 


My dame shall dress in cheap attire , 
(Good hdfvy silks are never dea ,)— 
I own perhaps 1 might desc 
Some shawls of truc Cashmiie — 
Some marrowy crapes of China silk 
Lake wrinklid skuns on scalded sailh 


I would not have the horse 1 drive 
So fast that folks must stop and stare, 
An casy gait,—two forty five — 
Suits me Ido not care — 
Perhaps, for just a single spurt, 
Some seconds icss would do no hurt 


Of pictures I should like to own 
‘Litians and Raphacls three or four — 
I love so much then style and tont,— 
One 'kurncr, and no more,— 
{A landecape,—toreground golden dirt, 
The sunshine painted with a squirt ) 
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Of books but few,—some fifty score 
For daly use and bound tor wear, 
The rest upon an uppcr floor — 
Some /rétle luxury there 
Of red morocco s gilded gleam, 
And vcllam nch as country cream 


Busts cameos gems —such things as these, 
Which others often show for pride, 
T vyaluc for their power to please 
And selfish churls deride, 
One Stradivanius, 1 confess, 
Two Mecrschaums, I would fain possess 


Wealth s wasteful treks I will not learn, 
Nor ape the ghttermg upstart fool — 
Sh ill not carved tables scrve my turn 
But ali must be ot buhlP 
Give graspms pomp its double share — 
J ask but one recumbent chair 


Thus humble let me hve and die 
Nor long for Midas golden touch, 
If Heaven more gencrous guts deny, 
I shall not miss them much — 
Too gratctul tor the blessmg lent 
Of simple tastes and mind content! 


MY LAST WALK WITIE THE (SCHOOLMISTRESS 
(4 Parenthesis ) 


T cant say just how many walks she and I had 
taken together before this one I found the effect of 
going out every morning wis decidedly favourable on her 
health Two pleasing dimples the places for which were 
just marked when she cime, played, shadowy, im her 
freshenmg cheek» when she smilud and nodded good 
morning to me from the school house steps 

T am afraid I did the greater part of the talking At 
any rate, if I shou'd try to report all that I said dunng 
the first half-dozen walks we took together, I fear that I 
might receive a gentle hint from my friends the pub- 
hshers, that a separate volume, at my own risk and ex- 
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pense, would be the proper method of bringing them 
before the public 

I would have a woman as true as Death At 
the first real le which works trom the heart outward she 
should be tenderly chloroformed to a better world, where 
she can have an angel for a governess, and feed on strange 
fruits which will make he: all over again, even to her 
bones and marrow —Whether gifted with the accident of 
beauty o1 not she should have been mouldcd m the rose 
red cluy of Love, before the bicath of life made a moving 
mortal ot her Love capacity 15 a cong: nital endowment , 
and I tlink, after awhile, one gets to hnow the warm 
hued nitwes it pelongs to frora the pretty p:pe clay 
counterfeits of them —Pioud she muy be, in the sense of 
respecting herself but pride im the sense of contemning 
others less gifted than herself deserves the two lowest 
eircles of a vulyir womins Inferno, whcre the punish 
ments are tynill pox and Binkruptey She who nips off 
the end ot a brittle courtesy, a one breaks the tip of an 
icicle, to bestow upon those whom she ought cordially 
and hindly to recognise proclaims the fact that she comes 
not merely of low blogd, but of bad blood Conscious 
ness of unquestioned position makes people gracious in 
proper measure to all, but if a woman puts on airs with 
her real equals, she has somcthing about herself o her 
family she 18 ashamed of, or ought to be Middle, and 
more than middle aged people, who know family histories, 
generally see through it An official of standmg was 
rude to me once) Qh that is the matcrnal grandfather, 
—said a wise old friend to me —he was a boor —Better 
too few words from the womin we love, than too many 
while she is silent Nature 1s working for her, wlnle she 
talks, she is working for hersclf—Love 18 sparingly 
soluble in the words of men, therefore they speak much 
of 1t, but one syllable of womins speech can dissolve 
more of it than a man» heat can hold 
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w——— Whether I said any or all of these things to the 
schoolmistrcss, or not,—whether I stole them out of Lord 
Bacou,—whethe: I eribbed them from Bilzac —-whether 
I dipped them from the ocean of Tupperiin wisdom,—or 
whither: I have just found them in my head, laid there 
by that solemn fow], Experience (who, according to my 
observation cachles oftener thin she drops real live evgs,) 
IT cannot say Wise men have said more foolish things, 
—and foolish men, I don t doubt have «ud as wise things 
Anyhow, the schoolmistiess and I had pleasant w ilk» and 
long talks all of which I do not feel bound to report 
You we 4 stranger to me, maam—lI dont 
doubt you would hhke to know all I sud to the school 
mistress —I shan t do 1t —I had rather get the pub 
lisheis to return the money you have invested in this 
Besidis T have forgottin a sood deal of 1t I shall tell 
only what I like of whit I remember 

——— My iderwis im the first place, to se rch out the 
picturesque spots which the city affords a sight of to 
those who have eyes J know a good many, and 1t was 
a plcasure to look at them m compiny with my young 
friend There were the shiubs iwnéflowcrs in the bi mkhn 
Place front yards or borders, Commarce is Just putting 
his granite foot uponthem Then thcre we certun small 
seragho gardens into which onc cin get a peep through 
the crevices of high fences, one in Myrtle Sticet or bick 
ing on 1t—here and there one at the North and South 
Ends Then the great elms in Essex Street hen the 
stately horse chestnuts m that vacant lot m Chambers 
Street, which hold their outspread hands over your head, 
(as I said in my poem the other day ) and look as if they 
were whispering, “ May grace, mercy and peace be with 
you! —ind the rest of thut bencdiction Nay there are 
certain patches of ground, which, having lain neglected for 
a time, Nature who always has her pockets full of seeds, 
and holes in all her pockets, has covered with hungry 
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pleheian growths, which fight for life with each other, 
until some of them get broad leaved and succulent, and 
you have a coarse vegetable tapestry which R iph vel would 
not have disdained to spread over the foregiound of his 
masterpiece The Profussor pretends that he found such 
a one in Charles Street, which im sts dare devil umpudence 
of rough and tumble veget tion beat the pretty behaved 
flower beds of the Public Girden as ignominiously as a 
group of young tatterdemilions playing pitch and toss 
beats a row of Sunday school boys with their teacher at 
their head 

But then the Professor has one of his burrows im that 
region and puts everything in high colours relating to 16, 
That 1s his way about every thm, I hold any man 
cheap —he said—of whom nothing stronger: can be 
uttered than that all his geese are swans How 1s that, 
Professor P—said 1,—I should have set you down for 
one of thag sort Sir,—said he,—I am proud to say, 
that Nature has so far enriched me that I cannot own so 
much as a duch without seeing im it as pretty a swin as 
ever swam the basin in the garden of the Luxembourg 
And the Professor showed the whites of his eyes de- 
voutly, ke one returning thanks after a dinner of many 
courses 

I don t know arything sweeter than this leaking in of 
Nature through all the aacks in the walls and floors of 
cities You heap up a million tons of hewn 10cks on a 
square mile or two of earth which was green once The 
trees look down fiom the hnllsides and ash each other, as 
they stand on tiptoe — What are these people about P” 
And the small herbs at their feet look up and whisper 
back,— We will go and see = So the small herbs pack 
themselves up in the least possible bundles, and wait 
until the wind steals to them at mght and whispers, 
**Come with me” Then they go softly with it mto the 
great city,—one to a ckft in the pavement, one to a 
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spout on the roof one toasecam in the marbles over a rich 
gentleman’s bones, and one to the grave without a stone 
where nothing but a man 1s buned,—and there they 
grow, looking down on the generations of men from 
mouldy roofs, looking up from between the less trodden 
pavements, looking out through iron cemetery railings 
Listen to them when there is only 1 hght breath stirring, 
and you will hia: them saying to each other,—* Wait 
awhile! The words ran ilong the telejraph of those 
narrow gieen lines that bordcr the roads leading from 
the city, until they reach the slope of the hills and the 
trees repeat in low murmurs to each other,—-* Wait 
awhile! By and by the flow of lifc m the streets ebbs, 
and the old leafy mhabitants—the smaller tribes always 
in fiont—saunter in one by one, very careless seemingly, 
but very tenacious, until they swirm so that the great 
stones gape fiom cach other with the crowding of their 
roots, and the feldspar begins to be pick.d out of 
the gianite to find them food At last the trees take 
up thar solemn line of march, and never rest until they 
have encamped m the market place Wait long enough 
and you will find an old dotinz oalhuggin,, 1 huge worn 
block in its yellow underground aims, that was the 
corner stone of the State House QO, so prtient she 1, 
this imperturbable Nature! 
Let us uy! 
But all this has nothing to do with my walks and 
talks with the schoolmistress I did not say that I would 
not tell you something about them Let me alone, and 
I shall talk to you more than I ought to, probably We 
never tell our secrets to people that pump for them 
Books we talked about, and cducation It was her 
duty to know something of these, and of course she did 
Perhaps I was somewhat more learned than she, but I 
found that the difference between her reading and mine 
was like that of a mans and a woman s dusting a library 
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The man flaps about with a bunch of feathers, the 
woman goes to work sofily with a cloth She does not 
raise half the dust, nor fill her own mouth and eyes with 
it,——but she goes into all the corners, and attends to the 
leaves as much as the cover» —Boohs are the negatwe 
pictures of thought, and the moro sensitive the mind 
that receives their images the more micely the finest 
lines are reproduced A woman (of the mght kind), 
reading after a man follows him as Ruth followed the 
reapers of Boaz, and her gleanings are often the finest of 
the wheat 

But 1t was m talking of Life that we cange most nearly 
together I thought [ knew somethin, about that,— 
that I could speak or write about it somewhat to the 
purpose 

To take up this fluid earthly being of ours as a sponge 
sucks up water —-1o be stec ped and soaked in its realities 
as a hidegills its pores lying seven years in a tan pit,— 
to have wimnowed cvary wie of 16 a5 a mill whcel works 
up the stieam thit runs through the flume upon its float 
boards,—to have curled up im the kcenest spasms and 
flattened out in the Jaxcst languois of this breathing 
sickness, which keeps certain paicels of matter uneasy 
for three or four score years,—to hive fought all the 
devils and clasped all the angels of its delaium,—and 
then, just at the point when the white hot passions have 
cooled down to cherry red, plunge our experience mto the 
ice cold stream of some language or other, one might 
think would end m i rhapsody with somcthmng of spring 
and temper in it = All this I thought my power and 
province 

The schoolmistress had tried life too Oncein a while 
one meets with a single soul greate: than all the livmg 
pageant which passes bcfore 1 As the pale a’tronomer 
sits m his study with sunken eyes and thin fingers, and 
weighs Uranus or Neptune as in a balance, so there are 
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meek, slight women who have weighed all which this 
planetary life can offer, and hold it hke a bauble in the 
palm of their slender hands This was one of them 
Fortune had left her, sorrow had baptized her, the 
routine of labour and the loveliness of almost fmendless 
city life were before her Yet, as I looked upon her 
tranquil face gradually regainmg a cheerfulness which 
was often sprightly, as she became mterested m the 
various matters we talked about and places we visited, I 
saw that eye and lip and every shifting lineament were 
made for love,—unconscious of their sweet office as yet, 
and meeting the cold aspect of Duty with the natural 
graces which were meant for the reward of nothing less 
than the Great Passion 
T never addressed one word of love to the school- 
mistress m the course of theso pleasant walks = It 
seemed tu me that we talked of everything but love on 
that particular morning There was, perhaps, a little 
more timidity and hesitancy on my part than I have com 
monly shown among our people at the boarding house 
In fact, I considered myself the master at the break- 
fast table, but, somehow, I could got command myself 
just then so well as usual The truth 1s, T had secured 
a passage to Liverpool in the steamer which was to leave 
at noon,— with the condition, howeve: of being released 
in case circumstances occurred to detain me The school 
mistress knew nothing about all this, of course, as yet 
It was on the Common that we were walking The 
mall or boulevard of our Common, you know, has various 
branches leading fiom 1t in different directions One of 
these runs down from oppo-te Joy Street southward 
across the whole length of the Common to Boylston 
Street We called it the long path, and were fond of 1 
I felt very weak indeed (though of a tolerably robust 
halt) as we came opposite the head of this path on that 
morning I think I tried to speak twice without making 
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myself distinctly audible At last I got out the ques 
tion Will you take the Jong path with mer——~ 
Certamly,—said the schoolmistress —with much pleasure 
Think —I said,—before you answer, if you take 
the long path with me now, I shall interpret 16 that we 
are to part no more! The schoolmistress stepped back 
with a sudden movement, as if an arrow had struck her 
One of the long gramte blochs used as seats was hard 
by,~-the one you may still see close by the Gingko tree 
Pray sit down,—I said No, no, she answered 
softly,—I will walk the long path with you ! 
The old gentleman who sits opposite met us walk- 
mg, arm and arm, about the middle of the long path, 
and said, very charmingly,—* Good morning, my dears!” 
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I pip not think it probable that I should have a great 
many more talks with our compiny, and therefore I was 
anxious to get as much as I could into every conversation 

That 1s the reason why you will find some odd, miscel 

laneous facts here, which I wished to tell at least once, as 
T should not hive a chance to tell them habitually, at 
our breakfast: table —We re very fiee and easy, you know, 
we dont read what we dont like Ow: parish 18 so 
large, one can t pretend to preach to all the pews at once 

One can t be all the tame tiying to do the beat of ones 
best , if a company works a steam fire engine, the tiremen 
needn t be straining, themselves all day to squirt over the 
top of the flagstaff Let them wash some of those lower 

story windows a little Besides, there is no use in our 
quarrelling now,,as you will find out when you get 
through this paper | 

Travel accoding to my experience, does not 
exactly correspond to the idea one gets of 16 out of most 
books of tiavels I am thinking of travel as if was 
when I made the Grand Tour, especially in Italy 

Memory 1s a net, one finds 1t full of fish when he takes 
it from the brook, but a dozen miles of water have run 
through it without stickmg TI can prove some facts 
about travelling by a story or two There are certain 
principles to be assumed,—such as these —He who 1s 
earned by horses must deal with rogues —To day s dinner 
subtends a large: visual angle than yesterday s revolution. 
A mote m my eye 1s bigger to me than the biggest of 
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Dr Goulds private planets —LEvery traveller 1s a self 
taught entomologist —Old jokes are dynamometers of 
mental tension, an old joke tells better among finds 
travelling than at home—which shows that ther minds 
are ina state of diminished rather than increased vitality 
There was a story about “ stiahps to your pahnts, ’ which 
was vastly funny to us fellows—on the road from Milan 
to Venice —Celum non anrmum —travcllers change their 
guiners but not their characters The bore 1s the same, 
eating dates under the cedars of Lebanon, as over + plate 
of baked beans in Beacon Street —Parties of travellers 
have a morbid instinct for “ establishing ruws upon each 
other —A man shall sit down with his friend at the foot 
of the Great Pyggmid and they will take up the question 
they had been talkimg about under ‘ thc great elm, and 
forget, all about Egypt When I was crossing the Po 
we were all fightinz about the propriety of one fellow s 
telling awother that bis argument was absurd one 
maintaining it to be a perfectly admissible lozical term, 
as proved by the phrise “ reductio ad absurdum, the 
rest badgermg him as 1 conversational bully Mighty 
little we troubled oyselves fo. Padus, the Po, “ a river 
broader aud mote 1.pid than the Rhone, «nd the times 
when Hannibal led bis grim Africans to its banks and 
his elephants thrust then trunks into the yellow waters 
over which that pendulum ferry boat was swinging back 
and fo.waid every ten minutes! 

-—— Hcre are some of those reminiscences, with 
morals prefixed, or annexed, or implied 

Lavely emotions very commonly do not strike us full 
in front, but obliquely from the side , a scene or meident 
in undress often affects us more than one im full costume 


‘ Ts this the mghty ocean ?—~19 this all? 


says the Princess in Gebir The rush that should have 
flooded my soul in the Coliseum did not come But 
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I pip not think it probable thit I should have a great 
many moi tiks with ow compiny ud therefor FT wis 
anvious to .¢t is much ws I could into every Convers ition 

That 1 the 1cason why you will tind some edd miscel 

lancous futs here which I wished to tell it le st once as 
I should not hive a chince to tcl] them habitually at 
ow bicakfist table —We re very frec and casy you know, 
we dont roid whit we dont Jike Our push 1 650 
large onc cin t pictend to preach to ul the pews ut once 

One cin t be all the tame tryiny to do the beyf of ones 
best af a company woils ce steam fire engime the fucmen 
necdn t be sti uping, tharsclyes all day to squit ove: the 
top of the flijstuf Dict them wishsome of those lower 

story windows a hitle Besides there is ue use im ou 
quuncllin, now,,w you will fmd out whin jou get 
thiou,h this prpa | 

fiwel xucondmg to my expcricnce does not 
exutly concespond to the ider one cts of tout of most 
books of travels Io um thinking of thivcl w it was 
when IT mide the Grand Tow, cspeuailly m= Itiy 
Memory 15 4 net one finds it full of fish when he takes 
16 from the brook but a dozen nnks of water hive run 
through it without sticking I cum prove some its 
about trivelling by a story or two There are certam 
punaples to be assumed —such as thse —He who 1s 
earrnicd by horses must deal with rojucs —Lo days dinner 
subtends a lirger visual inile thin yesterday s icvolution 

A mote in my eye 1s bigger to me than the biggest of 
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Di Goulds privite plincts —Fvay traveller is a self 
tau ht cntomolojist Old jolos ne dynunometas of 
mentil tension, an old jole tells better unon, fiicnds 
truwelln. thi wohome—which shews that then minds 
weomastate of duamishcd ithe: thin ince wed vit dity 
There wis tstory tbout straps to your puhnts winch 
wis vastly funny to us tdlows—on the roid from Milian 
to Venice -—Cu fan wow anim —trivellors change their 
Gunes bub not then chuactas The bore ws the same, 
etting dies under the cdus of Lcbiuon is ever i plate 
of bilcd beans im beacon Street —Puties of trwellers 
have atmorbul mstiict for estiblishing paws) upon eich 
other —A min hall i down with his friend ut the foot 
of the Groat Pyxygmnid ind they will talc up the question 
they bid becn tilling ubout under the Jreat chim = and 
forjct Ul vubout FFoypt When DT wis cossm, the Po 
we were all Giohtin,, sbout the propricty of one fcllow s 
tellin, veotha thi his usument wos absurd — one 
muntunmne it to be ot perfectly ulmussible lojtal tam, 
is proved by the phrise reductio ad ubsurdum the 
rst bulge, him as ov conver ational bully | Mighty 
little we troubled oysclves for Padus the Po waiver 
broader nd amore rapid than the Abone ind the tines 
when Hannibal ted dus ouim Afiieims toils bls and 
his clephants thiu t then tranls into the yellow waters 
over which that pendulum ferry bout wes swingm, back 
and forward evary ton munutes ! 
Hex we some of those reminiscences, with 
moi Us prefixed or annexed or implied 

Lively «motions very commonly do not stale us full 
im front but obhyuely from the side a sccne or madcnt 
in undress often ilects us more than one in full costuime 





Is this the mighty occan ¢—1s this all’ 


stys the Princess in Geb = The rush that should have 
flooded any soul in the Coliscum did not come But 
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wilking one diy in the ficlds about the city I stumbled 
over ui fitment of brohen masonry ind lo! the Worlds 
Mistre s m her stone judle—alta mania Roma —rose 
before me wd whitencd my check with her pile shadow 
ws nevir before o1 since 

T used very often when coming bome fiom my morn 
mgs work wWonc of the pubhe mstitutions of Pur to 
stop in ut the deu old chwuich of St Ftiamne du Mont 
The tomb of St Genevicve surrounded by burning 
cmdks md votive tiblits wis tha the muri tiblet 
of Jacobus Beniznus Winslow was there there wis a 
noble or nwith caved foures the pulpit was borne on 
the oil cn shouldars of 2 stooping Simson ind there was 
wmuvcllous sturcuwe Tbe 1 col of lage | These thmys 
I mention from memory but not all of them to. cthe 
mnprossed me 60 much a5 an msciiption on vsmul slab 
of mrblo fixed in one of the wills It told how this 
church of St Mephen was repancd and be vat ed m the 
yeu 1O** and how dun, the celebration of its re 
opamm,, two guls of the push (filles de la pararsse) 
fl from the Sulery cuayin, a put of the btlustrade 
with them fo the piwement but goby 1 in acl escaped 
unmyund Two youn, jul onumeleos but 1¢ al proscnces 
tomy imiginvtion woamuch ws when they cume fluttcung 
down on the tiles with very that outsere uned the sh upest 
troble in the Te Deum = (lool at Culyles artic on 
Boswell and sce how he speusof the poor youn, woman 
Johnson tilled with in the streets one evenmn, } All 
the cowd one but these two filles dc di parotse — 
gone as uttarly as the dicsscs they wore as the shoes 
that were on then fact as the bicad and mevt that were 
in the market on that doy 

Not the great histori events but the personal mei 
dents that call up simgle shup pictures of some human 
bein, in its pang o1 strug le reach us most neuly = I 
remember the platform at Berne over the parapet of which 
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Thoobiuld Wenz ipflis restive hose sprung with him 
and landed him mere than vy hundied fect beneath in the 
lower town not dead but sorcly brolbon und no Jona a 
wild youth but Gods servant from thit diy forwud I 
hive for otten the fumous bears and ull cisco — Taemember 
the Poarcy lon ow the bridje over the dittle river at Adu 
wicl — the Jeaden hon with his tal stretched gut str usht 
hile apwup hind  mdwhy?  Pecise of the story of 
the villas boy who must fume bestrde the Jeaden tal 
stand, out over th wataa which brealbing he dropped 
into the shoum fu betow and wi talon out an idiot lor 
the ae tof hin Life 

Anow hoids must be broulht to 1 sharp pomt umd 
the juilotinc we must have ustinting «doc Something 
intausely human murew ound dcfmute prarces to the seat 
of om sen abilities mor reilly thor binge occurrences 
and citistrophes A tub will pid oa lod) that defies 
hidchet wd honma The doy l Geoine went down 
with dl her Gew umd Cowper wrote om exquisitely 
siniple pocm ibout at bat the feouf which holds at as 
smooth while that which bea the lincs on dus mother 3 
porteatois blr tered ggth toy 

My tetlm. the o aecollcctions sets ome think. of 
other: of the sae tind which stube the aoisjmition 
especiily when onc as till youn, = You rameanbher the 
monument ama Devizes markt to the women strucl dead 
with v loan he mouth Tonever uv that but if is in 
the book Hac as one bonevar he ad mentioned al 
iny of the Note ind Quay tube cm tell the story, I 
hope they will  Whiate as this wontment? | wis 
nding on in Fnilish stie couh when we pissed a 
handsome muble coluunn (a Po rcaiember a) of consider 
able size and preten ious —Whit as that ’—L sod — 
Thit —umswered the couchm in —19 the hanginan s pillar 
Then he told me how a mi went out one nizit many 
years igo to steal shecp lle caulht onc, tied ats legs 
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dogither passed the 1ope over his head and started for 
home In climbm, 1 fcnee the rope shpped cau sht him 
by the nech ind sttimelcd him = Neat morning he wis 
found hanjmg deid on onc side of the fence ind the 
sheep on the other =m mcmory whereof the lord of the 
minor caused this monument to be exccted 1s 4 wining 
to ul who love mutton better thin vntue Twill «rd a 
copy of this iccoid to him or ba who shill first set me 
night bout this column wd its Jocality 

And tdlin, ever these old stories aeminds me that I 
hwesomethm, which may interest ucmtcets ind perhaps 
some other persons = L once ascended the spre of Stras 
bur, Cathedral which w the highest Tthiml in Turope 
It oa shaft of stone flac work friohtfally opcn 
po thit the guide puts lis ums behind you to | cep 
you from fuliny To chmb it ts a noonday m,htmaic 
and to think of dhivine dimbed at Gosps all the filty 
six yomts of oncs twouty digits  Wlule Twas on it 

prided don oi the intense mane ov stron, wind 
wis blowm, wd I felt sme that the spre was rocl ing 
It swiyed bach and forwud Ile a stilh of rye or 
2 eo nine tuls (buhiush) with » bobolml on it I 
mentiond if t> the guide md he sud thu the spne 
did acully swing bud and forwud—l think he sud 
some fut 

Kop my ]ne of ] nowkdze ten years and some otha 
hine willinter cct t= Lon. afterwuds L wis hunting, out 
a papa of Dumuails m in old yournul—the Maljivm 
Fnoydopedique for Zan frossrene (1799) when I 
atumbled upon a brief uticle on the vibtations of the 
spac ol Strasburs Cuthedr ud A niin can shal ¢ at so th ut 
the movement shul be shown in i vessel of waiter ne arly 
sever ty fect below the summit ind bijha up the vibration 
wile that ofan euthquile IT hive seen one of those 
wretched wooden spues with which we very shibbily 
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finish some of our stone churches (thmhing that the 
lidless blue eye of heaven cinnot tell the counterfeit we 
try to pis on it) swimegmy hilo a reed im awind but one 
would hadly think of such 4 thing » happening mv stone 
spne Docs the Bunker Hill Monument bend in the 
blast hle «blade of griss’ DT suppose so 

You see of course that Tum tillin, ma cheap way , 
—perhaps we will hive some philosophy by ind bye — 
ket me work out this thin mechimicd vem —TI hive some 
thin, more to sry stout tree I have broulht down this 
shoe of hemlock to show you ‘Lice bluw down in my 
woods (that wared)m 8520 Twalve tect and a half ound, 
fai gnth —nme feet where I Sot my section Ingher 
up This ts a wedoe going to the ecntre of the gencral 
shape of shee of appl pro moo due ind not opulent 
family  Lenith about alltcen mehcs 7 have studicd 
the growth of thr tree by its ziris, and it is curious 
Thice hiedied ind forty two rms Stated thecfore 
about 1510 0 ‘The thickness of the zing tells the 19te at 
whiahit jiew hor Bye or sixv you the vite wis slow 
-—thon rapid for twenty years A little before the yeu 
1550 it In in to Grog vary slowly and so continued for 
tbout seventy vous In 1620 at tool a new stat and 
grow fist until 1714 then for the most put slowly until 
1786, when it stuted tjunand jew pretty well ud um 
formly until within the last dozen yous when it secms to 
hive zot on slu.sishly 

Look here Hire ue some human dives 1 id down 
against the pouods of its growth, to which they corre 
sponded This as Shikspeares THe thee wis seven 
inches in diuncter when he wis bom ten inches when 
he died A Tittle Jess thin ten inches when Milton wis 
born seventeen when he dud = ‘Then comes 3 Jon, in 
terval and this thicad mils out Johnsons life duung 
which the tree mere ised from twenty two to twenty nine 
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miches m dimeter IIce is the spa of N poleons 
carver —the tice doesn t scem to hive mimdcd it 

T never saw the min yct who wis not stutled at 
Joohing on this section IT hive secon miny wooden 
pretchers —never onc he this  IJfow much more 
striling would be the calcndue connted on the sings of 
one of those wwful trees which were tinding when 
Christ wis on cuth, md where that boef mortal fe as 
dhoncled with the stolid ipithy of vecetible bem, 
which remembers Yl humin history is eth ny of yester 
diy in ity own ditele s esistence ! 

Thiuve somethin, more to siy tbout dms A iclitive 
tolls mo there ws onc of grew Slory i Andover, new 
Dridford IT hive some accollections of the former plice 
plowint and otha FL wonder af the old Seminary 
Clock stiuikes as slowly wot usd to Aly 100m mate 
thousht, when he fist came ait was the bell tolling 
deaths md peoples wes 1s they do in the country Ie 
pswor—(nmistars son od so danmliu with Sood words 
that they we opt to hindle them cucle sly) that the 
chidren ware dymy by the dozen of ul ace from one 
to twelve ind ym off mest day my cecss when it be, in 
to stuke Cleven but wis cruisht befor the del Lot 
thiouzh stiukm., | At the foot of the hill down in 
town, 1s or wis a tidy old cla which wis sud to have 
becn hooped with iron to protect it from Indim toma 
hawls, (Credat LHahnemanans) md to have Siown 
round its hoops ind buricd thom in its wood Of course, 
this 15 not the tree my achive means 

Also LT hive a very pretty letter from Norwich, in 
Connecticut tellmg me of two noble clns which ue to be 
seen in thit town = Onc hundicd wid twenty seven fret 
fiom bou,h end to boush end! Whit do you siy to 
thitP And gentle lads beneath it that love if and 
celebrate its pramses! And that m +» town of such 
supreme, wad ious, Alpme loveliness as Norwich !—Only 
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the dca people there must learn to call it Norndge, ind 
not be raisled by the mere accident of spelling 

Nonrwek 

Porchmouth 

Cimann ita 
What i sid picture of our civilizvtion ! 

I did not spetk to you of the gicat tree on what uscd 
to be the Colman fum in Deerfield, sunply becuse Thad 
not secn if for mommy yeus md did not jilc to trast my 
recollection = But I hid at in memory uid even noted 
fown as one of the finest trees in symmetry and beauty 
Thad ever cen T hive veceaved 2 docmment signed by 
two citizens of a neighbouring town catifid by the post 
mister md 1 selectinin, md these ajun comobo ited, 
reinforced and sworn to by 1 member of that extrrord 
niry colleje cliss to which itas the good fortune of my 
friend the Professor to belong who thoush he has 
Jor meily been v member of Congress 16 LT bcluve fully 
woithy of confidence The tice guts au,hteen and 4 
half fect und spreids over a hundred ind is 2 red 
beauty I hope to mect my friend under its bi wnches 
yet, 1f we dont hive @youth at the prow, we will hive 

pleasure at the elm 

And ju t now, i,am, I hive got a Icttcr about some 
grand willows us Mame, ind another ibout an elm in 
Waylind but too late for mythm, but than] s 

[And this leads me to say, that 1 hive reccrved @ great 
many communi ilions, mm pose and verse since I began 
printing these notes ‘The list came this very morning, 
in the shape of a neat and brief pocm, from New Orleans 
I could not mike any of them public, though somctimes 
requested to do so Some of them have given me great 
pleasure, and encouraged me to believe I had friends 
whose faces I hid never san If you are pleased with 
anything a wnter says and doubt whether to tell him of 
it, do not hesitate, a plrasant word 1s a cordial to one, 
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who perhaps thinks he 1s tiring you and so becomes tired 
ims lf I purr very loud over a good, honcst letter that 
says pretty things to me | 

Sometimes very young persons send communica- 
tions which they want forwarded to editors and these 
young parsons do not always scem to bie uzht concep 
tions of these same cditors, and of the public, and of 
themsclves  Tlere 1s a |etter I wrote to one of these 
youn,, foll+ but on the wholc, thought it best not to 
send = Tt as not fur to single out one for such shirp 
advice wh«i there are hundicds that are in need of it 





Drar Siz—You seem to be somcewhit but not a 
preit deal, wiscr than I was at vour age [dont wish 
to be understood is saying, too much for I think, without 
conmiltin, my elf to any opinion on my picsent stitc, 
that I wis not 1 Solomon at that stale of development 

You lon, to Icip ata single bound mto cclebrity 
Nothing 1s so commonplicc as to wish to be rem uk ble 
Fime usudly comes to these who ue thinking about 
something dhs¢—vay raicly to those who siy to them 
sclves, * Gro to now Ict us be af clebr ued andividuil! 
Tho strugile for fume is such, commonly ends in noto 
rity —thit liddet is easy to climb but it leads to the 
pillory which 1s crowded with fools who could not hold 
then tongucs ind rogues who could not Inde thur tricks 

If you hive the consciousness of genius, do something 
to show it) The world 1s pretty quick, now a days to 
eitch the flour of tine om imility , if you write any 
thing remuk ible, the magazimcs and newspapers will find 
you out as the schoolboys find out where the ripe apples 
and pears are Produce mything rculy good, and an 
intclhgent editor will jump at it Dont flatter 5ourself 
that my uticle of yours 15 1¢jected beciuse you are un 
hnown to fume Nothing plcascs an editor more than 
to ,¢b anything worth having froma new hand There 
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i always a dearth of really fine articles for a first rate 
journal for of a hundred pieces received ninety are at 
or bclow the sea level some have water enough but no 
head , some head enough but no water: only two on 
three are fiom full reservoirs, high up that hil which 1s 
so hard to climb 

You may hive genus The contiary 1s of course pro 
bable, but 16 a not demonstritcd If you hav, the 
world wants you more thin vou wint it Lt his not 
only vdcesne but 4 passion, for every spuk of  enius 
that shows itself among us there is not 1. bull calf in our 
national pasture that cin bleat a rhyme but 1118 ten to 
one unong his friends, and no til ers, that he 1 the real, 
genuine no mistake Osiris 

Qucst ce quil a fait? Whit his he doneP That 
was Napolcons tust Whit hive you done? Tun up 
the faccs of your prtue cuds my boy' You necd not 
make mouths at the public because it his not accepted 
you it you own fincy viluation Do the prettiest thing 
you can ind wut your time 

Kor the verses you send me, I will not say they are 
hopclesa, and I due nf uhrm thit they show promise 
J am not an editor but L know the standud of some 
editors You must not expect to ‘ leap with 1 single 
bound into the soccty ci those whom it 15 not flittery 
to cul your betters When ‘ Lhe Pactohan has pud 
you for 1 copy of verses —(L can furnish you a lest of 
alliturative sijnatures be, inning with Anni Aurcole and 
ending with Zoe Zomth) when ‘The Ra, bag his 
stolen your piece after cuefully seratchin,, your uime 
ont—when ‘The Nut eracker has thought you worth 
shellmg and stiunys the kernel of your clevercst poem — 
then and not till then you may consider the presumption 
against you from the fact of your rhyming tendency as 
called in question and kt our iricnds hear from you it 
you think 1t worth while You may possibly think me 
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too candid and even accuse me of mevilty, but let me 
assure youthit Tam not hilf so plain spoken as N ature, 
nor halt so1ude as Time = If you prefer the long joltinz 
of public opimon to the gentle touch of fiiendship, try it 
hike aman Only 1emember this ——that, if a bushel of 
potitoes is shaken im ov market cut without springs to 
it, the small potatoes always get to the bottom 
Leheve me, &c, &e 


T always think of verse writers, when I am in this 
vein for these are by fair the most exicting cager sclf 
wei hing, restless quernlous unreasonable hte: uy persons 
one 18 hike tomcet with Is a young min in the hibit 
of writing vases? Then the presumption is that he 1s 
a inferion person lor look you thee ie at least 
nine chinces m ten thit hc writes poor verses Now 
the habit of chewing on rhymes without sense ind soul to 
match them 1s lhe that of using any other narcotic at 
once a proof of feebleness and a dcblititing ant A 
youn, man can get iid of the presumption against him 
afforded by his writin, verses only by convincing us that 
thcy ate verses worth wuting = ¢ 

All this sounds hard and rough but observe, it 1s not 
addressed to any individual, and of course does not refer 
to any icider of these prges [ would Uways trevt any 
given young person passing through the meteors showers 
which rain down on the brief period of adolescence with 
great tenderness — Grod forgive us if we ever speak harshly 
to young creatures on the strenyth of these u.ly truths, 
and s0, sooner or later smite some tender souled 
poet or poetess on the hps who might have sung the 
world into sweet tiances, had we not silenced the matin 
song in its first low breathings' Just as my heart 
yearns over the unloved, just so 1t sorrows for the un 
gifted who are doomed to the pangs of an undeceived 
self estimate I have always tried to be gentle with the 
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most hopcless cases My experience, however, has not 
becn cncourazing 
X% 1 wt 18 a cheaply got up youth, with 
narrow jiws wid broad, bony, cold 1ed hinds huimg 
been laughed it by the guls in his village, and ‘ got the 
mittcn (pronounnd mittm) two o1 thice times falls to 
souling wd controlling and youthmg and truthmg in 
the newspapers Sends me some strings of verses can 
didatcs for the Oithopedic Infumary all of them, m which 
I Jearn for the millionth tune one of the following facts, 
ath that something vbout 1 chime 1s sublime or that 
something about timc 1s sublime, o1: that somethmg ibout 
a chime 1s concerned with time or thit something about 
a thyme i sabliame or concerned with time or with a 
chine Wishes my opimon of the same with advice as 
to his future course 

What shall J do about ite? Tell him the whole truth, 
and send yim a ficl ct of adnnssion to the Institution for 
Idiots ind Feeble minded Youth P One docont hhe to 
be cruel —and yet one hates to he = Thercforc one softens 
down the ugly contial fict of don] cyism —recommends 
study of good modelyg-thit writing verse should be an 
incaidcniul occupation only not interfering with the hoc, 
the needle the lipstone o1 the led jer — ind above all 
that there shoul] be no hurry in primting what i written 
Not the leist usc im all this The poetister who has 
tasted type is done for = Ie 1s he a man who his once 
becn a candidate for the Presidency He feeds on the 
maddci of his delusion ul his days and his very bones 
grow 1icd with the glow of his foolish fancy One of 
these young, brains 15 Ihe v bunch of India crackers, 
once touch firc to it and it is best to heep hands off until 
it hs done popping —if it ever stops ‘have two letters 
on file one 1» a pattern of idulition the othe: of imper 
tinence My reply to thc first contaming the best advice 
I could give, conveyed in courteous linguage, had brought 
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out the second There was some sport in this, but Dul 
ness 15 not commonly a game fish and only sulks afler he 
ig struch You may set it down as a truth which 
admits of few exceptions, that those who ash you opinion 
really want your praise, and will be contented with no 
thing less 

‘There is another kind of application to which editors 
o1 those supposed to have access to them, are hable, and 
which often proves trying und punful = One 1s rpperied 
to in behalf of some person im needy errcumst inces who 
Wishc» to makc a ving by the pon A minnocript ac 
companying the Ictter 18 offered for publication It 1s 
not commonly brilhant too often lamcentibly deficient 
If Rachels siymy is true thit ‘ fortune 15 the measure 
of intllipence, then poverty 1s evidence of limited « vpa 
cits which wt too frcqucntly proves to be notwithst nding 
vnoble exception here and there Now mn editor 1s a 
person under a contract with the public to furnish them 
with the best things he can afford for his money = Chanty 
shown by the publication of an mferior uticle would be 
Ihe the genuosity of Cliude Duy ud ind the otha centle 
men highwiymen who pitud th poor so much they 
robbed the rich to have the means of relucving them 

Though JT am not and never was an editor I hnow 
something, of the tials to which they are submitted 
Thry have nothing to do but to develop enormous calluses 
at cvery point of contict with authorsmp Their busi- 
ness 1s not » mitter of sympathy but of intellect They 
must reyect the unfit productions of those whum they long 
to befinend because it would be a profligite charity to 
accept thcm One cannot buin bis house down to 
waim the hands even of the fathcrless and the widow 


THE PROFESSOR UNDER CHLOROFORM 





You havent heard bout my friend the Profes 
801 » first experiment an the use ofanwsthetics have you? 
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He wis mightily pleased with the reception of that 
poem of his about the chaise He spoke to me once or 
twice about another poem of similar char wter he winted to 
read me, which J told him I would listen to wd eniticase 

Oue day vfter dinner he came in with his face tied up, 
looking very 1ed in the cheeks and hcavy about the eyes 
—Hyryer—he sud and mide for im atm chan, in 
whith he plucd fist his bat and then his parson gomg 
smack through the crown of the former as nc itly w they 
do the trick at the encus Lhe Professor yumpid at the 
explosion as if he had sit down on one of those small 
calthrops om g1indlathers used to sow sound in the 
giass whcn there were Indians about —1ron stus eich 
ray arusty thorn am ich ind a hilf Jon, —stick through 
mocassins into fect-—cripple em on the spot, and give 
em lochyiw in a day or two 

At the same time he Ict off one of those big words 
which Ix at the bottom of the best mis vocabulary, but 
perhaps never turn up in his life —just ay evay mans 
hair may stand on end, but in most men it never does 

After: he hid got calm he pullcd out 2 shect or two of 
manuscript to jethergyith » smaller scrip on which as 
he said he had just ace writin, in introduction or pre 
lude to the mun puformance A ccrtin suspicion hid 
come into my mind thit the Protessor wis not quite 
nht which was confimed by the way he talked, but I 
let him begin This 1s the way he read it — 


Prelude 


I m the fellah that tole onc diy 
The talc of the won erfulon h»s shay 
Wan to hcar another? Say 
~-Tunny wasnit? Made me lavzh — 
I m too modest I am by half 
Made mo lau,h s though I sh d eplit — 
Cahn a fellah like fellah 4 own wite 
—I1cllahs ket p sayin Well now thats nice 
Did it onec, but cahn do ut twice — 
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Don you b heve the z no more fat, 
Lots in the kitchen z good « that 

Jus rate throw, n no mistake — 

Hun us the props for another shake ,— 
Know Ii try o guess Il win, 

Hore sh gocs for hit m ag im! 


Here I thouzht 1¢ necessary to mt«rpose —Professor 
—I said —you ire incbuitted = =The style of what you 
call your Prelude shows that 16 wis written under 
cercbr ul excitcment Your articulation 1s confused You 
have told mc thrice times im succession in exactly the 
same words that I wi the only true firend you had in 
the world that you would unbutton your heart to You 
smell distinctly ind decidedly of spuits —I spoke, and 
paused , tender but firm 

Two luge tears oibed themselves beneath the Pro 
fessor s lids —im obedicnce to the prinerple of gravitation 
celcbr ited in that delicious bit of bladdery bithos, ‘Lhe 
very law that moulds a tear, with which the ‘ Edin 
burgh Review attempted to put down Master George 
Goidon when that young man was foolishly trymg to 
make himself conspicuous 

One of these teus peeped over aie edge of the hd 
until it lost its balance —slid in inch ind wartcd for 
reinforcements —swelled agun—-1olled down 1 htthk 
further —stoppcd ~-moved on —and at last fcll on the 
back of the Professors hand He held it up for me to 
look at, and lifted his cyes biimful, tl they met mime 

T couldn t stund 1t —I always bicak down when folks 
ery in my face —so I hug,red him, and said he was a 
dcar old boy and asked lim lundly what was the matter 
with him and what made him smell so dreadtully strong 
of spuits 

Upset Ins alcohol lamp—he sud,—and spilt the al 
cohol on lis Je.s That was 1 —But whit had he been 
doing to get his head into such a state >—had he really 
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committed an excess? Whit wa the matter P—Then if 
eime out that he hid been tikmg chloroform to havea 
tooth out which hid left him in a varv quccr state, in 
which he hid written the § Paclude  1vcn above, and 
under the influence of which he evidently was still 

I took the minuscript fiom Ins hands and read the 
following continuition of the lines he had begun to read 
mc while he mide up for two or three nights lost sleep 
as he best mht 


PARSON TUNFLLS LEGACY 
OR, 1HE PRISIDFNTS OLD AIM CHAIR 
A MATULMATICAI STORY 


Facis respecting an old arm chatr 
At Cambridge Is kept in the College there 
Secms but litle the worse for wear 
Phat s remarl able whin T say 
It was old in Presidcnt Holyoke 5 day 
(One of lis boys pahaps you know, 
Died at one hundred years ago ) 
He took lodgin, for rain or shinc 
Under grecn a clothes in 69 


Bnow Old Cambridge ? Hope vou do~— 
Rorn there ? Dont say so! I wis too 
(Borr in v house with a gambrel ruof — 
Standing stil if you must have proof — 

Gambrel ?—Gambiul? ct me beg 
You Ul look at a horse 5 lander hg — 
First great angle above the hoof — 

That s tho gambicl hence painbrel roof} 
— Niccst place that (ver was seen — 
Colleges red and Common green, 
Sidewalks brownish with recs between 
Swectest spot bencath the skies 

When the canker worms don t rise — 
When the dust that somctunes thes 
Into your mouth and cars and cycs 

In a quict slumber lics 

Not in the shape of unbaked pies 
Such as barefoot children prize 
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A kind of harbour it seems to be, 
Facing the flow of a boundlcss sea 
Rows ot grey cold Tutors stand 
Ranged like rocks above the sand, 
Rolling boneath them soft and green 
Breahs the tide of bright sixteen — 
One wave two waves three waves, four, 
Shding up the sparkhng floor 
Then it ths to flow no morc 
Wandering, off from shore to shore 
With its frught of golden ore! 
—Pleasant place for boys to play ,— 
Better keep your girls away 
Hearts get rolled as pebbics do 
Which countless fin,<¢ring waves pursue 
And every clasuec beach 15 strown 
With beart shaped pebbles of blood rcd stone 


But this is neither hcro nor there — 
I m talking, about an old arm char 
Youve heard no doubt of Parson TuRBIL 
Over at Medford he uscd to dwell 
Marri d one of the Mathas folk 
Got with his wift a chair of oak — 
Funny old chair with scat hke wedge, 
Sharp behind and broad tront edge — 
One of the oddest of human things 
Turncd all over with knobs and rings — 
But heavy and wide and # » and grand — 
Fit for the worth s of the land — 
Chief Justice Sewall a cause to try in 
Or Cotton Mathcr to sit—and he—in 
Paison Turcll bequeathed the samc 
To a curtain studunt —SMITH by name 
These were the terms as we are told 
‘ Saide Smith saide Chairc to have and holde 
When he doth graduate then to pa se 
To ye oldcst Youth in ye Semor Classe 
On payinent of —(naming a certain sum)— 
* By him to whom ye Chaire shall come, 
He to yé oldest Semor next 
And soc forever —(thus runs the text )— 
But one Crown icsse than he gave to claame 
That being his Dc bte for use of same 


Smith transferred 16 to one of the Browns 
And took his money —five silver crowns 
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Brown delivered it up to Moors, 

Whe paid itis plun not five but four 
Moore roade ovcr the chur to Lr. 

Who gave him crowns of silver threc 

I ee conveyed it unto Drrw 

And now the payment of course was two 
Drew gave up the chair to Duny,— 

All he got as you soe was one 

Duan releascd the chair to Hart, 

And got by the bargain no crown at all 
And now it passed to a sccond Brown 
Who took it and likewise cla:emed a crown 

When 2B) own conve ycd it unto WARF 
Having had onc crown to make it far, 
He paid him two crowns to take the cher 
ree Ware being Loncst (as all Wares be) 
He paid one Lotrrer who took it three 
Lour got Rorinson = five got Dix, 
JOUNSON premus demanded six 

And so the sum kept gathering stil 

Till after the batth of Bunkers Hill 

— When paper: moncy became so chcap 
Folks wouldnt count it but said a hcap 
wi certain Rrcowarps the books declare — 
(A M in 90°? 1 ve looked with earc 
Through the Tru nnial —name not there ) 
This person Hichards was offcred then 
Ficlht seore pounds but would have ten 
Ninc T think was the sum he took — 

Not quite (Ain —but sco the book — 
By and by the wars were still 

But nothin, bad altcred the Parson s will 
Lhe old arin chair was solid yet 

But saddled with such a monstrous debt! 
Thm.s grew quite too bad (o bear 

Payimy such sums to cet rid of the chair! 
But dead mens fingers hold awful tip bt 
And there was the will in black and white 
Tian cnouch for a child to spell 

What should be done no man could tcl 
For the chair was a kind of nigphtmarc curse 
And every season but made it worse 


As a last resort to clear the doubt 
They got old GovERNOR Hancock ouf 
The Governor came with lis Light horse Troop 
And his mounted truckmen all cock a hoop, 
Halberds , littered and colours flLw 
French horns whinnied and trumpets blew, 
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The vellow fifes whistled between their teeth 

And the bumble bce brass drums boomed bcacath 

So he rodc with all his band 

Till the President met him cap in hand 

— The Governor ‘hcfted the crowns and said — 

‘ A willis a will and the parson s dea | 

The Governor he fied the crowns Said he — 
There is your pint) = And here s my fee 

These are the terms you must fulfil ~ 

On such conditions I pri ak THE WILL! 

The Governor mentioned what the ¢ should be 

(Just wait a minute and then you ll sec ) 

The President prayed Then all was still 

And the Governo: rose and BROF! THE wit! 

— About those conditions? Well now you go 

And do as I tell vou and then you ll | new 

Once a year on Commencemcnt day 

Tf you ll only take the pais to st ry 

You ll sec the President m the ( HATER 

Likewise the Gov rnor sitting the re 

The IT resident :18¢s both old and young 

May hear his speech in a forcign ton uc 

he meaning whereof as lawyers swear 

Is this Can IT keep ths old arm char ? 

And then lis Eacclhncy bows 

As much as to say that he allows 

The Viec Cub next 15 called by name 

He hows hhe t other which mean the same 

And all the ofhcers round qr bow 

As much as tu sty that thed Pilow 

And a lot of parchments about thc chair 

Are handed to witneascs then and there 

And then the lawyers hold it clear 

ibat the chair 1s safe for another year 


God bless you Gentlemen! Learn to give 
Moncy to colleges while you live 
Don t be mlly and think you Il try 
To bother the colleges when you dic 
With codicil this and codicil that 
hat Knowledge may starve while Taw grows fat 
Jor there never was pitcher that wouldn t spul 
And there s always a flaw in a donkey 3 will! 





Hospitality 15 4 good deal a matter of latitude I 
suspect The shade of a palm tice serves in Aftican for 
a hut, his dwelling is all door and no wills, everybody 
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can come in ‘10 make a morning call on an Esquimaux 
acquuntance onc must creep thiough a long tunnel, his 
house is all wills and no door except such a one as an 
apple with a worm hole has One mht very probably 
trace a regular gradition betwcen these two extremes 
In eitics where the evenings ue generilly hot the people 
have porches it thar doors where they sit ind this 1s, 
of course v provocitive to the interchange of civililies 
A good deal, which in colder re ions is ascaibed to mean 
dispositions belongs really to mein temper iture 

Qnee mm awhile cven im om Northern citics at noon, 
in a very hot summei § day, one may realise by a sudden 
extension in his sphere of conscrousness how closely he 
is shut up for the most pat Do you not remember 
something hke this? July between 1 and 2 aM, 
kahrenheit 96°, 01 thaeabout Windows all gipng 
like the mouths of pantin,, dogs Long stingim, ay of 
a locust @éomcs in froma tice half 1 mile off, hid for 
gotten there wis such a tice  Jribys sciciams fiom a 
house sever i blocl » distant —never knew there were any 
babies in the neighbourhood before ‘Linmin_ pounding, 
somethinz that clad rs dreadfully —very distinct but 
don t remember any tinmans shop neat by Horses 
stamping on pavemcnt to get off flies When you hear 
these four sounds, you may set 14 down as a wirm day 
Then 16 18 that one would lhe to umtitc the mode of life 
of the native at Sierra ] cone, as somebody has described 
it stroll into the mathet in natural costume,—buy a 
water melon for a halfpenny — split 1t and scoop out the 
middle,—sit, down in one half of the cmpty rind, clap the 
other on ones head, and feast upon the pulp 
I sce some of the London journals have been 
attacking some of then literary people for lecturing, on 
the ground of its being 2 public exhibition of themselves 
for money A popular author can pimt his lecture, if 
he deliver it, 1t 18 a case of questum corpore, or making 
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profit of his person None but ‘snobs dothit Ergo 
& To this I reply Megatur minor Har Most 
Gracious Majesty, the Queen, exhibits herself to the 
public as a part of the service for which she 1s paid 
We do not consider 1t low bred in her to pronounce her 
own speech, and should prefer it so to hearing it from 
any othcr person, or reading it Has Grace and his 
Lordship exhibit themselves very oftcn for populatity, 
and their houses every day for money —No, if a man 
shows himself other than he 1s if he belittles himself 
before an audience for hire then he acts unworthily 
But a truc word, fresh fiom the lps of a true man 1s 
worth paying for at the rate of er ht dollars a day or 
even of fifty dollus a lecture The taunt must be iM 
outbreak of jealousy agunst the renowned iuthors who 
have the audacity to be also orators The sub heutenants 
(of the prcss) stick a too popular wiiter and spctkher with 
m epithet im England instead of with a rajner as in 
France-—Poh! All Ingland 15 one great menazcrie, 
and all at once, the yack u, who adinncs the gilded cage 
of the royal beast must protest against the vulgarity of 
the talking bird» and the nig hti@yue » bang willing to 
become a@ part of the exlubition ! 


THE LONG PATH 
{Last of the I ai cutheses ) 


Yes, that was my last will with the schoolmistress 
It happened to be the end of i term, and belore the next 
began, a very mce young womin, who hid becn her as 
sistant was announced as hei successor and she was 
provided for elsewhere So 1t wis no longer the school 
mistress that I walked with but -—— Let us not be in 
unscemly haste 1 shall cull her the schoolmistress stall , 
some of you love her under that name 

——— When it became known among the boarders that 
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two of their number had joined hands to wilk down the 
long path of life side by side there wis as you may 
suppose no small sensition I confiss I pitied our land 
lady It took her all of a suddin,—she sud lad not 
known that we wis keep company, ind ncver mistrusted 
anything pirticlar Mim was right to better herself 
Didnt look very rugzed to take care of a femily, but 
could get hired haulp she cale lated —The greit maternal 
instinct came crowding up m her soul just then, and her 
eyes wandered until they settled on har d wghter 
No poor de u woman,—thit could not have been 
But I am dropping one of my intern il tears for you, with 
this ples int smile on my fice all the time 

The great mystery of rod s providence 1s the permitted 
crushing out of flowering instincts Life 15 mamtamed 
by the respiration of oxygen and of scntiments In the 
Jong catalogue of sucntific cruclties there is hirdly any 
thing quit® so painful to think of 13 that cxpcriment of 
putting an animal under the bell of im ur pump and ex 
hausting the ar fiom it [I never siw the accursed 
trick performed Jaus Deo'|} There comes a time 
when the souls of h€an beinzs, women perhips, more 
even than men, begin to faint for the atmosphere of the 
affections they were made to breithe Then it 1s that 
Society plaiccs its transparcnt bell glass over the young 
womin who 1s to be the subject of one of its fatal experi 
ments The element by which only the heut hives 1s 
sucked out of her crystalline prison = Wotch hu through 
its transparent walls ,—hu bosom 1s hewing, but it 1s 
inavacuum  Derth ws no riddle compued to this I 
remember % poor girls story in the Book of Martyrs ’ 
The ‘ dry pan and the gradual fire were the 1 nages that 
frightened her most How many have withcred and 
wasted under 13 slow a torment in the walls of that 
larger Inquisition which we call Civilization ! 

Yes, my surface thought laughs at you, you foolish, 
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plain, over dressed mincing, cheaply orgamised, self satu 
rated young person, whocver you may be, now reading 
this,—little thinking you are whit I describe, and in 
blissful unconsuicusness that you are destined to the 
lingering asphyxia of soul which is the lot of such multi 
tudes worthter than yourself But 1t 15 only my surface 
thought which liughs ton that great procession of the 
UNLOVFD who not only weu the crown of thorns, but 
must hide 1t under the locks of brown o1 grey,—under 
the snowy cxp undir the chillmz turbin —Inde 16 even 
from themselves —pethaps never hnow they wear it, 
though if hills them —-thure 1s no depth of tenderness in 
my nature that Pity has not sounded Somewhere,— 
somewhere,——-love 15 mm store for them,—the universe 
must not be allowed to fool them so cruelly What in 
finite pithos in the small halt unconscious artifices by 
which unattiactive youns pcrsons sech to recommend 
themselves to the tivom of those towards whos. ou: dear 
sisters, the unloved like the rest, are impelled by their 
God given instincts ! 

Read what the singing women—one to ten thousand 
of the suffering woinen—tcll us,gond think of the griefs 
that die unspoken! Nature 1s 1m earnest when she makes 
a woman, and there arc women enough lying in the next 
churchyard with very commonplace blue slate stones at 
their head and fect, for whom 1t was just as true that 
“all sounds of life assumed one tone of love, as for 
Letitia Landon, of whom Lhzabeth Biownme said it, 
but she could give words to her grief, ind they could 
not —Will you hcar a few stanzas of mine P 


THE VOICELESS 


WE count the broken lyres that rest 

Where the swret waihng singers slumber ~ 
Cut o er their silent sister s breast 

The wild flowera who will stoop to number? 
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A few can touch the mai sting 

And nowy kami ts procul to win them — 
Alas for those that ney 1 sine 

But die with di them music m than! 


Nav grieve not tor the dead alc ne 
Whoe ous ha tcld then heuts sad st ry — 
We plorthe ver 1] wh Fave hn wn 
Lic cro) withowt th orown of gl ry! 
Not where bere udiin br ze sweep 
Ocr Sappho ancmoas haunt dinilew 
Puf vive the gh tammo a hit dews weep 
Qu numidles scriow. Churchyard pillow 


Ohcuts that breal end Jive nes a 
Save Whitcnin, hyp ud fidin, tres e 
Tall do ath pours cut ha cor oak wane 
Slow dr pp dfteme Micry scr tiny pro t= 
Tio ouwjin bree rttor chen, cheid 
toes ry hiddcou pul vere given 
What endiess tm loli s vere poure | 
Assudascath a owiect a heaven! 


T hope that our Tindlidy s danchter 1 not so bidly 
off, after Ul hat youn, min fivoia inotha aty who 
mide ihe vemul which you remember ibout } oston 
State house and bosto@ll s hos uppoued at our tabl 
repo vutedly of Tite umd lia seamed to mc rather ittentive 
to this youn, lidy | Only last cvenin, Tosiw hum lean 
ing ova ber wetle he was play the wcordion — 
mdecd Fandcrtool to join them imo. ony md Jot 1s 
fir as Come rest im this boo vo when my vow Gettin, 
tremulous IT tured off is onc step out of & proce sion 
und lett the buso ad soprime to tmish it TE sce no 
reison why this youn, wom shoud not be a very 
proper match for tmean that lulls wbeut Loston State 
house = de cunt be very particular 

dhe youn, flllow whom [ hive so often mentioned 
Wis a fitth free am hisacmuls but vety good natured ~ 
Surry to hive vou 0 —he sud —Schoolma im made 4 
Mistake not to wait for me Hivent tiken mythimg 


18 
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but mouinin fimt at brevkfust smce I heard of 1t —— 
Mourning fiwit—~—sad I —whits that? Huckle 
berries ind blackberries —sud he —couldn { cat m colours 
raspbcriics, cui wuts, and such after a solumn thing lke 
this happening —Jhe couccit secincd to please the youn, 
follow If you will belicve it when we came down to 
brcal fist the next morming he hid cared it out as 
follows You know thosc odious little sais plates 
that figure so luycly at boadin, houses ind espcecrily 
at tavoins, mto which 1 strenuous utendant female 
tiowels littl dibs sombre of tint ind hetcroccncous of 
composition which it males you fecal home sick to look 
at and into which you poke the elisty coppery teaspoon 
with the an of 1 cit dippmg he foot into + wish tub — 
(not that J mein to syy wything asamst them for when 
tacy uc of tinted porelun or stary miny faccted erystul 
and hold eloun briht benics or ple virgin honey or 
lucent syrups tinct with Gnnimon ind fhe tetspoon 
ws of white silver, with the Towa stimp solid but not 
brutally heawy — is people im the ~1een stile of milonism 
will hive them — 1 cm dally with then amber sami fluids 
or glos y spherules without a &* 





vor J——you hnow these 
smill, decp dishes lL say When we came down the 
next mormmy eich of these (two only «xcepted) wis 
covered with 1 broid leul On lifting this each boarder 
found a small hep of ~olamn blicl huckIcbetnes But 
one of those plates held xed currants and wis covacd 
with a red rose the other held white curtints and was 
covered with a white rose There wis a lweh at this at 
first and then a short silence and J noted thit hor lp 
trembled and the old gentleman opposite was im trouble 
to get vt his bindanna handkerchief 

What was the uso in watmgP We should 
be too late for Switzerlind thit serson if we wuted 
much longer —‘Ihe hind I held trembled in mine, and 
the cycs fell meckly, as Esther bowed herself before the 
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fet of Ahasuerus —She hid been reidmg that chapter, 
for she lool cd up —if there wis a film of moisture over 
her eyes there wis also the Limtest shidow of 1 distant 
smile shirtin,, her lps but not enough to ieccnt the 
dimples —and sud in her pretty, still wiy -—— If at 
plewe the Jing mdaft T have found fivour im lis sight, 
and the thing scam mht before the hin, and I be 
pleisin,, m dus cyes 

I dont rancmbt whit King Ahasucius did or sud 
when Iisthar Jot gust to that point of her soft humble 
words —but L }now what I did Tl vt quotition trom 
seripturc wis cut short anyhow We cunc to a com 
promise on the .rcat question and the time wis settled 
for the List day of summer 

In the meantime [tilled cn with ow boudcrs, much 
ag usual as you my se by what L hive wpoerted J 
must say To wis plowed with v cortun tenderness they 
all showc@® towud us, ftcr the fust cxctancnt of the 
news wis over If came out m trvid mittas —but 
exch onc m his ot ha way manifested dindness Oar 
landlady for instunccg when we hid chickens sent the 
diver instead of the g d with the win, for the school 
mistress This wis not in accident the two uc never 
mistiken, though some Jundladie appcas wait they did 
not know the difluence ‘Lhe whole of thc company 
wie even more respectfully attentive to my 1emarhs 
than usual = There was no idle punnin,, and very little 
winking on the put of that lively young ,cntlem im who 
as the reader may remembcr, occ wion Wy interposed some 
playful qucstion or remark, which could hardly be con- 
sidered 1elev mt,—except when the last allusion was 
made to matrimony, when he would look at the lindlady s 
daughter, and wink with both sides of his face, until she 
would ash what ho was polin his fon at her for, and if 
he wasn t ashamed of himself In fact, thcy ill behaved 

18—2 
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very handsomely so that Lreuly felt sorry vt the thought 
of leavin, my boudin, house 

T suppo c you thiws that becws TD lived at a plan 
widow womins pliun tible Twos of course more or less 
infirm in point of voldly fortune Lou may not be 
sorry to lean that thou h not what great merchants 
call very rich Twas comfort ib) —comlont ible — o thit 
most of those moda ite laxnmies FE desarbed im my verses 
on Confonément—meost of thom, 1 siy—wae with our 
rowh uf wo chose to hwe them Tut F found out that 
the schoolmistress hid vw van of echuity vbout her which 
hid Intharto be mn worlcd on i andl silver and copper 
basis which mide her think Jes perhaps of laxuiues 
than even To did--anodestly 2 LE hive capressed my 
wislics 

It is a ritha pleisint thm. te td] a poor young 
womin whom onc hi contrived to wm without showin, 
his rent roll that) he his found what the worlé vuucs so 
hihly, im followm, the lead of har uflections = Tb at was 
an enjoyment Twi now 16 idy bon 

Pbojinalupth -—Do you Lnow that you uc a aich 
youn, pcr onr ‘ 

T hnow thit Fam vary vc) —she sud — He iwven his 
given me more tha Ecver eled for Dhid not thou ht 
love was cver meant for me 

It wis wwomins conkssion ud hor voree fll to 4 
whisper is it threaded the list words 

IT dont mem thit —T sud —you blessed litle saint 
and saiph !—if theres an une) mu sing im the New 
Jorusdam mgune for her a this boudm, hous '—I 
don t mein that! Tamean thit J—that 15 you— um— ue 
— confound it '—T incin thit you Hl be what ost pcople 
call vlidy of fortune And I Jool cd full in hoa cycs for 
the efluct of the mmouncement 

‘There wasu tt wy = She said she was thankful that I 
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had what would sive me from diudjoay id thit some 
other time LT hould tll ha wout at—I never made a 
preitar fuline m om itteampt to produce a sens ition 

So the list diy of summer erme Ht was our choice 
to ,o to the chuich but we hid uv lind ot iception ut 
the boudiul house The present wore ul ured, ind 
anon, them none ,we more plousure thin the modest 
tributcs of our fellow bouders - for there wis not onc | 
believe who did not send somethin. Tne dandlidy 
would mst on widany un ede pant bride cabe with her 
own hinds to which Master Tcnypanin dain tin wished 
to add catun cmbalhshinent out of lis privite funds — 
nimely oo Capil moa nouse 41 p donc ms tute suyur 
md two miitare eos with the tus and stipes which 
had vvay plowme chat Pousme yoru Phe lvidlidy s 
daachtar sent vouch) bound copy of Lappars Poems 
On a blink Jou was the follow , writfur an oa very 
delnate ufd cuctul how — 


Lic ented to by 
On the ave ae her union n holy m tlrimony 
May oun tiuaaever b am oca her! 


Iventhe poor relittee thou ht he mut do somncthing 
and sent wcopy of The Whole Duty of Wan bound an 
very tractive wun lated sheep slin the cdles micely 
mubkd fiom the divuuty student crue th lovcle t 
Fochsh edition of Kobleos Chiu tin Yeu TP opened 
ut owhen it cum to the Fonrlh Sand iy an Lent and 
reid that aoclic poem swecfar thim usvthin, E cun 1 

member since Navini s My God TP dove thee I wm 
not. a Clinchmim —I dont believe mo pluntin, ots im 
flowar pots —but such a poom as The Posebud im thes 
ones heut wv ynoselyte te the culture ib jrows hom 
Tall vbout at wamuch iw you hile — onc s biccdin, shows 
iacl{ nowlae mon tuimin hisaichjion A min should 
be a genticman in hus hymns and priyus, the fondness 
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for “scenes, among vulgv saints, contrasts 50 mneanly 
with that— 


© God only and good angels look 
Behind the blisstul sconce — 


and that otha,— 


He could not trust his melting soul 
But im lis Maker sa ht ~— 


that IT hope some of them will see this, and icid the 
poem and proht by it 

My Jw ohmz ind winlin,, youn, fimnd undutook to 
procure uid aninge the flowcs for the table and did it 
with ymmeuse zou LE never saw him Jool bippia than 
when he came in, his hat sicily on one side and 1 che 
roct in his mouth, with a hue bunch of tca 10ses, which 
he said were for ‘M idim 

One of the list things thit came was an 6ld square 
box smellinz of cumphor td md seceded Tt bore im 
faded nl the muks, Cilcutty 1505 9 On opens it 
we found 1 wlute Cwh tc sh vith vary buct note 
from the duu ol? tunano @* svyin,, that he jad 
kept this some yoars thinkin, he might wit it and 
many more, not hnowmg what to do with 1t,—thit he 
had nevar secn it unfolded since he wis a young super 
carzo,—and now uf she would spread it on ha shoulders, 
it would inthe him feel young to look at it 

Poor Biidjet or Biddy, our icd armed maid of all 
work! What must she do buat buy a small copper 
breast pin and put it under £ Schoolma wus plate that 
morning 1 bicaktwte And Schoolmiam would wear 
it,—though I made her cover it, a> well as I could, with 
a tea rose 

It was my last bieawkfast as a boarder, and I could not 
leave them in utter silence 

Good by,—I saiul,—imy dew fiends, one and all of 


